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—Goodness  wounds  itself^       ^- 
And  sweet  affection  proves  the  spring  of  woe/ 

SHAKSlPEAltS. 


The  character  of  Timon  of  Athens  presents  a 
delineation  of  sudden  change  in  the  principles 
of  human  action,  which,  though  drawn  by  the 
pen  of  Shakspeare  himself,  whose  knowledge  of 
the  heart  appears  almost  intuitive,  has  been 
censured  as  extravagant  and  unnatural^    The 
glowing  generosity,  the  indefatigable  friendship, 
the  expansive  openness  of  soul,  which  mark  the 
earlier  features  of  the  character  of  Timon,  are 
suddenly,  on  a  change  of  fortune  which  discovers 
treachery  in  his  supposed  friends,  subverted  to 
their  foundation.     The   whole  mental   scene, 
shifting  with  rapidity  and  violence,  presents  in 
their  room  the  most  inveterate  and  ferocious 

VOL*  IV.  B 
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detestation  directed  against  all  mankind.  In 
my  mind,  the  poet  has  here  only  afforded  another 
proof  of  the  keenness  of  that  penetration  which^ 
glancing  through  all  the  springs  and  movers  of 
the  human  soul,  fixes  the  changing  features  of 
the  mental  portrait,  and  holds  a  mirror  to 
nature  herself.  He  perceived,  that  on  the  ruins 
of  our  best  feelings  the  temple  of  misanthropy 
is  ever  erected.  The  force  of  this  truth  he  has 
exemplified  by  characters,  stamped  with  the 
kindliest  affections  of  nature,  containing  those, 
propensities  on  which  the  fiiirest  structure  of 
human  happiness  is  raised,  in  which  those  bene-^ 
fits,  so  far  from  tending  to  their  proper  end,  ill 
managed  and  abused,  involve  their  possessors 
in  delusion  and  misery,  and  naturally  end  in  a 
frame  of  mind  inimical  to  mankind,  and  inca^ 
pable  of  felicity.  Of  these  Timon  is  one; 
although  inconsiderate  ostentation  forms  a 
striking  feature  in  the  delineation  of  Shakspearet 
the  violence  of  misanthropy  is  to  be  traced  to 
other  causes ;  and  we  arje  led  to  exclaim  from  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  his  character,  with  the 
faithful  Flavius, 

Poor,  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart. 
Undone  by  goodness. 

.To  follow  the  general  idea  of  the  pQ€t  mofe  ; 
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closely,  to  apply  it  more  generally  to  human 
nature  at  large,  will  probably  reward  our  labour. 
For  this  purpose  we  may  call  up  before  our  eyes 
the  painfiil,  though  too  common  picture,  which 
the  mind,  where  the  glow  of  fancy  triumphs  over 
reason,  and  the  mere  impulse  of  sensibility 
supersedes  reflection  and  settled  principle,  ex- 
hibits in  its  progress  through  the  world. 

To  the  mind  of  high-wrought  feelings,  and 
heated  imagination,  the  entrance  of  life  is  fairy 
ground.  The  objects  which  solicit  her  attention, 
viewed  through  the  medium  of  that  elevated 
hope  which  youth  alone  inspires,  shine  with  a 
brilliancy  of  tint  not  their  own.  The  face  of 
universal  nature  impresses  the  soul  with  a  secret 
influence,  a  delicious  rapture,  which  gives  a  new 
charm  to  being;  and  the  heart,  intoxicated  with 
its  own  sensations,  expands  with  an  unbounded 
warmth  to  all  existence.  The  desert  of  the 
world  is  decorated  with  the  fleeting  visions  of  a 
raised  and  glowing  fancy,  while  the  eye  rests 
with  unsuspicious  wonder,  on  the  splendid 
prospects  which  the  magic  of  earlier  expectation 
calb  up  on  every  side.  Filled  with  that  strong 
enthusiasm  which  elevates  while  it  deludes,  the 
mind  soon  is  taught  to  feel,  that  in  the  crowd 
of  pleasures,  which  court  her  acceptance,  some- 
thing is  still  deficient    The  finer  and  more 

B  Q 
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exalted  ideas,  whieh  stimulate  incessantly  to 
action,  are  still  without  an  object  worthy  of  all 
their  energy.  The  powers  of  the  soul  languish 
and  are  depressed,  from  the  narrowness  of  the 
sphere  in  which  they  have  yet  moved;  the 
master-strings  of  the  heart  are  yet  untouched, 
the  higher,  stronger,  passions  of  the  breast  are 
to  be  roused,  before  the  keenness  of  expectation 
can  be  gratified.  The  charms  of  friendship,  the 
delicate  and  intoxicating  sensations  which  attend 
the  first  delicious  emotions  of  the  tender  passion, 
rush  on  the  imagination  with  violence,  to  which 
even  the  energy  of  youthiul  ambition  is  feeble 
and  impotent  in  comparison.  It  seems  that  but 
a  dream  of  pleasure,  a  prospect  of  bliss,  has  been 
presented  to  the  view,  which  friendship  and 
love  alone  can  realise  and  render  perfect.  The 
enthusiast  now  looks  eagerly  round  for  the 
objects,  which  a  heart,  yet  unacquainted  with 
'  the  realities  of  things,  and  wound  up  to  its  highest 
pitch,  tells  him  are  alone  able  to  fill  that  void 
which  still  akes  within  the  bosom.  In  the 
moment  of  delusion,  the  connexions  are  formed 
which  are  to  stamp  existence  with  happiness  or 
misery  in  the  extreme.  A  blind  impulse  over- 
powers  deliberation,  and  the  heart  expands 
itself  for  the  reception  of  inmates,  whose  value 
it  has  not  for  a  moment  paused  to  ascertain* 
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The  measure  of  happiness  is  now,  for  a  moment 
ifiiH.     The  mind,  conscious  that  the  energy  of 
sentiment  no  longer  languishes  in  inaction,  feels 
those  v/ishes  completed  which  the  vividity  of 
imagination  had  before  but  imperfectly  suggest- 
ed, and  yields  without  reserve   to  the   novel 
emotions  which  begin  to  make  a  part  of  its 
existence.     On  every  side  die  heart  is  cheered 
with  the  smile  of  affection,  on  every  side  the 
arms  of  friendship  are  expanded  with  inviting 
openness.     ITie  want  of  deception   creates  a 
litde  world  around,  where  nothing  meets  the 
eye  but  the  mutual  efforts  of  emulative  exertion, 
and  the  smile  of  beneficence  exulting  over  its 
own  work.     And  love,  sacred  love,  who  that 
has  truly  felt  thy  first  pure  and  delicious  influ- 
ence, but  learns,  even  if  the  object  be  delusion, 
that  the  few  moments  which  thy  power  can  con- 
fer, are  of  more  value  than  whole  existences, 
unanimated  by  thy  holy  and  vital  flame. 

But  this  rapture  is  not  to  last.  The  time  is 
to  come  when  the  prospect  which  depended 
on  die  influence  of  passion,  however  noble,  and 
prejudice,  however  honest,  shall  melt  away 
from  the  view.  The  mind,  raised  to  a  pitch  of 
enjoyment  above  the  reality  of  sublunary  happi- 
ness, is  in  danger,  when  the  fece  of  things  at 
once  appears  in  proper  colours,  of  ^sinking  to  n 
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degree  equally  below  it.  He,  who  in  the  glow 
of  his  earlier  feelings  feasted  his  eye  with 
increasing  transport,  on  the  gay  and  captivating 
scenery,  with  which  the  creative  power  of  an 
ardent  imagination  had  overspread  the  barren- 
ness of  reality,  now  begins  to  find  a  thousand 
little  deceptions  wear  away.  The  insipidity 
and  nakedness  of  many  an  object,  which  at  a 
distance  had  attracted  Ids  eagerness,  and  roused 
the  keenness  of  his  passions,  press  so  close  upon 
him,  that  even  prejudice  and  enthusiasm  fail  to 
operate  the  accustomed  delusion.  The  little 
vanity,  so  often  interwoven  with  the  best  natures, 
receives  a  variety  of  unexpected  and  grievous 
wounds.  As  the  mist^  which  clouded  the 
exertions  of  its  better  judgm,ent  retire  on  every 
side,  he  discovers  with  astonishment  that,  a  dupe 
to  self-deception,  he  has,  like  a  blind  idolater, 
fallen  prostrate  before  the  gaudy  images  his  own 
hands  have  formed  and  decorated.  He  per- 
ceives that  he  has  walked  in  a  world  of  his  own 
creation,  that  life  and  man  are  still  before  him  to 
study,  and  only  recovers  his  cooler  senses  to  feel 
the  loss  of  that  mental  elevation,  that  brilliant 
perception  of  things,  which,  though  ideal,  were 
so  dear  to  him.  But  perhaps  this  is  not  all;  nor 
does  the  discovery  which  scourges  vanity,  and 
detects  the  harmless  fallacies  of  judgment,  alone 
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await  him.  Perhaps  the  hour  of  deception  has 
ireasured  up  disappointment  more  heavy  and 
intolerable.  What  are  his  sensations,  if  the 
truth,  he  now  begins  anxiously  and  fearfully  to 
learn,  is  brought  immediately  home  to  his  own 
bosom,  and  he  is  doomed  to  feel,  that  the 
exalted  and  glowing  ideas  of  friendship,  which 
first  expanded  his  soul,  shrink  even  in  his  view 
and  leave  his  breast  void  and  desolate ;  when 
in  the  heart  which  his  earliest  ideas  had  imaged 
as  the  residence  of  that  sacred  passion,  the  trial 
of  experience  detects  hoUowness  and  falsehood; 
when  it  is  his  bitter  lot  to  mark  the  progress 

of  alienated  affection,  to  watch  the  subsidence 

• 

of  cooling  attachment,  to  feel  the  ties  connected 
in  an  honest  and  unsuspicious  bosom  with  all 
his  first  enjoyments  of  happiness,  beginning  one 
by  one  to  untwine ;  when  he  is  to  groan  under 
the  pang  of  the  heart  which  accompanies  the 
tearing  out  of  the  thousand  little  habits  of  con- 
fidence, the  innumerable  kindly  affections  which 
long  custom  had  rooted  in  the  soul,  and  made  a 
part  of  the  pleasantness  of  existence ;  or  when 
he  is  to  experience  the  agony  of  the  moment, 
when  he  in  whom  the  bosom  fondly  trusted, 
insults  the  confidence  he  has  cruelly  violated, 
and  aggravates,  by  unfeeling  mockery,  the  dis* 
tress  his  perfidy  has  excited! 
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But  if  this  can  be  borne,  perhsqps  the  last  and 
most  fearful  shock  awaits  him ;   the  tenderest 
strings  of  his  soul  are  to  be  still  more  cruelly 
rent,  and  the  wound,  which  before  smarted 
«  almost  to  madness,  rendered  at  once  incurable. 
There  are  finer  and  more  exalted  ties,  compre- 
hending the  best  feelings,  the  dearest  relatiotis 
of  which  our  natures  are  capable.    Their  sever- 
ing is  accompanied  by  sensations  to  which  the 
wound  of  violated  friendship  itself  is  feeble,  and, 
to  minds  of  a  certain  frame,  communicates  that 
deadly  stroke  to  which  the  power  of  all  other 
human  evils  would  have  been  inadequate.    Such 
are  those  which  unexpected  treachery,  from  that 
quarter  where  the  soul  had  gathered  up  its  best 
and  tenderest  hope,  must  call  forth ;  and  few  are 
the  hearts  round  the  ruggedness  of  whose  nature 
so  little  of  the  softer  feelings  are  entwined,  as 
not  to  feel  the  fiill  keenness  of  that  wound  which 
the  tearing  of  the  ties  of  love  inflicts,  though  its 
firmness  had  been  inaccessible  to  the  force  of 
common  calamities.     The  distress  is  more  com- 
plicate and  hopeless,  from  its  nature,  than  any 
other;  and  the  pangs  of  a  thoussCnd  discordant 
passions  are  crowded  and  concentrated  into  that 
terrible  moment  which  discovers  infidelity,  where 
the   confiding  heart  had  fondly  rested  all  its 
prospects  of  happiness.    Under  other  strokes  of 
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calamity,  the  soul  gains  force  and  dignity  from 
the  greatness  of  unmerited  misfortunes,  and 
rouses  every  latent  power  to  combat  against 
evil  fate.  In  the  school  of  distress,  the  energies 
rfthe  mind  are  disclosed ;  and,  learning  our  own  ^ 
powers,  we  combat  against  the  oppression  of 
adversity  till  we  are  able  to  contemn  it.  But 
here  the  sufferer  finds  himself  as  it  were  waked 
suddenly  from  a  dream  of  happiness  to  in- 
tolerable misery ;  with  his  mind  unnerved  and 
weakened  by  passion,  all  the  resources  of  forti- 
tude lying  dormant,  every  tender  sensation 
doubly  acute,  every  softening  feeling  alive. 
From  the  object  of  tenderness  and  idolatry  of 
one  who  was  the  world  to  him,  he  at  once  finds 
himself  a  deserted  and  despised  being ;  he  sees 
his  best  and  finest  feelings  blasted  for  ever,  his 
honest  sources  of  pleasure  and  peace  cut  off  at 
one  stroke ;  with  the  terrible  aggravation,  that 
the  hand  to  which  alone  he  could  look  for  com- 
fort and  healing  under  the  wound  of  calamity, 
instead  of  being  stretched  out  to  save  him,  itself 
lodges  the  dagger  in  his  breast. 

He  is  now  'alone.  The  ties  which  bound  him 
to  existence,  cruelly  loosened  before,  are  torn 
for  ever  by  this  last,  worst  stroke.  The  pros- 
pect  which  before  warmed  his  heart,  is  narrowed 
•nd  darkened  on  every  side.    The  journey  erf* 
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life  is  before  him,  dreary  and  comfortless.    The 
weary  path  of  rugged  labour  remains  to  be 
trodden,  when  the  motives  of  activity  and  the 
rewards  of  exertion  have  ceased  to  exist;  when 
the  keenness  of  expectation  can  no  longer  be 
stimulated,  and  the  spirit  of  enterprise  has  sub- 
sided into  sullen  indifference.     While  he  rumi- 
nates with  agony  on  the  past,  he  cheerlessly 
looks  forward  into  a  gloomy  futurity;  and  his 
foreboding  mind  sees,  in  the  ruin  of  his  first  and 
fondest  hopes,  the  nothingness  of  the  visions  of 
imagination,  the  destruction  of  the  thousand 
little  schemes  and  prospects  suggested  by  an 
honest    ambition,   which  the  exultation  of  a 
heart  untouched  by  calamity  had  fondly  and 
fearlessly  indulged.    The  recollection  of  those 
delusions  which  cheated  his  unsuspecting  youth, 
whispers  for  ever  that  safety  is  alone  compatible 
with  apathy,  and  cases  his  heart  in  impenetrable 
sujspicion.     A  line  of  separation  is  drawn  be- 
tween him  and  his  species.     Deceived,  insulted, 
wounded,  from  that  quarter  where  his  heart  had 
treasured  up  all  hope,  where  his  ideas  of  human 
excellence  had  all  concentered,  confidence  in 
mankind  is,  in  his  eyes,  the  weakness  of  despi- 
cable folly,  or  the  extreme  of  desperate  madness. 
'The  principles  of  the  soul,  already  unsettled,  are 
soon  shaken  to  their  foundation.    The  milk  of 
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human  kindness  turns  fast  to  gall.  While  those 
very  passions,  that  frame  of  mind,  which 
operated  the  first  delusion,  which  stamped  the 
features  of  unbounded  friendship,  of  enthusiastic 
beneficence,  now  all  subverted,  are  applied  to 
exalt  the  violence  of  the  opposite  character. 
Under  this  stroke,  the  self-love,  which  might 
bear  u^  against  the  common  weight  of  calamity, 
receives  an  incurable  and  rankling  wound,  over 
which  the  soul  gloomily  broods.  The  passions 
of  the  misanthrope,  still  flaming  with  violence, 
tend,  as  to  a  centre,  to  the  aggravation  of 
abhorrence  and  distrust  of  his  species  ;  and  he 
hates,  with  a  keenness  and  acrimony  proportion- 
jed  to  the  strength  of  disappointed  feeling  which 
marked  his  entrance  into  life. 

Ths  Speculator,  No.  14»  May  11, 179(X 
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No.  CXLV. 

O,  Fe&r,  I  know  tbeo  by  my  throbbing  lM*art, 
Thy  withering  power  impir'd  each  monrnful  line: 
Though  gentle  pity  claim  her  niogled  part, 
Tet  all  the  thnaden  of  the  scene  are  thine. 

CoLLiirt. 


Thb  passions  which  the  German  tragedy  is,  in 
general,  most  calculated  to  excite,  are  those 
in  which  terror  predominates.     The  tenderer 
strokes  of  pure  pathos  which  soften  the  heart 
with  the  melting  emotions  of  pity,  though  some- 
times intermingled  in  a  manner  the  most  touch- 
ing,  are  diffused  with  a  more   sparing  hand. 
The  writer  who  now  claims  our  attention,  though 
possessed  c^  powers  to  move  the  softer,  finer 
feelings  of  the  soul,  has  delighted  to  exert  the 
energy  of  his  genius  in  that  province  of  the 
drama  where  the  great  and  terrible  be^  sway» 
Schiller,  the  subject  of  the  present  paper,  is  one 
of  the  modem  tragic  writers  of  Germany,  and 
commenced  his  dramatic  career  with  a  piece 
called  "  the  Robbers."    At  a  later  period  thefa^- 
mous  conspiracy  of  *'Fiesko"  against  the  govern- 
ment of  Genoa,  furnished  him  with  the  ground- 
work of  a  second  tragedy.     A  story  of  domes- 
tic calamity  worked  into  a  drama  called  ^  Cabal 
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and  Love/*  and  another  piece  founded  on  th^  ro^ 
mantic  misfortunes  of  "  Carlos,  prince  of  Spain,** 
are  the  two  last  theatrical  productions  of  his 
pen.  In  Don  Carlos,  Schiller  has  made  use  of 
blank  verse ;  his  former  tragedies,  like  those  of 
most  other  German  writers,  were  all  in  prose^ 
but  that  of  a  kind  possessing  merits  peculiar  and 
appropriated.  In  the  four  tragic  dramas  of 
Schiller  the  greater  part  of  those  &ults,  as  well 
as  beauties,  with  which  the  genius  of  the  Ger- 
man stage  appears  so  strongly  marked,  are 
abundantly  exemplified. 

The  examination  of  those  compositions,  in 
which  regularity  and  artificial  labour  are  the 
most  obvious  merits,  where  neither  the  imagi« 
nation  is  suddenly  dazzled  by  great  and  ele-- 
vated  excellence,  nor  the  understanding  shocks 
by  striking  and  unexpected  imperfections,  a£> 
fords  a  task  to  criticism,  involving  only  few 
difficulties. 

But  when,  as  it  so  often  happens  in  works  of 
genius,  defects  and  graces  are  closely  inter- 
woven, and  the  highest  beauties  usher  in  the 
grossest  &ults,  the  impartiality  of  cool  and  can- 
did investigation  is  not  easily  preserved.  On 
one  side  the  warmth  and  sensibility  of  keen  a^ 
miration  is  apt  to  dictate  the  language  of  inde>- 
finite  panegyric }  while  on  the  other,  the  rigour 
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of  colder  judgment,  disgusted  by  imperfectioM 
and  absurdities,  overlooks  real  merit  in  one  ge- 
neral sentence  of  condemnation.  This  difficulty 
strongly  applies  to  the  critical  examination  of 
German  tragedy  in  general,  or,  at  least,  the 
greater  part  of  it,  and  the  pieces  of  Schiller  in 
particular ;  which,  to  different  inquirers, may  thus 
suggest  opinions  of  their  merit,  different  almost 
in  the  extreme. 

The  beauties  of  Schiller  are  those  belonging 
to  original  genius.  Neglecting  that  negative 
merit  which  is  attained  by  a  tame  and  fault- 
less character  of  tragedy,  he  hazards  every  thing 
in  piu^uit  of  strength,  elevation,  and  novelty  of 
thought.  Imagery  the  most  vivid  and  daring, 
•ituations  singular  and  impressive,  the  verbum 
trdens  pushed  almost  to  rashness,  a  structure  of 
language  full  of  nerve,  rich  and  dignified,  mark 
every  page  of  the  writings  of  Schiller.  Like 
Qur  own  Shakspeare,  he  sometimes  delights  and 
afiects,  even  while  he  violates  every  rule,  and 
leaves  far  behind  him  the  decorum  of  the  scene 
aad  the  strictness  of  propriety ;  satisfied  to  bid 
the  human  heart  glow  with  the  fire  of  commu- 
nicated passion,  or  the  imagination  expand  to 
the  grandeur  of  conception.  In  the  characters 
0f  Schiller  traces  of  high  originality  are  abun- 
dant.    Those  of  the  Marquis  Posa,  id  Don  Car- 
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Ids;  Lady  Milford,  Verrina,  and  some  others, 
are  marked  by  features  equally  new  and  striking. 
As  a  delineator  of  character,  Schiller,  however^ 
is  rather  distinguished  by  a  strong  and  bold  out- 
line, than  by  the  little  nicer  and  more  delicate 
touches  of  discrimination,  which  mark  the  pic* 
tures  of  Shakspeare,  and  stamp  the  personages 
drawn  by  his  poetic  fancy  with  the  truth  and 
reality  of  nature  herself 

The  spirit  of  Schiller  is  marked  and  peculiar: 
he  is  the  iEschylus  of  the  German  drama.     He 
seems,  by  a  native  impulse,  to  have  felt  his  dar« 
ing  pencil  directed  to  those  scenes  of  horror  and 
affright  from  the  contemplation  of  which,  minds 
less  energetic  have  shrunk  in  dismay.    Fiery 
and  unfettered,  his  genius  has  delighted  to  seek 
the  loftier  and  more  inaccessible  regions  of  tra^ 
gic  poetry ;  to  expand,  as  in  its  native  element, 
amidst  the  shock  and  tempest  of  the  fiercer 
pas^ons,  which  convulse  the  soul  and  lay  deso* 
Jate  the  breast  of  man ;  descending  little  to  the 
lower  provinces  of  dramatic  effect,  or  the  minu- 
tiae of  the  scene.     In  the  hands  of  Schiller,  the 
strings  of  the   human  heart  are  struck  with 
a  boldness  approaching  to  temerity.    On  the 
milder  passions,  by  which,  in  the  scenes  of 
other  dramatists,  the  soul  is  gently  moved,  and 
the  bosom  tSrUght  to  vibrate  with  soft  and  de- 
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Kciou^  sorrow,  he  has  disdained  to  fix  his  hold^ 
It  is  not  the  tear,  which,  in  the  tender  distreiss^ 
the  languishments  of  disappointed  passion,  suf- 
fuses the  melting  eye  of  sensibility,  that  his  po« 
etic  fictions  are  to  call  forth;  but  the  gush  of 
heart-felt  anguish,  sympathising  with  the  last 
worst  strokes  of  man's  misery,  shuddering  at  the 
view  of  calamity,  hopeless  and  irremediable.  It 
is  to  astonish,  to  terrify,  to  shake  the  soul,  that 
in  the  construction  of  his  dramas  the  grander 
efforts  of  his  genius  are  directed.  In  the 
agonies  of  despairing  love,  in  situations  where 
man  is  bowed  to  the  grave  with  irretrievable 
woe,  in  the  dreadful  councils  of  banditti,  and 
the  horror  of  conspiracies  and  plots,^he  has 
sought  for  scenes  alone  congenial  to  the  wild- 
ness  of  his  fancy. 

The  faults  of  Schiller  are  closely  interwoven 
with  his  highest  e^^cellencies,  and  may  often  be 
traced  to  the  same  source.  Some  of  these  are  too 
prominent  to  be  passed  over  by  candid  driticism, 
and  claim  more  attention  as  having  not  a  little 
reference  to  our  own  drama.  In  the  first  tra- 
gedy of  Schiller,  the  plot  is  marked  with  wild- 
iiess  and  irregularity,  which  shock  the  judg- 
ment, and  almost  annihilate  probability.  The 
stage 'too  often  streams  with  blood,  and  the  re- 
presentation is  connected  with  circumstances 
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from  which  the  mind  recpils  in  horror.     The  ex- 
travagance of  fancy  is  sometimes,  in  the  con« 
stniction  of  character,  pushed  beyond  the  sim- 
ple modesty  of  nature.     Of  this  Franz  is  an  ex- 
ample;   the    impression  which   the    vices    of* 
such  a  personage  would  leave  on  the  mind,  and 
the  interest  of  the  character,  degenerate  from  ex- 
cessive deformity  into  incredulity  and  aversion. 
The  eflfort  so  constantly  exerted  to  stamp  con- 
ception with  fire  and  energy  is  liable  to  be  over- 
strained, and  not  unfrequently  produces  images, 
too  near  the  brink  of  horror  and  disgust  to  ope- 
rate the  eflPects  of  pleasure  or  admiration.  From 
a  similar  cause,  expression  is  often  rendered 
harsh,  and  metaphor  carried  to  obscurity;  while, 
in  the  more  forcible  painting  of  passion,  a  rough- 
ness is  apt  to  inteirweaVe  itself,  against  which 
the  polish  of  modem  manners  may  revolt  as 
coarse  and  indelicate.     Such   are  the   defects 
which  principally  occur  in  Schiller's  first  dramatic 
eflbrts,  though  even  his  latest  are  not  perfectly 
exempt  from  them,  'and  which  abound  in  the 
earlier  part  of  the  present  era  of  the  German 
stage.     It  is  with  such  as  these  that  genius  is 
debased  in  the  tragedy  of  KKnger.     The  exam- 
ple of  Lessing,  however,  has  pointed  out  an  ex- 
ception to  the  general  wildness  and  irregularity 
of  structure  in  the  German  drama,  and  proved 
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that  chastity  of  composition  and  adherence  to 
^  rule  are  not  incompatible  with  the  spirit  of  the 

tragedy  of  his  country. 
'  A  progression,  of  a  nature  the  most  marked 

and  obvious,  is  to  be  noted  in  the  regularity  and 
polish  of  Schiller's  dramatic  writings.  In  his 
first  production,  the  Robbers,  unfettered  by  es« 
tablished  laws,  unrestrained  by  the  sober  dic- 
tates of  judgment,  he  gave  full  scope  to  the 
irregular  workings  of  an  imagination  which 
glowed  to  excess  with  the  wild  and  terrific.  In 
the  Conspiracy  of  Fiesko,  a  warmth  of  fimcy, 
equally  vivid,  animates  the  scene,  but  with 
much  of  the  original  wildness  and  extravagance 
of  genius  brought  into  subjection,  the  exu- 
berance of  untutored  powers  repressed,  and  the 
horrors  which  breathed  throughout  the  fi^rmer 
piece  somewhat  softened  down.  The  painting 
of  female  character,  which,  in  the  Robbers,  is 
littie  definite  or  attractive,  forms  in  Fiesko  a  pro- 
minent and  pleasing  feature  of  the  drama,  and 
assumes  a  shape  highly  interesting  in  the  subse- 
quent tragedies.  Cabal  and  Love,  and  Don  Car- 
los. In  these,  the  lawless  energy  of  that  imagi- 
nation, which,  at  first,  bore  down  all  before  it, 
and  mocked  the  bounds  which  were  to  confine 
its  wanderings,  is  still  &rther  submitted  to  the 
guidance  of  cool  reason,  and  has  not  disdained 
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the  alliance  of  art  and  regularity.  The  plot  of 
Cabal  and  Love  Is  happily  cdtitriv6d  to  excite 
curiosity  and  fix  attention,  which  is  not  sus^ 
pended  till  the  end;  and  all  its  distinct  parts  are 
contrived  with  much  art,  while  they  connect 
with  each  other  to  contribute  to  the  general  ca- 
tastrophe. In  the  last  pie(!es  of  Schiller,  the 
power  of  swaying  the  tenderer  emdtions^  which 
amidst  the  terrible  graces  of  his  first  drama  was 
little  to  be  traced,  is  often  happily  exerted. 

The  Speculator,  No.  19>  May  29, 179CH 

I  consider  this  piqper,  independent  of  iti  critica]  merit,  as 
highly  valuable  for  the  elegance  and  energy  of  ks  Ctoipo« 
sitioQ* 
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No.  CXLVI. 


L*aiiiaDte  per  baYeri  (^ael  cbe  desU 
Sc'nza  ^tiardar  che  Dio  tatt*  tAit^  et  yede^ 
'  Ayrilappa  promefoe,  e  gniruieate 
Che  tatti  spargor  poi  per  raria  i  TcnM* 

3kM0IT0« 
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•  The  Tictim  ofanhallowM  lotre. 
Of  fiutbleig  promiicf,  and  perj«r*d  Towty 
Forgot  as  soon  as  made !  — — «-> 


EPISTLE. 


Argument. 

*•  Having,  by  every  insidious  art,  overcome  her 
virtue,  he  persuaded  her  to  leave  her  father's 
house ;  and  soon  after,  sated  with  possession]^ 
deserted  her  in  the  midst  of  poverty  and  every 
species  of  human  distress.  After  a  variety  of 
fruitless  appeals  to  the  humanity  of  her  seducer^^ 
she  sunk  under  the  complicated  horror  of  her 
situation,  and  dying  addressed  him  in  a  letter 
replete  with  the  agitation  and  changes  of  pas- 
sion inspired  by  such  an  awful  moment*' 

Akok^. 

HOPELESS  and  lost,  by  wounding  anguish  torn, 
Dead  to  each  joy,  of  erery  tie  forlorn, 
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Here  as  awhile,  in  straggling  Nature's  strife^ 

I  linger  trembling  on  the  brink  of  life. 

To  thee,  whose  specious  guile,  whose  cruel  art, 

First  wrung  with  sorrow's  pang  a  peaceful  heart, 

First  taught  these  grief-worn  eyes  with  tears  to  flow. 

And  dash'd  my  cup  with  bitterness  and  woe. 

Whose  guilt  a  fond  confiding  breast  betray'd. 

Then  triumphed  o'er  the  wretch  itself  had  made, 

Ah!  vainly  once  believ'd  my  love,  my  friend. 

To  thee  these  last  sad  faltering  lines  I  send. 

Nor  start  that  hand,  so  valued  once,  to  view ; 

I  come  not  scorn'd  entreaties  to  renew ; 

With  fimitleBS  agony  to  sue  again. 

Again  to  shrink  beneath  thy  cold  disdain ; 

Ah  no!  by  anguish,  shame,  and  grief  o'ercome,  . 

At  last  I  sink;  I  hasten  to  the  tomb. 

In  still  despair  ^ieath^s  dread  q>proach  I  wait, 

Nor  vainly  struggle  to  avert  my  fiito* 

Alas!  when  eadi  returning  day  supplies 

But  lengthened  woe,  and  change  (^  miseries  i 

When  each  sad  night  in  horrors  ann'd  appears. 

And  steeps  my  thorny  couch  in  burning  tears; 

While  on  my  fame  the  fangs  of  gander  prey. 

And  malice  hunts  me  from  the  face  of  day. 

While  keen  remorse  with  aggravated  smart. 

Wounds  all  within,  and  gnaws  upon  my  heart ; 

Can  hope's  own  smile  one  cheering  moment  give^ 

Or  rouse  the  lingering  coward  wish  to  live  ? 

The  thought  is  agony :  the  shadowy  gloom 

Of  death  alone  can  shroud  my  shame ;  the  tomb. 

That  last  sad  harbour,  waits  me ;  there  my  woes 

Shall  rest  in  awful  night,  and  drear  repose. 

That  heart  condemn'd  so  long  to  pine  forlon^ 

To  dread  Ihy  frown,  and  sicken  at  thy  atomi 
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The  lingering  pcmg  of  cheated  hope  to  prove. 

To  agonise  with  ragei  and  melt  with  lore ; 

No  more  with  pasBion's  boming  throb  shall  gloW| 

No  more  shall  wither  in  corroding  woe; 

J^ut  6M.  in  dust,  from  wounding  anguish  firee^ 

At  last  m  death  forget  tq  doat  on  thee. 

And  when  a  victim  thus,  before  my  time, 

I  sink  in  blushing  youth's  luxuriant  prime^ 

When  lost,  unknown,  without  a  friend  to  savOi 

These  once?loy'd  beauties  glut  the  yawning  gra;9e  | 

Perhaps  one  sigh  ina^  burst,  though  now  too  late. 

In  vain  regret  for  my  untimely  fote; 

Thy  ha0  appeas'd,  may  mourn  my  early  doomi 

Nor  wound  my  dust  forgotten  in  tl|e  tomb. 

Belenting  heaven  itself  my  tears  may  move. 

And  pangs  like  mine  atone  one  cnme  of  love. 

Yet  ere  the  grasp  of  death  my  }imbs  invade, 

And  my  eyes  darken  in  eternal  shade ; 

Ere  from  my  view  life's  fading  vision  flee, 

I  pour  my  sou}  in  bitterness  to  thee. 

Source  of  my  wees,  and  author  of  my  fall. 

In  this  tremendous  hour  on  thee  I  call; 

If  pity  yet  survive,  here  turn  thine  eye. 

Survey  the  scene,  behold  thy  victim  die. 

Here,  while  oppressed  by  fury,  love,  despair. 

My  breast  a  thousand  mad'ning  passions  tear. 

While  simk  aghast  at  death-s  involving  gloom. 

The  trembling  spirit  deprecates  her  doom ; 

Stluggling  too  late  with  guilt's  o'erwhelming  force. 

By  fruitless  penitence  and  vain  remorse ; 

In  horror  waits  that  last  convulsive  sigh. 

That  one  dread  pang  which  rends  each  earthly  tie^ 

Alas,  in  this  sad  hoAr,  the  prospect  drear 

What  jey  can  brighten,  or  what  comfort  cheer  ^ 
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O'er  the  Mack  scene  shall  saintly  Innocence 

Her  light  display,  and  peaceful  calms  dispense  ^ 

On  hov'ring  wing  shall  soothing  Hope  be  near ; 

And  sounds  celestial  bless  my  closing  ear  i 

Shall  Virtue  point  to  opening  bliss  above  i 

N0|  thankless  traitor,  these  I  lost  for  love. 

For  love  and  thee  I  lost  them ;  thee,  whose  hate 

Vow  scorns  my  mem'iy,  and  insults  my  fkte: 

Thy  crimes,  which  first,  so  angry  Heav'n  ordain'd. 

With  guilt  a  breast  once  pure  and  spotless  stain'd^ 

Blasted  the  promise  of  my  opening  bloom. 

And  crushed  these  fiital  beauties  to  the  tomb. 

Pursues  me  even  here,  my  parting  breath . 

Embitter,  strew  with  thorns  the  bed  of  death. 

Blot  out  the  proroect  of  the  reahns  of  day. 

And  tear  the  last  sad  lingering  hopes  away. 

What  pitying  breast  shall  lenient  aid  impart. 

To  sooth  the  pangs  that  tear  this  breaking  heart! 

What  anxioiis  ftiend  shall  watqh  the  bed  of  deaths 

Or  fondly  catch  the  last  expiring  breath. 

The  struggling  soul  with  fond  compassion  cheer^ 

Or  grace  my  parting  spirit  with  a  t^ar  i 

What  pious  hand  coxxxpoee  with  tender  care 

My  cold  remains,  and  decent  rites  prepare  i 

Alas,  of  every  tie  by  thee  bereft. 

For  me  no  home,  no  friends,  no  parents  left ; 

On  every  hand,  despair  alone  I  see. 

And  the  throng'd  world  a  wilderness  tg  me. 

Curs'd  be  the  hour  when,  by  that  tongue  betray*^ 

I  left  the  refuge  of  the  rural  shade, 

And  scom'd  (a  victim  to  thy  fatal  charms) 

The  peacef\U  circle  of  a  parent's  arms. 

Ah !  cheering  beams  of  innocence  and  truth, 

fiifw  bright  ye  dawn'd  upon  my  rising  youths 
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In  the  mild  lustre  of  font  cloudless  ray. 
How  sweet  my  early  moments  pass'd  away. 
While,  as  I  raptur'd  trod  the  fiury  ground, 
Hope's  brilliant  landscape  opened  all  around ; 
Till,  rising  like  a  noxious  mist  unseen. 
Guilt  dimm'd  your  light  and  darkened  all  the  scene^ 
Then  no  fierce  passion  shook  my  placid  breast, 
Ko  gnawing  care  deprived  my  soul  of  rest. 
No  sorrow  then  could  dim  my  spariding  eye. 
Or  force  the  roses  of  my  cheeks  to  fiy ; 
From  erery  balmy  breeze,  I  courted  health. 
While  sweet  contentment  held  the  place  of  wealth. 
Joy  crown'd  the  day,  soft  slumbers  blest  the  nighty 
For  virtue  win^'d  each  moment  with  delight. 
Alas,  thrice  happy !  had  the  pityii^  skies 
Concealed  that  form  for  ever  from  my  eyes; 
The  worm  of  grief  had  spared  my  opening  bloom. 
Nor  sunk  my  youth  to  wither  in  the  tomb. 
Oh  love !  when  first  thy  roses  wreath'd  my  head. 
And  each  gay  hour  transported  pleasure  led. 
When  fancy's  magic  to  my  cheated  view 
Drew  scenes  of  bliss  and  raptures  ever  new, 
*  Could  my  fond  soul  in  that  ecstatic  hour. 
Blest  as  I  thought  beyond  misfortune's  power. 
Expect  for  these  the  sad  reverse  to  prove 
Of  woundmg  scorn  and  unrequited  love  ? 
Ah  no!  deluded  wretch,  I  thought  too  sure 
My  joys  unfading,  and  my  bliss  secure. 
Bv'n  now,  in  all  their  former  warmth  confest 
The  long-lost  visions  fill  my  glowing  breast ; 
With  every  charm  that  form  again  appeals. 
Thy  soft  vows  vibrate  on  my  ravish'd  ears ; 
Again  thy  swimming  eyes  thy  passion  teU, 
Again  enraptured  on  thy  lips  I  dweU ; 
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Again, — Ah  fleeting  nature !  short-livM  joy ! 

Far  other  scenes  my  wretched  soul  employ : 

R&us'd  from  my  dream  of  bliss,  I  keener  know 

The  sad  reality  of  waking  woe. 

Could  this  dread  hour,  by  thy  false  eyes  surveyed. 

Present  the  havoc  thy  dark  guilt  has  made, 

Remorse  and  shame  might  wring  that  stony  heart. 

And  save  some  other  victim  from  thy  art. 

Behold  my  parents,  how  with  gestures  wild, 

Frantic  with  grief,  they  mourn  their' ruin*d  child; 

See  crushM  with  sorrow,  prostrate  on  the  eartli. 

The  venerable  forms  that  gave  me  birth  > 

See  stung  by  rankling  woe  too  keen  to  bear. 

They  rend  their  silver  locks  in  fierce  despair; 

Hark!  while  the  drops  of  agony  they  shed. 

They  weary  heaven  with  curses  on  thy  head ; 

Hark,  those  long  groans,  those  deep  convulsive  sighSi 

Groans  from  a  bursting  heart,  a  parent  dies. 

Behold  me,  helpless,  wretched,  and  forlorn, 

The  mark  of  infamy,  the  sport  of  scorn. 

See  how,  by  misery's  withering  grasp  o*ercome^ 

My  fading  beauties  hasten  to  the  tomb ; 

How  lost  to  aU,  no  friendly  aid  to  save, 

I  sink  unpitied  to  an  early  grave. 

Here,  while  deserted  and  unwept  I  die, 

Here,  c^uel  spoiler,  glut  thy  savage  eye ; 

Go,  triumph  o*er  a  heart  by  love  betray'd. 

And  crush  to  dust  a  fiither's  reverend  head : 

Go,  while  thy  trime  unpunished  heaven  allows, 

I^ugh  truth  to  scorn,  and  mock  thy  broken  vows ; 

And,  while  my  breast  remorse  and  anguish  tear. 

To  that  false  bosom  strain  some  happier  fair. 

Who,  while  her  flushing  cheek  with  rapture  glow% 

Enjoys  my  tortures  and  insults  my  woes  i 
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But  yet  exult  not,  traitor!  if  the  smile 

Of  fortune  still  is  thiiie>  if,  for  a  while. 

The  stem  unerring  eye  of  justice  sleep, 

'Tis  but  the  measure  of  thy  crimes  to  heap. 

Ev'n  while  my  rival  with  triumphant  charmi 

Beholds  thee  circled  in  her  glowing  arms. 

O'er  all  thy  soul  while  boundless  pleasure  reigns. 

Thy  heart  beats  quick,  and  rapture  thrills  thy  veins. 

Stem  conscience  may  uprear  her  snaky  crest. 

And  dead'ning  terrors  chill  thy  perjured  breast; 

£v'n  then,  with  (terrors  arm'd,  remorse  may  stand 

To  dash  the  cup  of  transport  from  thy  hand. 

Insulted  heaven!  why  sleeps  the  blasting  stonot 

Why  lingers  justice  on  that  impious  form! 

Oy  great  Avenger!  pour  thy  wrath  divine. 

And  mix  his  lot  with  bitterness  like  mine : 

At  last  awak'd  to  rage,  O  haste  to  shed 

Thy  choicest,  fiercest  vengeance  on  his  headi 

In  his  own  iaie  tny  sufferings  let  him  see. 

And  learn  from  torture  how  to  feel  for  me« 

Ah !  idle  n^,  in  v^  my  soul  I  arm 

With  all  her  wrongs  to  break  the  fatal  charm ; 

While  stung  by  poignant  grief  beyond  controul. 

In  agony  of  woe  I  pour  my  soul. 

And  my  wild  lips  the  words  of  madness  AowH*, 

I  feel  this  rebel  4>osom  own  thy  pow^r, 

Ev'n  while  the  ebbing  springs  of  life  decay. 

Still  lingering  passion  keeps  her  wonted  sway ; 

StOl,  in  the  arms  of  death,  that  once-k^v^d  naiM 

Thrills  every  nerve,  and  wakes  the  &tal  flame ; 

Shrin'd  in  my  soul,  thy  image  stUl  I  see. 

And  this  deluded  heart  still  beats  for  thee. 

O  come,  ere  life's  expiring  lamp  decay. 

While  yet  the  hov'ring  soul  her  flight  delays 
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Ere  death's  dull  hand  forbid  my  dosing  ear 
Once  more  the  music  of  that  voiceto  hear ; 
O  come^  while  yet  these  dying  eyes  can  gaze. 
And  my  arms  strain  thee  in  a  last  embrace ; 
With  lenient  accents  mitigate  my  doom. 
Cheer  the  sad  prospect  of  the  dreary  tomb* 
And  when  sustained  by  thee,  content  with  death. 
In  those  lov'd  arms  I  yield  my  struggling  breath. 
And  darkness  tears  thee  from  my  gazing  eye, 
l«t  thy  defar  hands  the  decent  rites  supply. 
And  thou  in  pity,  bending  o'er  my  bier, 
prace  my  eold  relics  with  a  tender  tear. 

T0S  Speculator,  No*  8,  April  29, 179QL 
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No.  CXLVII. 

—In  some  "  dogs  there*'  are  foand-^ 
Attachment  neyer  to  be  wean*d,  or  changed 
By  any  change  of  fortune  ; 
Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  moTe  or  warp  ;  and  gratitude 

lasting  as  the  life. 

And  glistening  eren  in  the  dying  eye. 

COWFER. 


The  destruction  of  the  images  among  the 
Greeks  of  the  middle  empire,  was  a  stroke  which 
the  art  of  statuary,  however  flourishing  before, 
was  never  able  entirely  to  recover.  Painting 
was  now  the  only  omimient  of  their  palaces  and 
temples ;  a  hundred  pictures  of  unexceptionable 
beauty  were  more  easily  to  be  met  with,  than  a 
single  tolerable  statue ;  and  those  who  were 
descended  from  Phidias,  and  Scopas,  were  as 
totally  unacquainted  with  the  art  of  their  ances- 
tors, as  they  were  with  the  bravery  of  Miltiades 
and  Themistocles. 

The  reign,  however,  of  Copstantine  X.  pro* 
mised  to  this  art  a  more  favourable  destiny. 
Having  visited  Italy,  before  he  mounted  the 
throne,  and  acquired  a  fondness  for  the  remains 
of  Roman  magnificence,  he  embraced  every 
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opportunity  of  encouraging  his  subjects  in  at- 
tempting to  imitate  the  models  of  antiquity* 

Nor  did  he  fail  in  his  design.  No  sooner  was 
it  known,  that  in  his  court  genius  was  sure  of 
being  protected  and  rewarded,  than  the  artists 
repaired  to  it  irom  every  quarter,  embellished 
with  their  performances  the  place  of  his  resi- 
dence, and  exerted  their  talents  in  obedience  to 
his  will. 

Among  all  these  laboui:^rs  in  brass  and  marble, 
the  most  fortunate,  and,  at  the  same  time,  the 
most  deserving,  was  Melonion ;  a  man  whose 
reputation  for  integrity  and  virtue  was  not 
inferior  to  his  professional  abilities,  and  whose 
sensibility  of  taste,  however  exquisite,  was  fully 
equalled  by  the  benevolence  of  his  heart. 

One  evening  at  sunset,  as  he  was  about  to 
give  over  his  labours  for  the  day,  there  cam^ 

Jnto  his.  work-shop  a  very  old  man,  and  begged 
the  permission  to  examine  his  performances. 
The  white  hair  of  this  venerable  figure;  a  certain 
brilliancy  and  animation  in  his  eyes,  which  age 
had  lessened,  but  had  not  been  able  to  ex- 
tinguish ;  his  habit,  which,  though  coarse,  was 
yet  neat  and  becoming ;  the  look  which  he 
threw  upon  the  master-pieces  before  him, — a 
look  which  betokened  both   intelligence  and 

libeling ;   and  the  few,  but  pertinent  remarks 
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l^faich  he  made,  all  united  to  raise  the  Artist's 
curiosity,  and  to  render  him  more  attentive  to 
his  present  visitor,  than  he  was  accustomed  to 
be  to  those  who  usually  intruded. 

The  stranger  had  now  taken  a  deliberate  vieW 
of  the  works  which  were  at  present  in  the  artisf » 
possession  ;   and  it  happened  by  a  <^nce,  which 
was  rather  unusual,  that  most  of  them  were 
engrossed  in  the  celebration  of  victories*    The 
continual  wai^  between  the  Greeks  and  the 
Arabs,  which  were  never  interrupted  but  by  a 
temporary  truce,  could  not  fiul  of  interesting 
the  contemporaries  of  Melonion ;  and  the  grates 
iul  Constantine  had,  by  the  assistance  of  sculps 
ture,  endeavoured  to  immortalise  his  most  illus« 
trious  commanders.    This  striking  similarity  in 
the  performances  before  him  did  not  escape  the 
observation  of  the  stranger,  who,  immediately 
after  having  finished  his  circuit,  turned  about^ 
and  addressed  himself  to  Melonion: 

*^  I  see  (said  he),  that  these  excellent  perform* 
ances  of  yours  represent  none  but  conquerors 
and  heroes ;  have  you  consecrated  your  talents 
entirely  to  their  service  ?" 

Mel.  "  Far  from  it  I  am  too  great  a  friend 
to  the  interests'  of  mankind,  to  behold  their 
destroyers  with  a  favourable  eye.  That  my 
work-shop  should,  at  present,  be  so  fidl  of  their 
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images,  is  a  circumstance,  I  assure  you,  merely 
accidental ;  a  circumstance,  to  speak  freely, 
which  I  feel  rather  disagreeable;  When  I  was 
occupied  in  commemorating  these  destructive 
achievements,  I  could  not  help  frequently 
regretting  my  employment,  and  dropping  my 
chissel  with  vexation  and  disgust/' 

Old  Man.  "Deserved  indeed  is  the  repu- 
tation of  the  artist,  who  thus  unites  sensibility 
to  genius.  You  would  not  then,  I  imagine, 
be  unwilling  to  be  employed  in  celebrating 
fidelity  and  affection,  under  whatever  shape 
these  virtues  might  appear  ?" 

MeL  "  Surely  not,  provided  they  were  really 
displayed." 

Old  Man.  *^  That  they  were,  and  in  so  high 
a  d^ree,  that  neither  of  us  could  display  them 
more  conspicuously.'* 

While  the  stranger  spoke  thus,  a  tear  stood 
in  his  eye ;  and  his  tone  was  altered  fi-om  the 
sobriety  of  age,  to  all  the  fervour  and  animation 
of  youth.    He  proceeded : 

**  But  what  price  do  you  demand  for  a  monu- 
ment of  your  handy- work  ?** 

MeL    "  Two  thousand  golden  byzantines." 
Old  Man.    "  A  large  sum,  yet  not  more  than 
he  deserves.** 
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•*  And  of  whpm  do  you  speak  ?*'  asked  Mdo^ 
nion,  somewhat  surprised.  * 

*^  Before  I  can  tell  that,  you  must  answer  me 
once  more.  You  say  you  have  no  intention  of 
confining  yourself  to  heroes.  Would  you  then 
consider  your  art  as  degraded,  if  it  were  to 
be  employed  on  an  animal  of  another  species, 
whose  life  was  deserving  of  admiration  and 
praise  ?'* 

Every  word  which  the  stranger  uttered,  con» 
tributed  to  increase  the  perplexity  of  Melonion. 
^*  An  animal  of  another  species !  what  canst 
thou  mean  ?" 

Old  Man.  "  I  see  you  are  already  suflSciently 
astonished ;  but  your  surprise  will  be  still  greater, 
when  I  tell  you  it  is  my  dog.** 

The  old  man  was  in  the  right.  Melonion, 
on  hearing  these  w^ords,  stood  aghast.  He 
examined  the  stranger's  countenance,  and  his 
habit  by  turns ;  and,  unable  to  reconcile  such 
apparent  contradiction,  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the 
ground  in  perplexity  and  amazement.  The 
wildness  and  extravagance  of  such  a  proposal 
made  him  imagine,  that  either  his  visitor  was 
mad,  or  that  he  was  a  person  employed  by  his 
enemies,  to  turn  both  him  and  his  art  into -ridi- 
cule.    The  first  of  these  suppositions  was  how- 
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ever  contradicted  by  his  sensible  conversation 
at  his  first  coming  in ;  and  the  second  by  his 
serious  and  animated  tone.  It  was  not  till  after 
the  artist  had  bewildered  himself  for  some 
minutes  in  fruitless  conjectures,  that  he  so  far 
recovered  himself  as  to  be  able  to  speak. 

**  I  must  confess  to  you,  reverend  old  man, 
that  your  present  proposal  surprises  me  not  a 
little }  for  it  is  the  first  of  the  kind  which  I  have 
ever  received ;  permit  me  then  to  ask,  if  you 
are  jesting,  or  serious  ?" 

Old  Man.     "  Serious,  indeed.*' 

MeL  "  Have  you  deliberately  considered 
the  matter  ?" 

Old  Man.    *^  DeUberately.'' 

Mel.  "  And  what  it  will  cost  you  ?  ^wo  thou- 
sand byzantines." 

Old  Man.     "  That  also  I  have  thought  on.*' 

Mel.  "  And  if  I  were  prevailed  upon  to 
undertake  what  you  wish  for,  what  certainty 
could  you  give  me  that  I  should  not  labour  in 
vain. 

Old  Man.  *'  This  stone  should  be  your  se- 
curity." 

While  he  said  this,  he  drew  a  ring  from  his 
finger,  which,  exclusive  of  all  t^at  had  hitherto 
passed  between  them,  would  alone  have  been 
sufficient  to  strike  the  artist  with  astonishment. 

VOL.  IV.  o 
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It  could  not,  indeed,  now  be  called  a  ring,  with 
propriety,  as  it  was  only  the  socket  of  what  had 
formerly  been  one ;  in  which,  however,  there 
still  continued  some  remains  of  its  ancient 
splendour.  The  size  of  the  spaces,  which  were 
now  empty,  testified  sufficiently  of  what  value 
it  had  been ;  and  this  was  still  more  strongly 
confirmed  by  the  two  stones  which  were  now 
left.  The  artist,  who  was  no  stranger  to  the 
value  of  jewels,  estimated  one  of  them  at  about 
four  thousand  ducats,  and  the  other  about  half 
as  much. 

He  could  no  longer  restrain  his  curiosity  and 
astonishment. — ^^  Old  man  (said  he,  springing  up 
and  carefully  shutting  the  door),  old  man^  I  en- 
treat thee  to  tell  me  immediately  who  thou  art, 
and  what  is  thy  desire  V* 

*^  What  I  desire,  you  know  already ; — but  to 
discover  who  I  am,  requires  some  deliberation. 
—I  must  first  have  an  oath  of  inviolable  secresy.** 

Mel.  "  That  you  shall  have. — I  am  not, 
indeed,  much  accustomed  to  swearing,  unless 
upon  matters  of  the  highest  importance ;  and  I 
should  even  imagine,  that  my  unblemished 
reputation  would  of  itself  be  sufficient  to  pre- 
vent any  suspicion.*' 

Old  Man.  "  It  is  not  your  reputation,  how- 
ever unquestionable,  but  that  voice  of  integrity 
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with  which  you  appeal  to  it,  which  has  already 
persuaded  me  that  an  oath  is  unnecessary. — If 
you  have  an  apartment  where  we  can  be  more 
private,  and  less  exposed  to  the  danger  of  inter* 
ruption,  lead  me  to  it,  and  your  curiosity  shall 
be  satisfied." 

Melonion  immediately  complied  with  his  re* 
tjuest }  and,  after  they  were  seated,  the  stranger 
began  thus : 

•*  My  &ther  was  sovereign  of  the  greatest  part 
of  Indostan ;  I,  Melai,  was  his  eldest  son,  and, 
of  consequence,  the  peaceful  inheritor  of  his 
throne." 

The  artist  was  confounded,  and  started  from 
his  seat  to  testify  his  respect  for  a  visitor  so  illus* 
trious ;  but  the  old  man  took  him  by  the  hand, 
and,  with  a  friendly  smile,  obliged  him  to  resume 
it.  **  I  entreat  you  (said  he)  to  let  ceremony 
alone.  It  is  the  fate  of  princes  to  be  flattered 
in  prosperity ;  but  whei),  at  any  time,  by  th6 
vicissitude  of  human  af&irs,  they  are  reduced  to 
the  level  of  ordinary  mortals,  thousands  are 
ready  to  censure  and  despise  them ;  but  few, 
very  few,  either  to  comfort  or  to  pify.  Be  you 
but  one  of  these,  and  I  am  more  than  content* 
ed." — ^Then,  afler  pausing  a  few  moments,  the 
king  of  Indostan  proceeded  as  follows : — 

*•  My  father  was  a  prince  who  delighted  in 


36     '  THE  GLEANEB*  KO.  14T«> 

war.— 'His  neighbours  trembled  at  the  terror  of 
his  name ;  and  even  his  subjects  looked  up  to 
him  with  fear. — My  disposition  was  totally 
different ;  my  chief  wish,  even  from  my  youth, 
was  to  seciure  tranquillity,  and  the  affection  of 
my  people.  He  was  grown  old  amid  the  tumult 
of  war,  and  looked  upon  *  his  arms  with  as  much 
satisfaction,  as  the  bridegroom  contemplates 
his  nuptial  attire.  I,  on  the  contrary^  put 
them  oh  with  reluctance,  and  never  without 
offering  a  &rvent  supplication,  that  I  might 
soon  be  aUe  to  lay  them  aside  for  ever. 

A  few  minutes  before  the  death  of  my  fathetf 
he  called  me  for  the  last  time  to  his  bed-side; 
when,  taking  this  ring  from  his  finger,  and  put- 
ting it  upon  mine,  he  spoke  with  difficulty  the 
following  words : — ^  With  this  I  bequeath  to 
you  the  government  of  my  kingdom :  may  you 
never  be  in  danger  of  losing  it.  But  the  soft- 
ness of  your  temper,  and  your  aversion  to  war, 
embitters  with  anxiety  these  last  moments  of 
my  life.  I  see,  that  the  eminence  to  which 
you  will  soon  be  exalted,  is  a  station  you  was 
never  intended  to  fill ;  and  I  tremble  with  ap« 
prehension  for  what  may  be  the  consequence, 
ivhen  your  subjects  become  acquainted  with 
your  unmanly  disposition.  I  beseech  you,  at 
^9iatp  »  long  as  you  are  a  monarch,  n«v«r 
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to  let  that  ring  part  jfrom  your  finger.  A  time 
may  perhaps  come,  in  which  it  will  be  useful.' 
I  promised  it,  and  he  expired. 

"  Hie  beginning  of  my  government  was  em- 
ployed in  benefactions,  which  were  amply  re- 
quited with  acclamation  and  praise.  The  deity 
and  I  were  always  mentioned  together,  in  those 
flattering  panegyrics  which  I  daily  received; 
and  even  in  many  of  them,  I  was  impiously  pre- 
ferred. I  lightened  as  much  as  possible  the 
burdens  of  the  state ;  I  concluded  a  peace  with 
all  my  neighbours ;  and  can  say  with  truth,  that 
I  was  oflen  sleepless  mjrself,  in  order  that  my 
sulgects  might  rest  in  tranquillity. 

^  I  had  already  a  son  bom  to  me  in  the  lifb- 
time  of  my  father ;  but  his  mother  died  a  few 
minutes  afler  his  birth:  I  had  lamented  her 
sincerely,  and  biuied  her  magnificently ;  and 
the  whole  of  my  affection  now  centred  in  her 
child.  Although,  in  consequence  of  my  acces- 
sion to  the  throne,  I  became  the  sole  master  of 
innumerable  beauties,  the  possession  of  them 
occupied  but  very  little  of  my  attention ;  I  looked 
upon  my  kingdom,  and  upon  the  welfare  of  my 
people,  to  be  the  noblest  object  of  my  aflection 
and  care. 

**  But  love  had  quitted  me  only  for  a  season ; 
I  was  yet  in  possession,  at  my  fbrty-eighth  year. 
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of  all  my  health,  the  vigour  and  the  cheeiiuU 
ness  of  youth.-— At  this  period,  I  beheld  a  vkgin 
throw  herself  prostrate  upcm  the  steps  of  my 
throne ;  a  virgin  whose  equal  I  had  never  yet 
seen.  An  eye  of  more  sweetness,  a  shape  of 
more  elegance,  and  a  bosom  of  more  allurement^ 
it  was  impossible  to  conceive ;  and  when  she 
began  to  speak,  the  tones  of  her  voice  must  hav% 
prepossessed  in  her  &vour,  even  those  who  were 
ilgnorant  of  the  language  which  she  used.  Ix)ng 
before  the  cause  of  her  affliction  was  known, 
every  one  present  was  eager  to  redress  it ;  and 
had  her  suit  been  as  totally  inconsistent  with 
justice,  as  it  waa  in  reality  conformable  to  it, 
Iain  very  much  a£:aid  that  it  would  not  have 
been  denied. 

**  Her  complaint  was  against  an  avaricious 
uncle,  who  wanted  to  sell  her  to  a  superannuated 
wretch,  equally  deformed  both  in  body  and  in 
mind,  who  intended  that  she  should  serve  as  the 
slave  of  his  pleasures,  or  rather  as  a  provocative 
.  to  his  impotent  desires.  What  was  my  sentence, 
you  may  easily  suppose. 

^^  But  you  will  not,  I  imagine,  so  readily 
conjecture  with  what  uneasiness  and  melancholy 
I  was  seized,  when  she  was  about  to  retire  £rom 
my  presence.  The  feelings  of  a  youth  of  six- 
teen, when  deprived  of  the  object  of  his  first 
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love,  were  only  a  jest  in  comparison  of  mine. 
Had  I  not  been  restrained  by  the  dignity  of  my 
station,  I  would  have  willingly  run  after  her, 
and  discovered  my  passion,  by  throwing  my 
arms  about  her  delicate  neck,  and  printing  a 
thousand  kisses  upon  her  coral  lips. 

**  I  ardered  her,  however,  to  be  called  back. 
—She  turned  about,  and  it  was  like  the  appear- 
ance of  the  sun,  when,  in  tlie  midst  of  s<nne  day 
0f  darkness  and  of  gloom,  he  breaks  forth  in  his 
beauty,  and  the  clouds  fly  before  him. 

'^  ^  I  have  set  thee  at  liberty,  fair  Gulmanac 
(said  I) ;  and,  as  a  proof  of  thy  freedcmi,  it  is  now 
in  thy  option  to  give  to  thy  sovereign,  before 
all  this  assembly,  either  a  fiivourable  or  unfiu 
vourable  reply. — Could  you  condescend  to  ac- 
cept of  a  place  among  my  women  ?* 

*«  She  blushed. 

^  ^  My  monarch  commands  me.' 

^^  ^  But  what  if  he  is  not  inclined  to  com* 
mand  ?* 

^  ^  It  must  always  afibrd  the  highest  happi- 
ness to  his  slave,  to  be  able  to  gratify  the  least 
c£  his  wishes.* 

^^  IVom  that  moment  she  alone  was  the  mis- 
tress of  my  heart.  The  whole  women  of  my 
haram  were  immediately  dismissed;  for  I 
thought  it  was  injustice  to  deprive  others,  firom 
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a  vain  affectation  of  magnificence  and  parade, 
of  that  which  I  myself  could  no  longer  enjoj« 
Gulmanac's  power  over  me,  was  from  henoe- 
f6rth  as  unlimited,  as  that  which  I  exercised  over 
any  of  my  subjects, 

^^  A  man  was  soon  afterwards  iMrought  befcnre 
mey  accused  of  an  intention  to  murder  his  ne- 
phew ;  and  what  made  the  affair  peculiarly  re- 
markable, this  very  nephew  appeared  as  his  de« 
fender.  He  contradicted  the  accusers  widi. 
warmth  and  with  eagerness ;  related  the  .many 
good  offices  his  uncle  had  done  him ;  and  plead- 
ed his  cause  in  a  much  more  powerful  manner, 
than  it  was  possible  the  accused  person  could 
have  done  it  himself.  He  delivered  thk  defence 
with  such  eloquence  and  grace,  and  displayed, 
in  the  course  of  it,  so  much  knowledge  of  man- 
kind, and  such  an  uncommon  attachment  to 
humanity  and  virtue,  that  he  gained  at  once 
both  my  affection  and  esteem^  I  raised  him 
immediately  from  the  mediocrity  of  his  station ; 
gave  him  one  post  of  honour  af^er  another ; 
and  found  him  in  each  of  them  so  usefid  and 
incorruptible,  that  I  at  last  declared  him  my 
grand  Visier,  and  gave  him  Uie  name  of  Ebu 
Mahmud. 

^^  My  son,  in  the  mean  time,  grew  up.  He  was 
the  most  beautiful  youth  in  the  whole  kingdom, 
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and  bj  far  the  most  expert  in  every  manly 
accomplishment;  nor  did  his  soul  appear  tin- 
worthy  of  the  body  which  it  inhabited.  He  had 
already  distinguished  himself  in  two  successful 
expecBtions  against  some  of  my  neighbours  who 
had  taken  up  arms ;  and,  amid  all  the  fame  and 
triumph  which  attended  his  return,  he  forgot 
not  that  modesty  which  is  becoming  in  a 
youth,  nor  that  respect  and  obedience  which  is 
proper  for  a  son. 

"  Where  is  the  person,  who,  at  this  season, 
would  not  have  esteemed  me  the  happiest  of 
mortals;  and  not  only  concluded,  that  my 
happiness  was  complete,  but  even  considered  it 
as  beyond  the  reach  of  alteration. — A  wife  of 
such  beauty  and  worth ;  a  visier  of  such  expe- 
rience and  fidelity ;  and  both  of  them  the  more 
closely  attached  to  my  interest,  the  more  inti- 
mately I  knew,  and  the  higher  I  raised  them : 
A  successor,  who  appeared  rather  to  dread  than 
to  wish  for  my  death  ;  a  nation  which  adored 
me;  blest  with  peace  abroad,  and  prosperity 
at  home ;  and,  though  now  arrived  at  the  middle 
period  of  life,  still  enjoying  all  the  health  and 
vigour  of  youth.  To  all*  this  was  added  another 
blessing,  which  is  seldom  found  in  a  cottage, 
and  scarcely  ever  on  a  throne,  but  that  which 
of  aU  others  is  the  most  valuable ;  the  blessing 
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of  a  conscience  without  reproach.  How  en- 
viable was  then  my  situation ;  how  unneces- 
sary appeared  to  me  the  warning  of  my  fit- 
ther ;  and  how  superfluous  the  present  with 
which  it  was  accompanied !  But,  alas !  it  was 
not  long  afterwards,  before  I  discovered  the 
utility  of  both. 

Thb  Bbs,  Vol.  iiL  p.  52,  May  11, 1791. 
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I     ■  ■   IJB  some  **  dop  there**  are  found— 
AttaclinieDt  oerer  to  be  wcaa'd  or  chang'd 
By  any  change  of  fortane ;— — 
Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  BOTO  or  warp  |  and  gratitodo 

lasting  as  the  life. 

And  g]lst*ning  eren  in  the  dying  eye, 

Cowpm. 


**  In  spite  of  the  ardour  of  my  attachment  ta 
Gulmanac,  I  was  almost,  if  not  whoUy,  a  stranger 
to  jealousy,  that  iliry  with  which  love  is  so  fi:e« 
quently  attended.  She  was  not  only  the  mistress 
of  my  heart,  but  also  the  mistress  of  her  own 
freedom,  as  &r,  at  least,  as  the  customs  of  the 
country,  and  the  dignity  of  her  exalted  station, 
would  allow :  I  frequently  permitted  some  of 
my  courtiers  to  wait  upon  us  at  our  little  sup- 
pers, and  thus  gave  them  an  opportunity  of  see* 
ing  my  wife :  nay,  so  far  did  I  forget  the  pride 
of  a  sovereign,  that  I  more  than  once  suffered 
£bu  Mahmud  to  sit  beside  us,  and  to  share  in 
our  repast.  Fool  that  I  was  for  so  doing ;  did  I 
not  know  how  impossible  it  was  to  behold  Gul- 
manac and  not  to  love  her  ? 

"  I  have  never  discovered,  whether  Ebu  Mah- 
mud, out  of  some  remains  of  gratitude  and  fide- 
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lity,  might  not,  at  first,  have  endeavoured  to 
stifle  those  passions  which  soon  after  took  pos- 
session of  his  soul.  But  I  discovered,  alas, 
too  soon,  that  a  rival  is  formidable  even  to  a 
prince.  My  visier,  who  saw  no  hopes,  during 
my  reign,  of  being  able  to  pilfer  the  fairest  jewel 
of  my  crown,  began  therefore  to  meditate  the 
treacherous  design  of  raising  himself  to  the 
throne  of  Indostan.  Perhaps  he  saw  somewhat 
in  the  eyes  of  Gulmanac,  which  intimated  too 
plainly,  that  she  would  not  be  averse  to  ex- 
change a  husband  of  my  years  for  one  who  wa» 
still  in  the  bloom  of  youth;  or,  perhaps,  he  was 
too  well  acquainted  with  the  female  diqK)siti(Ni, 
not  to  be  sensible,  that  their  inclinations  follow, 
for  the  most  part,  the  favourites  of  fortune. 

"  The  whole  of  his  abilities  were  now  exerted 
to  secure  to  himself  the  affections  of  the  people ; 
and  his  attempt  succeeded  but  too  weU;  for, 
when  I  told  you  just  now  that  I  was  adored  by, 
my  subjects,  I  spoke  only  of  the  greater  part  of 
them.  The  vain  expectation  of  being  univer- 
sally beloved,  which,  in  any  situation,  is  suffici- 
ently ridiculous,  would  be  the  height  of  absurdity 
in  that  of  a  monarch.  The  party,  which  in  my 
case  were  the  most  discontented,  consisted 
chiefly  of  the  military  profession,  which,  al- 
though the  least  in  number,  was  the  most  for« 
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midable  in  power.  My  peaceful  government 
gave  them  no  opportunity  of  enriching  their  ra- 
pacity with  the  spoils  of  war,  which  they  had  so 
frequently  done  under  the  reign  of  my  tsth^r  y 
and  they  beheld  with  an  indignation  which  they 
could  not  conceal,  that  it  was  possible  to  pro- 
tect by  political  wisdom,  what  they  ima^^ned 
could  be  defended  only  by  the  sword.  My 
treacherous  visier,  perceiving  their  discontent, 
persuaded  them  secretly  to  petition  for  war, 
and  to  demand  at  the  same  time  an  addition  to 
their  pay.  Both  of  these  requests,  by  his  ad- 
vice, I  refused ;  but  scarcely  had  I  uttered  the 
unfortunate  denial,  when  he  stood  forth  at  their 
head  in  his  native  colours,  and  spoke  to  his  so- 
vereign in  the  tone  of  a  rebel. 

**  I  was  now  forced  by  necessity,  however  re- 
luctant, to  try  the  most  dreadful  of  all  expedients, 
the  uncertain  issue  of  a  civil  war.  Those  of  my 
subjects  who  remained  faithful, assembled  around 
me  in  a  numerous  body,  the  command  of  which 
I  entrusted  to  my  son.  Twice  was  he  victori- 
ous; but  in  the  third  engagement  he  fell. 
When  his  body  was  brought  to  me,  I  threw  my- 
self upon  it,  and  indulged  in  all  the  extrava^ 
gance  of  grief,  till  one  of  his  slaves,  who  wag^ 
the  most  in  his  confidence,  endeavoured  to  com- 
fort me  by  discovering  a  circumstance,  which 
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added  new  horror  to  my  unhappy  situation. 
He  brought  me  some  papers  which  shewed  but 
too  clearly,  that  Ebu  Mahmud  had  alienated  the 
aflfections  of  my  son,  by  representing  the  dan« 
gers  to  which  he  was  exposed  from  the  influ- 
ence  of  Gulmanac  over  his  &ther,  and  that  no^ 
thing  but  their  disagreement  about  the  partis 
tion  of  the  provinces  had  hitherto  prevented  his 
open  revolt.  He  had  been  compelled  by  his  own 
troops  to  this  last  engagement,  and  had  fallen 
by  the  ignorance  of  one  of  the  enemies,  in  spite 
of  the  caution  of  his  treacherous  accomplice, 
who  had  expressly  forbidden  his  life  to  be  taken. 

**  If  the  perfidy  of  my  fiivourite  had  wounded 
me  deeply,  what  must  I  have  suffered  from  the 
£ite  of  my  son,  and  from  the  reflection  that  his 
&te  was  no  more  than  he  deserved.  I  now  at 
last  took  up  arms  myself  My  people  appeared 
transported  to  see  me  at  their  head.  My  forces 
were  far  superior  to  those  of  the  rebels,  and  the 
next  engagement  promised  to  be  decisive. 

•*  As  I  was  inflamed  with  rage,  and  Ebu 
Mahmud  with  love,  our  armies  were  not  long 
in  being  brought  to  action.  The  right  wing, 
which  I  led,  was  already  victorious,  and  the  lefl 
was  commanded  by  Mir  Narkuli,  an  officer  il- 
lustrious for  his  military  achievements,  whom  my 
father  had  once  reluctantly  sentenced  to  deaths 
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and  who  had  obtained  his  pardon  at  my  Inter- 
cession.  Whom  could  I  have  trusted  with  more 
confidence^  than  a  man  who  was  indebted  to  me 
for  his  life ;  and  yet  he  betrayed  me.  In  tte 
heat  of  the  engagement,  he  went  over  to  the 
enemy,  accompanied  by  the  greatest  part  of  hit 
troops.  The  rest  of  that  division  naturally  fled ; 
my  victorious  band  fell  into  disorder,  and  I  was 
thrown,  in  the  space  of  a  few  minutes,  from 
power  and  greatness,  down  to, misery  and  flight. 
^^  I  flew  in  distraction  to  the  tent  of  Gulma* 
nac,  and  entreated  her  to  set  herself  upon  the 
swiftest  of  my  horses,  and  follow  me  immediately 
to  the  next  fortress.  ^  I  know  (said  I)  that  cap- 
tivity and  death  must  be  our  fate;  but  let  us,  at 
least,  die  as  we  have  lived/  The  traitress  ad* 
vised  me  to  submit  to  the  conqueror,  promised, 
herself,  to  supplicate  his  mercy;  promised,-— « 
but  why  should  I  repeat  what  she  promised  ?  it 
is  enough  that  I  clearly  saw  her  infidelity.  And 
now  my  rage  could  no  longer  be  restrained.  I 
drew  forth  my  dagger,  and  would  have  pierced 
her  to  the  heart ;  but  her  shrieks  brought  some 
of  my  officers  to  her  assistance,  and  1  saw,  for 
the  first  time,  that  I  was  no  longer  the  monarch, 
befi^re  whom  all  was  obedience  and  submission. 
Me  who  the  day  before  had  incurred  my  dis- 
pleasure, and  against  whom  I  had  raised  my  arm, 
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would  have  received  his  fate  from  ten  daggers 
at  once ;  but  now  my  hand  was  seized,  and  the 
weapon  was  forced  from  it,  while  the  in&- 
mous  woman  escaped  with  impunity.  All  was 
concealed  under  the  mask  of  persuasion ;  every 
thing  wore  as  yet  the  appearance  of  subjection ; 
but  I  saw  too  clearly  through  the  thin  disguise, 
and  confided  no  longer  in  any  one  around  me. 
^^  Messenger  after  messenger  arrived  to  inform 
me  of  the  complete  flight  of  my  army,  and  of 
£bu  Mahmud's  approach.  I  threw  myself  im- 
mediately upon  the  swiftest  of  my  horses,  and 
commanded  those  who  still  loved  me  to  follow. 
Out  of  a  hundred  thousand,  scarcely  fifty 
obeyed.  The  fortress  into  which  I  intended  to 
throw  myself  was  distant  more  than  a  days 
journey;  a  forest  lay  between,  and  night  was 
approaching.  We  rode  as  if  death  had  pursued 
us :  we  reached  the  forest,  and  it  was  now  mid- 
night >  our  horses  failed  us^  and  we  were  obliged 
to  stop.  I  now  reckoned  the  number  of  my 
companions,  and  the  fifty  had  dwindled  into  t^n. 
The  others  had  either  been  kept  back  by  &- 
tigue,  or  had  .altered  their  minds,  and  thought 
it  better  to  return.  I  smiled  severely,  but  said 
not  a  word ;  I  threw  myself  on  the  grass,  and 
my  attendants  around  me :  my  bosom  was  filled 
with   rage    and    vexation,    with  resentment. 
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jealousy  and  hatred  of  life.  But  fatigue  was 
stronger  than  all  my  passions;  and  I  had  not 
lain  long  till  I  fell  asleep.  When  I  awaked  af- 
ter a  lew  hours,  by  the  glimmering  of  the  moon 
I  perceived  that  I  was  alone ;  how  ray  attend- 
ants stole  away  I  know  not  \  at  a  little  distance 
grazed  my  horse,  and  at  my  feet  lay  my  dog. 

*•  It  is  now  too  long  since  I  have  entertained 
you  with  nothing  but  the  baseness  and  treachery 
of  unworthy  creatures;  I  rejoice  that  it  is 
now  at  last  in  my  power  to  mention  one  of  a 
different  kind ;  but  in  order  that  you  may  bet- 
ter understand  what  follows,  I  must  first  give 
you  the  history  of  my  dog4 

*^  CMT  all  the  different  sorts  of  hunting  I  had 
hitherto  encouraged  only  that  of  the  tiger,  he^ 
cause  I  esteemed  it  the  most  useful  to  my  sub- 
jects. I  observed  in  one  of  these  expeditions;, 
&  very  young,  but  valiant  dog,  who  was  torn, 
and  lying  in  his  own  blood,  and  I  slew  the  ti- 
ger at  the  very  moment  in  which  he  was  about 
to  finish  his  foe.  The  poor  animal  howled  in 
my  face ;  I  ordered  him  immediately  to  be  taken 
up )  and  as  I  was  idways  accustomed,  on  such 
occasions,  to  carry  about  with  m^  an  admirable 
balsam,  I  poured  a  few  drops  of  it  into  the 
wounds  of  thi^  dog:   the  alleviation  of  pain 
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"Which  followed  in  consequence^  made  him 
change  his  howl  into  a  gentle  whimper,  during 
which  he  gratefully  licked  my  hand. 

^^  I  repeated  my  orders  that  he  should  be  parti- 
cularly taken  care  of:  the  dog,  accordingly,  re- 
covered ;  and  as  I  had  often  inquired  after  hinii 
they  brought  him  to  me  as  socm  as  he  was  heal* 
ed.  He  knew  me  immediately ;  and  as  if  he 
had  been  sensible  that  I  alone  was  the  preserver 
of  his  life,  he  fawned  upon  me  with  so  much  af* 
fecticHi,  that  ftom  that  moment  he  became  my 
&vourite.  It  would,  indeed,  have  been  next  to 
impossiUe  to  take  him  again  from  me  while  ht 
was  alive,  so  great  was  the  zeal  and  attachment 
which  he  shewed  for  me.  By  day  he  was  my 
companion,  and  at  night  my  guard.  He  had 
followed  me  every  where  both  to  the  battle  and 
in  my  flight;  and  him  I  found  still  beside  me, 
when  all  the  world  had  betrayed  and  forsaken  me. 

'*  Whatever  you  may  think  of  it,  I  blush  not 
to  acknowledge,  that  he  who  was  formerly  the 
monarch  of  Indostan,  now  kissed  and  embraced 
his  only  faithful  friend  with  more  real  afiectioo, 
than  be  could  possibly  have  done  to  him  who 
should  have  restored  him  to  his  kingdom  and 
his  throne.  I  then  sprung  to  my  horse,  and 
puiisued  my  flight }  but  it  wm  no  longer  direct- 


ed  to  the  fortress,  the  gates  of  which  would  have 
been  shut  agaiii&t  me. 

^^  It  may  perhaps  appear  incredible,  that  a  sin^ 
j^e  fiigitiye  should  be  able  to  escape,  unknown 
and  undiscovered,  in  the  midst  of  a  land  fiill  of 
commotion  and  disqmet*  But  I  had  chosai, 
when:  I  £rst  determined  upon  fl%ht,  an  attire  and 
a  turban  of  the  meanest  appearance ;  my  horse, 
though  deficient  neither  in  strength  nor  swifts 
tiess,  was  &r  from  being  remarkable  for  the 
beauty  of  his  form ;  and,  above  all,  I  was  pro* 
tected  by  Him,  whose  power,  wherever  it  is  in* 
dined  to  save,  can  strike  with  blindness  the  hos- 
tile eye,  and  wither  into  weakness  the  hostile 
arm* 

**  My  intention  was  to  escape  into  Persia ; 
stnd  I  was  now  about  twenty  miles  £rom  the 
borders,  when  I  reached  at  night^fall  a  fkrm- 
faouse,  and  begged  for  lodging,  which  was  im- 
mediately granted.  I  sat  down  to  table  and 
pretended  to  eat ;  but  there  entered  soon  after 
a  young  soldier  who  was  just  returned  home 
from  the  army,  and,  as  I  learned  soon  after, 
was  the  son  of  my  host.  He  was  naturally  re- 
ceived with  the  highest  exultation,  and  asked 
immediately  how  every  thing  went,  how  he  had 
-fiuned,  wad  what  party  he  had  taken ;  what  the 
.»ew  monarch  was  doing,  and  what  was  become 
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of  his  unhaj^y  predecessor.  These  and  a  tiiou* 
sand  other  questions,  crowded  upon  him  before 
he  had  time  to  reply.  He  was  one  of  those 
who,  in  the  midst  of  the  battle,  had  gone  over 
to  Ebu  Mahmud ;  he  extolled  to  the  utmost  tkt 
clemency  of  the  conqueror,  and  said  that  a  pio« 
vince  would  be  the  reward  of  my  head*  I  vrai 
sitting  by  chance  in  such  a  situation,  that  h« 
could  not,  at  first,  get  a  view  of  my  face ;  of  this 
he  appeared  to  be  very  desirous ;  and  after  he 
had  succeeded,  he  and  his  father  whis^red  to^ 
gether  for  some  minutes. 

^^  I  heard  indeed  but  a  few  words ;  but  of  these 
few  *  suspicious'  was  one ;  and  soon  afler  he 
went  away.  This,  you  may  suppose,  was  suffi- 
cient  to  alarm  me.  I  pretended  to  be  dro¥^, 
and  seized  on  some  pretext  to  get  out  once  more 
before  I  went  to  bed.  I  hastened  into  the  gar* 
den,  which  was  behind  the  house,  where  I 
found  my  horse  fastened  to  a  tree.  I  loosed 
him  immediately,  set  myself  upon  him,  jumped 
in  a  moment  over  the  little  hedge,  and  sprung 
forward  with  the  swiftness  of  an  arrow. 

**  I  had  scarcely  proceeded  a  hundred  stepi^ 
when  I  heard  somebody  calling  me  back ;  and 
after  I  had  run  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour^  I 
saw  behind  me,  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  aome^ 
thing  at  a  distance  which  appeared  to  me  it 
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motion.  I  could  no  longer  doubt  that  I  waa 
fKU^ued;  but  I  trusted  to  my  horsey  and  I  was 
9M  deceived^  for  I  soon  after  lost  &i^t  of  my 
pursuers.  I  rode,  or  rather  flew,  the  whole  night, 
avoiding  always  the  public  ways:  but  I  sooa 
discovered  that  I  had  avoided  them  too  much ; 
£[>r  I  found  myself  at  the  return  of  day-light, 
ia' the  midst  of  an  extensive  field  of  sand.  I 
was  concerned  for  my  horse,  but  still  more  so 
for  my  life ;  and  dierefore  continued  to  spur  him 
fiNTward  till  about  noon,  when  the  heat  was  most 
powerful ;  he  sunk  down  exhausted  with  weari* 
Bess  and  hunger,  without  a  possibility  of  rising 
again. 

^  ^  Hiou,  too  (I  exclaimed),  hast  forsidcen 
me  (while  I  untied  the  girt  and  the  reins  of  the 
bridle) :  poor  creature,  at  least  thy  inclinations 
did  not  fiul  sooaer  than  thy  strength:  Oh!  that 
the  infamous  wretches  who  surrounded  me, 
liad  lidfilled  their  duty  but  half  so  well/  I  quit<^ 
ted  him  ydth  tears ;  and  if  it  could  have  helped 
jhim,  I  willingly  would  have  parted  with  one  of 
my  arms.  For  myself,  there  was  now  no  where 
^ther  hope  or  consolation. 

^^  I  now  continued  my  flight  on  foot;  but  was 
/con9trainied  by  the  craving  call  o£  necessity  to 
stop  at  the  next  village  that  I  saw,  Herie  I  pur* 
iriiased  jM)me  provisions,  gave  myself  put  for  a 
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merchant  who  had  been  pilli^ed  by  robbers,  an4 
inquired  which  was  the  road  to  Persia.  The 
answer  was,  that  there  were  two  ways;  one  of 
them  public  and  well-fbequented,  the  other 
much  nearer,  but  lonesome  »nd  dangerous,  be* 
f^ause  it  was  easy  to  w^der  into  the  deserts, 
^  small  part  of  which  I  had  already  goQe  over« 
I  chose,  as  you  may  imagine,  the  latter  way,  and 
found  myself  at  the  close  of  the  third  day,  in  the 
yery  situation  of  which  I  had  been  warned. 

^^  Sufficiently  dreadful  must  be  the  condition 
of  any  man  in  a  desert,  fiir  from  human  habi, 
tation ;  without  a  guide,  and  without  provisions; 
without  knowledge, and  without  hope;  what  then 
must  be  that  of  a  prince,  brought  up  with  deli- 
cacy, apd  softened  by  good  fortune,  accustomed 
never  to  think  of  misery,  and  never  accustomed 
to  hear  of  want  ?  I  continued,  however,  my  tire« 
Mime  journey  for  the  space  of  a  day  aqd  a  nig^t 
longer.  Then,  indeed,  my  strength  was  at  an 
end;  but  the  end  of  the  desert  was  &r  distant, 
.  ^^  The  sun  was  now  setting ;  his  retreat  was 
accompanied  l^  no  music  of  the  birds,  for  no- 
thing near  me  was  alive  but  my  dog.  It  was 
followed  by  the  falling  of  no  dew,  for  all  aroimd 
me  was  burning  sand.  I  threw  mysdf  in  de- 
spair upon  one  of  the  hillocks :  ^  Here  will  I  lie, 
for  why  should  I  go  fiuther  ?  Here  will  I  slum^^ 
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bcr  the  sleep  eternal.*  My  dog  now  crawled 
toward  me,  looked  in  my  face,  and  begaii  to 
whimper.  He  had  eat  nothing  since  the  day 
before,  when  I  had  faithfully  shared  with  him 
the  last  of  my  provision.  I  now  hung  over  him 
and  wept,  stroking  him  tenderly,  and  crying 
out,  *  How  willingly  would  I  feed  thee,  had  I 
but  only  a  morsel  to  myself.'  As  if  he  had 
understood  the  words  which  I  uttered,  as  if  he 
could  interpret  the  tear  in  my  eye,  he  looked  at 
me  steadily,  licked  me  once  more,  then  suddenly 
sprung  up,  and  disappeared. 

*^  It  may,  perhaps,  seem  incredible,  that  of  all 
the  trials  which  I  suffered  either  before  or  since^ 
this  was  one  which  affected  me  most  deeply;  this 
waff  the  only  one  which  totally  overwhelmed  me. 
^  He,  too,  at  last !'  I  exdaimed  in  an  agony ; 
my  feelings  overpowered  me,  and  I  sunk  under 
them,  and  lost  at  once  both  sensibility  and 
speech.  How  long  I  lay  in  this  situation,  is  not 
possible  precisely  to  say.  It  must,  however, 
have  continued  for  some  hours ;  for  day-light 
was  again  beginning  to  ^>pear,  when  a  whimper- 
ing, a  tugging,  and  a  scratching  awakened  me. 
I  opened,  with  difficulty,  my  heavy  eyes,  and 
beheld  again  my  returned  friend.  His  mouth 
was  bloody,  and  at  my  feet  lay  an  animal  of 
a  species  with  which  I  was   entirely   imac* 
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^uainted :  which,  however,  a  good  deal  resem- 
bled a  coney.  When  he  saw  me  awake,  he 
whimpered  softly  once  more,  and  taking  it  up, 
laid  it  in  my  bosom.  I  shall  not  here  say  a 
word  of  my  feelings ;  I  speak  at  present  to  a 
inan,  whose  eye  testifies  sufficiently  how  his 
heart  is  afibcted. 

^^  This  which  he  offered  me  was  no  royal  ban- 
quet ;  but  none  of  those  which  I  had  formerly 
tasted  amid  all  the  pomp  and  splendour  of  luxury, 
ilppeared  to  me  so  excefient,  or  refreshed  me  so 
much,  as  this  small  morsel  of  raw  flesh.  I  eon« 
tinued  my  pilgrimage;  and  in  the  afternoon 
fbimd  myself  on  a  road  which  was  somewhat 
frequented ;  at  the  end  of  the  day  I  was  on 
Persian  ground,  and  early  next  morning  entered 
a  small  town,  where  a  hospitable  old  man  gave 
me  entertainment  The  money  which  I  had 
would  have  only  been  sufficient  to  bear  my  ex* 
penses  for  two  days ;  I  therefore  embraced  the 
firnt  opportunity  to  retire  into  the  remotest  cor* 
ner  of  the  house,  and  there,  although  not  witlu 
out  reluctance  and  regret,  broke  the  least  of 
ihe  jewels  from  my  frtther's  ring.  The  price 
which  I  received  for  it,  carried  ine  to  Ispahan, 
I  travelled  thither  in  company  with  a  caravan, 
or  rather  indeed  under  their  protection ;  for 
mck  was   my  nielancholy,  that,  during  the 
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whole  journey,  I  scarcely  uttered  a  hunidred 
vords,  answered  only  in  monosyllables,  and 
never  asked  a  question  myself. 

^^  When,  at  last,  we  reached  Ispahan,  we  found 
the  streets  crowded  and  full  of  confusion ;  my 
(xmipanions  inquired  into  the  cause  of  the  tu- 
mult ;  but  before  they  had  time  to  be  informed 
of  the.  matter,  I  saw  it  too  clearly;  with  my  own 
eyes  I  saw  it,  and  had  occasion  for  all  my  reso* 
lution,  to  prevent  the  emotion  I  f^t  from  be<» 
traying  me.  The  cause  of  the  tumult  was  no* 
thing  more  than  the  entrance  of  the  ambassador 
of  the  usurper  of  my  throve.  He  rode  on  the 
elephant  which  I  had  been  accustomed  to  use, 
and  he  himself  had  been  one  of  my  favourites. 
How  oflen  had  he  sworn  to  me  inviolable  fide- 
lity ;  and  now  he  came  to  solicit  my  death* 

^  What  I  suspected  came  to  pass.  Contrary 
to  the  common  policy  of  princes,  I  had  formerly 
supported  the  king  of  Persia,  when  in  imminent 
danger  of  being  driven  from  his  throne.  This, 
however,  was  now  forgotten,  and  the  demands 
of  the  conqueror  readily  complied  with.  It  was 
intimated  immediately  by  public  proclamation, 
that  »n  immense  sum  of  money  would  be  theprice 
of  my  "head ;  and  a  description  of  my  person 
was  added,  so  particular,  that  every  oi^e  must 
iiave  jl^nown  me  at  first  sight,  provided  my  ap. 
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pearance  had  continued  the  same.  But,  how^ 
ever  exactly  my  picture  had  been  drawn,  there 
was  one  circumstance,  of  no  smaU  importance, 
which  luckily  was  not,nor  could  not,be  attended 
to ;  the  alteration  which,  in  this  interval,  my 
misfortunes  had  occasioned.  Tlie  man,  whoso 
necessities  had  reduced  him  so  low,  that  he  was 
supported  only  by  his  faithful  dog,  could  re* 
semble  but  little  the  vanquished  monarch.  I 
remained,  therefore^  at  Ispahan  a  whole  month  in 
security,  and  from  thence  continued  my  journey 
9t  leisure,  until  at  last  I  reached  Constantinc^le. 
Here  I  purchased  a  solitary  mansion,  and  have 
pow  lived  for  sixteen  years,  far  from  the  danger* 
ous  society  of  men.  My  parsimonious  way  oi 
living  required  but  little,  and  that  Httle  my  ring 
has  supplied.  I  h^ve  never  demeaned  myself 
by  asking  assistance,  nor  have  I  ever  regretted 
the  loss  of  my  crown.  I  never  complained  of 
my  present  situation,  nor  did  I  ever  again 
^hed  a  single  tear,  till  yesterday,  that  my  com* 
panion,  my  friend,  and  my  preserver,  my  &ith* 
/ul  Murckim,  at  last  forsook  me.  I  was  robbed 
of  him  by  age ;  and  such  was  his  afiection,  that 
even  to  the  last  he  licked  my  hand,  and  it  seemed 
aa  if  he. expired  with  .reluctance,  <mly  because 
he  was  parted  from  me.  • 
.    ^^  My  history  now  approaches  to  a  close ;.  out 


of  eleven  stones  which  were  once  in  my  ring, 
two  of  the  most  valuable  yet  remain.  For  the 
lew  days  which  I  have  now  to  live,  the  least  of 
these  two  will  be  more  than  sufficient.^  Tdce 
then  the  other ;  and  let  your  chisel  be  employ^ 
ed  in  commemorating  the  virtues  of  a  £uthfid 
creature,  who,  though  only  a  dog,  you  wiU 
6urely  acknowledge  to  be  more  worthy  of  that 
honour  than  miiny  conquerors  and  heroes/' 

During  this  relation,  which  the  tone  ^f  the 
speaker  made  much  more  interesting  than  it  caa 
be  rendered  to  a  reader,  the  eyes  of  the  artist 
melting  into  tears,  more  than  once  testified 
what  were  his  emotions.  When  Melai  had  now 
finished,  Melonion  began,— r<^  Oh  monarch  I** 

MelaL  ^'  Monarch  no  more ;  I  am  only  an 
old  man." 

Melonion*  **  Noble,  generous,  godlike  old 
man,  how  deeply  has  thy  fate  a&cted  me  ;  with 
what  warmth  and  sincerity  do  I  thank  you,  for 
resolving  to  intrust  to  my  slend^  abilities,  a 
task,  which,  at  first  indeed,appearedtobe  degrade 
ing,  but  which  I  now  consider  as  of  more  dignity, 
than  that  of  commemorating  many  princes! 
Two  requests  you  must,  however,  grant  me/* 

Melai  (smiling).  *<  Two  for  one :  well,  what 
are  they  ?*  ■ 

Metamon^    "  Keep  your  jewel.    Fortune  has 
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already  sufficiently  enriched  me;  and  I  am 
easily  afhrd  to  spend  some  of  my  time,  in  ifrork* 
ing  entirely  for  my  own  satis&ction.  Hiis  was 
my  first  request^  and  here  is  my  second ;  how* 
ever  well  grounded  may  be  your  hatred  of  man-c 
kind,  carry  it  not,  I  beseech  you,  so  fiur,  as  to 
disbelieve  entirely  in  human  virtue.  What^ 
instinct,  without  the  assistance  of  reason,  so 
frequently  produces  among  the  inferiiMr  animals, 
reflection  and  feeling,  however  seldom,  will 
Mirely  sometimes  effect  'among  ourselves.  I 
have,  indeed,  no  crown  to  ofifer  you,  as  an  aJbone* 
ment  for  the  one  which  you  have  lost ;  but  the 
last  and  severest  of  all  your  losses,  the  loss  of  a 
friend^  I  may  be  able  to  supply/' 

Melai.    "You?'' 

Melonion.  "  Yes ;  abandon  your  solitude, 
and  trust  yourself  to  me.  In  my  house  you 
shall  always  be  master ;  nay  more,  you  shall  be 
my  £ither  and  my  king ;  and  then  you  can  be* 
hold  with  your  own  eyes,  the  gradual  progress 
of  that  monument,  from  which  your  fiivourite  is 
to  receive  immortality." 

The  source  from  which  this  history  was  drawn 
begins  here,  unfortunately,  to  fail.  It  is  only 
added  in  a  few  words,  that  the  old  man,  after 
many  denials,  at  last  resolved  to  pass  his  life  with 
Melonion ;  that  he  never  had  any  reason  to  re« 


p^it  his  resolution ;  and  that  a  beautiful  monu* 
ment  of  the  finest  alabaster,  was  erected  ta  the 
memory  of  his  faithful  dog.  To  most  of  those, 
however,  by  whom  it  was  beheld,  the  meaning 
and  intention  of  it  must  have  been  totally  a 
secret ;  although,  after  the  death  of  the  vene- 
rable monarch,  we  may  suppose  that  this  history 
would  no  longer  be  concealed. 

It  is  more  than  probable,  that  this  monument 
was  remaining  at  the  time  that  Constantinople 
was  taken  by  the  Turks.  What  might  after* 
wards  become  of  it  I  know  not,  although  I  would 
not  absolutely  discourage  my  readers  &om 
hoping,  that  so  precious  a  specimen  of  sculpture 
may  still  exist  in  some  neglected  comer,  where 
aome  future  traveller  may  perhaps  light  upon  it, 
and  restwe  it  to  the  curiosity  of  the  admirers  of 
art,  and  to  the  tears  and  enthusiasm  of  the  lovers 
of  virtue. 

Thk  Bbb,  rol  fii.  p«  69^  May  18, 179L 
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-  No.  CXLIX. 

Qadm  Pan^ 
Miea  fcniferi  capitis  Taliomiaa  qutsam^ 
Unco  «epc  labro  calsmoe  percurrit  hiaDteis, 
Fistnla  hjlrcstrtm  ne  ccsset  poodere  musaiD. 

Led  on  by  Pant  witli  pine-leave  gariand  crown'd. 
And  8eTen-mouth*d  reed  liis  laboarii^  lip  l>eneatby 
Walling  tbe  Woodland  Mnse  with  ceaselen  song. 

Goon. 


If  tlie  diflSculty  of  an  art  is  to  be  estimftted  by 
the  many  attempts  that  have  been  unsuccess^ 
fiiily  made  to  succeed  in  it,  then  we  should  be 
induced  to  conclude,  that  a  talent  for  pastoni 
poetry  is  one  of  the  rarest  endowments  ^ccvb!^ 
furred  upon  man^  Among  a  few  hundreds!  who 
have  attempted  epic  poetry,  a  Homer  and  <an 
Ossian,  and  in  the  drama,  an  Euripides,  a  So- 
phocles, and  a  Shakspeai^  will  be  admired 
while  the  languages  in  which  they  wrote  are 
known ;  but  among  the  myriads  who  have  at** 
tempted  to  wTite  pastorals,  if  Theocritus  alone 
be  excepted  (and  it  is  even  doubtful  how  far. 
he  will  be  allowed  to  be  a  fair  exception),  there 
is  not,  perhaps,  another  name  that  can  be  held 
up  to  the  world  as  a  model  to  be  admired  in 
this  species  of  composition. 
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Yet  nothing  seems  to  be  more  natural  to 
mail,  than  a  taste  for  pastoral  poetry.  In  every 
nation,  where  letters  are  known,  poems  of  this 
sort  abound,  and  they  are  read  with  avidity  by 
the  natives ;  they  are  read  with  avidity,  but 
they  are  sdon  forgotten.  Like  leaves  of  treecr^ 
a  new  crop  is  annually  produced,  which  are  ad- 
mired for  the  day,  but  quickly  fade,  and  are 
•wept  into  the  devouring  gulf  of  oblivion. 
Whence,  it  is  natural  to  ask,  proceeds  this  fluc« 
tuation  of  taste  ?  and  how  does  it  happen,  that 
it  should  be  sa  difficult  to  satisfy  a  desire  that 
is  so  universal,  and  an  appetite  which  is  so 
keen,  that  it  must  have  food  of  one  sort  or 
other?  To  answer  this  question  may  lead  to 
interesting  discussions. 

Nature  seems  to  be  the  same  in  all  ages.  Tht 
lame  passions  and  ruling  afiections  that  actuated 
the  human  mind  from  the  earliest  period  of 
man's  existence,  continue  to  affect  it  at  the 
present  hour :  an  exact  delineation,  therefore, 
of  those  objects  that  are  fitted  to  aiiect  these 
passions  at  one  time,  should,  it  would  seem,  be 
capable  of  affecting  them  at  every  other  time : 
but  poetic  descriptions  do  not  produce  these 
eflfects ;  hence  we  ate  led  to  conclude,  that  the 
error  must  lie  in  the  poets  departing  fi-om  na- 
ttfre  ia  their  descriptions,  and  in  nothing  else. 
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But  how  should  it  happen  that  poets  should 
so  univei^sally  depart  from  nature,  as  we  find 
they  do,  since  it  is  admitted,  that  the  human 
mind  is  still,  in  real  life,  as  powerfully  affected 
by  thosd  incidents  that  tend  to  rouse  the  pas« 
sions,  and  awaken  the  sympathetic  affectionsF^ 
as  at  any  former  period  ?  The  answer  to  this 
question,  respecting  our  own  times  at  least,  is 
not  difficult  to  be  given.  Virgil,  who  wrote 
pastorals  in  a  quaint  and  unnatural  manner, 
though  in  smooth  and  beautiful  versification^ 
is  put  into  the  hands  of  every  boy  at  school, 
before  the  passions  have  acquired  force,  or  the 
finer  feelings  of  the  mind  have  been  fidly^  ex- 
panded. His  unnatural  flights  are  not  then 
perceived. — The  beauty  of  the  verses  are  faaci- 
nating.-<— The  taste  for  this  kind  of  composition 
thns  becomes  corrupted  at  its  source,  and  a 
fondness  for  unnatural  conceits  and  disgusting 
affectation  in  this  species  of  poetry,  ever  afler? 
wards  are  necessary  consequences.  That  this 
is  the  real  source  of  modern  degeneracy,  needs 
little  proof.  Pope  is  a  professed  imitator  of 
Virgil,  with  additional  defects;  and  Pope's 
writings  are  among  the  first  of  our  English 
poems  that  are  put  into  the  hands  of  boys;  and» 
as  this  writer  is  generally  praised,  whatsoever  is 
found  in  his  compositions,  is  deemed,  by  in- 
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.experienced  readers,  worthy  of  admiration. 
ITius  are  we  trfught  to  study  these  authors,  and 
tiieir  numerous  inlitators,  instead  of  consulting 
the  book  of  nature,  which  lies  open  before  our 
eyes,  but  unobserved; — and  the  only  aim  of 
these  imitators,  is  to  devise  some  novel  conceit 
of  their  own,  to  discriminate,  in  some  measure, 
their  own  writings,  from  those  that  belong  to 
others.  Is  it  surprising,  that  while  this  plan  of 
study  is  adhered  to,  men  should  continue  to 
write  aflfected  verses,  where  the  language  of 
nature  alone  can  ever  be  deemed  excellent ;  or 
that  those  beauties,  whose  excellence  consists 
alone  in  their  novelty,  should  quiclcly  fall  into 
oblivion? 

If  these  observations  be  just,  we  ought  U> 
expect  that  pastoral  poetry,  in  the  pure  Ian* 
guage  of  nature  and  simplicity,  can  only  be 
expected  to  be  found  among  those  unlettered 
bards,  whom  nature,  without  instruction,  some- 
times produces  in  every  region  of  the  globe.  To 
^ch  persons  the  only  interesting  objects  are 
those  that  a£Pect  the  heart ;  and  the  only  inci*^ 
dents  that  can  serve  for  embellishment,  are  the 
objects  in  natiu'e  which  first  present  themselves 
as  connected  witli  these.  Nor  ought  we  to  look 
with  a  fastidious  eye  upon  the  unlettered  muse» 
or  think  his  poetical  efforts  beneath  our  notice^ 

VOL.  IV.  p 
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I>.ec^sQ  we  meet  with  little  of  that  sort  amqng 
the  inferior  ranks  of  peqple  who  fs^j[  i^iid^r  pyr 
^l:)sery,ation,    in  that  st^ge  of  civil  spqiety  in 
;vjrhici^  we  ^re  placed.    Nature  h^  b<e^e^  ^Q^^i9% 
^^h^r^  of  her  gifts  to  all  ranks  of  men  j  f^nd  it  is 
^idy  education  or  accidental  circumstances  t)^ 
tend  to  call  th^  forth  to  action^  or  to  suppr?^ 
them  entirely.   Every  circuinstai^Ge  ihf^t  occurs 
vfk  civilised  societies^  as  we  are  pl^a^ed.  tp  cf^ 
4}ie^9.  tends  to  pervert  the  taste  of  tlvE;  lpw«r 
;^Ia^e^  of  men,  and  to  render  theia:  minds  de^^ 
tp  the  more  tender  impressions  of   nature; 
;§mo^S^  ^P^  persons,  therefore,  no  poetry  but 
il^st  of  the  rudest  and  most  barbaroqs  sort  ip 
ever  to  be  expected:  but  in  an  earner  st^ge  qT 
ffv^i  society,  while  the  manners  are  mpre  ample, 
i|p4  the  oc^pations  of  mankind  su^;  as  ten^ 
|g  ^cour^fge  meditation  and  SQci^  converse 
j^^h  greater ,  fi^ope  is  giveiii  to  mental  ei^err 
l4fH)99   ^nd  the  developement  of  the  natural 
flings  of  t^iQ  heart.* — ^Th^  pastoral  life  alon^ 
)4^vp3u;aj)|e  to  tJm  speciea  of  poetry— ^nd  so 
g^nff^ly  h(^  this  Jidea  prevailed,  that  in  all 
^I^S^pts  of  this  sort,  it  is  thought  necessary  tQ 
lay  the  spines  in  pastoral  society ;  and  this  veiy 
fixcumjstmce  has  become  one  copious  source 
g£  a^eptatipn  and  unnatural  conceit,  that  has 

0sded  vfiry  auch.tQ,  coryupt  <Mir  taste^  apd  t9 
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{xrodu6e  monstrous  compositions.    But  flmmig 
rural  swains,  whose  ideas  had  nciver  ixeen  alUe 
to  stretch  beyond  the  simple  scenes  they  had 
been  accustomed  to  contemj^te^  duch  corrap-^ 
tkms  were  not  to  be  expected.    The  objects 
£bat  pi'esented  themselves  to  the  imag^iatioii  of 
the  poet^  would  be  only  such  as  the   strong 
feelings  of  his  mind  brought  farwsffi  at  the 
time  ;  for  it  would  be  only  while  under  the  lU** 
<fluence  of  very  strong  impressions,  Aat  Ym 
tnind  would  acquire  such  energy  as  to  Imrst 
<£>rth  in  unpremeditated  song  ;*-^^e«ery  object^ 
therefore^  that  did  not  peifectly  accord  with 
the  temper  and  colour  of  the  mind,  at  the  time^ 
^ould  be  neglected*    They  would  not  be  re- 
5ected,  for  they  never  would  once  occur  to  it : 
iience  we  might  expect  in  these  pictures  a  har<* 
Knony  of  tint,  and  a  rich  glow  of  nature^  that 
Oan  never  be  found  in  more  studied  efforts ; 
and  whether  the  subject  was  sportive  or  grave, 
joyous  or  melancholy,  the  same  kind  of  har-^ 
mony  among  all  its  parts  would  be  observable^ 
and  none  of  those  heterogeneous  objects  be  in^ 
produced,  which  serve  only  to  crowd  the  picture 
with   tawdry  ornaments,  and  to  weaken  the 
^neral  effect. 

From  this  mode  of  reasoning,  we  would  be 
led  to  expect,  that  the  best  specimens  of  ge« 

V  3 


68  THE  OL£AX£U«  NO.  1 40* 

nuine  pastoral  poetry,  may  be  looked  for  among 
aU  nations,  during  the  prevalence  of  that  state 
of  society  in  which  the  milder  occupations  of 
the  pastoral  life  obtained,  and  before  a  taste  for 
general  literature  had  got  firm  footing.   Am<»ig 
such  a  people,  the  native  efiiisions  of  the  baid 
would  only  be  communicated  to  his  neighbours 
by  his  simple  recital ;  these  would  affect  them 
only  in  proportion  to  the  simplicity  and  truth 
of  the  picture :   those  pieces,  therefore,    that 
strongly  affected  the  heart,  and  those  alone, 
would  be  Jeamed  by  others,  and  transmitted  to 
foture  generations  by  memory,  before  the  use 
of  writing  Was  known.     How  many  excellent 
things  may  have  been  lost,  as  men  gradually 
emerged  from  the  pastoral  state,  and  entered 
upon  the  agricultural  and  manufacturing  life, 
it  is  impossible  to  tell,  and  painful  to  think 
upon:  it  is  easy  to  see  that  they  must  have 
been  numerous.     A  few,  however,  may  have 
been  preserved ;  and  though  probably  corrupted 
and  adulterated  by  the  change  of  ideas  that  may 
have  taken  place  among  the  people  before  they 
were  conunitted  to  writing,  yet  it  is,  perhaps, 
among  the  few  remains  of  these  ancient,  and 
now  in  a  great  measure  obsolete,  songs  and  bal- 
lads of  every  nation,  that  we  are  to  search  for 
genuine  models  of  the  truly  simple  and  pathetic 
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pastoral  poetry.  Something  of  this  practice  still, 
I  believe,  prevails  among  the  highlands  of  Scot- 
land, where  many  a  poem  is  composed  by  per- 
sons who  cannot  write  a  letter.  The  natives  of 
the  mountains  of  Calabria,  aiid  the  iniprovi- 
satori  of  Italy  and  Spain,  are,  to  this  day,  ex« 
amples  of  the  prevalence  of  this  taste  among  a 
people  not  initiated  into  the  practice  of  arts,  or 
trained  to  laborious  employment ;  and  may 
easily  serve  to  convince  us  of  the  universality 
of  such  a  practice  among  all  mankind,  when  in 
similar  circumstances. 

The  question  then  naturally  occurs, — Are 
any  of  the  remains  of  the  extemporaneous  effu- 
sions of  such  bards  still  preserved,  in  any  lan- 
guage that  is  intelligible  at  this  day  ? — for  it 
^ould  be  an  agreeable "  exercise,  to  contrast 
these  simple  effusions  with  the  ornamented  and 
highly  polished  compositions  of  the  learned. 
That  some  such  Elusions  do  exist  in  all  lan- 
guages, I  have  no  doubt,  were  they  carefully 
searched  for ;  but,  unfortunately,  the  languages 
of  most  countries  are  so  changed,  that,  when 
found,  they  cannot  be  understood,  but  through 
the  medium  of  translations,  in  making  of  which 
the  simple  beauties  of  the  original  must  be,  in 
a  great  measure,  obliterated.  A  few  of  these, 
however,   remain  in  our   own  language  (the 
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Scotch)^  which  are  still  understood  by  ahnost 
every  Scotanan;  and  these  are  so  very  ex^ 
cellent,  that  they  must  tend»  in  a  great  measure^ 
to  preserve  the  language  from  being  lost*  The 
English  dialect  has  been  so  much  changed^  that 
iewy  if  any,  of  their  compositions,  which  come 
vnder  ttia  class,  can  be  at  aU  understood  by  tfa0 
natives.  Even  Shakspeare,  notwithstanding  aQ 
his  excellence  and  celebrity,  is  in  a  greatt  mie^ 
sure  obsolete  among  them  ^  and  some  old  efiu^ 
nom  of  this  kind,  which  he  has  happily  intr#^ 
duced  into  his  works,  are  now  so  little  «nder^ 
stood,  as  to  have  their  beauties  relived  only 
by  a  very  few  of  his  readers^ 

Many  Scotch  songs  and  baUads,  whkh  mgf 
be  re^rred  to  this  class,  are,  however,  still  pse* 
served  ;  but,  as  was  naturally  to  be  expected^ 
ihe  persons  who  wrote  them,  and  the  time^ 
when  they  were  written,  are  not  known;  thought 
from  the  simplicity  of  their  style,  the  cire«iH>- 
stances  th^t  gave  rise  to  them  are  often  veiy 
distinctly  specified.  We  are  often  even  at  M 
loss  to  know,  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  firsi 
having  reduced  them  to  writing ;  and  from  tkai 
circumstance,  and  others  that  shall  be  after^ 
wards  noticed,  many  persons  have  supposed^ 
•  that  all  o£  these  are  modem  compositions,  thai 
have  been  ushered  into  the  M^rld  under  an 


tiquatfed  dteste,  ttiferely  t6  procore  fbf  lh«ff  a- 
certdft  kind  of  celebrity.     But  if  we  atd  to 
judge  frorti  flie  success  of  severatl  attert/pts  of: 
this  kind  that  ait  known  to  have  b^enl  bi^i 
with  the  san^  view,  we  shall  hav6  nO  reas6ft  t0 
^sptct^  from  thid  cireun^tatiee,  that  the  hypo- 
thesis  above  giten  is  errOnfeOtis.     iTiis  i^  tlW 
^e  of  literally  scepticism  5  and  to  much  site  th* 
Uterati  in  general  persitaded,  that  to  believe  itf 
commoftly  deceived  oj)inions,  discovers  a*  weaifc*" 
Bess  of  inteBect,  that,  to  shunf  this  eirofi  they 
rtm  to  eltravaigstnt  lengths  in  the  ojp*|[)03ite  ei- 
tretise ;  and  to  avoid  flie  imputation!  of  tfreAiKt^jf 
they  give  faith  to  airgumenfts  that  haVe  not  do!^ 
tondye^h  part  of  the  probability  to  recoftyVifen^ 
l9iem,  that  those  possess  whicih  they  so  fastidf^-' 
oUsfy  r^ect.     I  shaR  here  consider  a  few  of  the^ 
Wrongest  of  these  arguments  that  haVe  been  itt 
^tiefraJ  urged  dgainst  the  authehticfty  of  thOSfe^ 
^^ical  Compositions,  that  the  vulgar  iii'generaP 
have  bee*  cKspobed  to  accolmt  of  a  moi^e'  an- 
ient date  Aan  the    learned    are  wiffing  icf 
jAdmit* 

Otie  Of  the  most  powerful  Ai-gumeiits  that 
hsat^  beeh  hdd  hold  of  as  decisive  probfi  of  flie 
itpuriousni^ss  of  such  composftioiis,  and  theiir 
vain  ppeterisioiiS  to  that  high  antiquity  ^e  cbh- 
ttT^f&fp  i»,  that'  in-  most  of  di«^se  eompositfOtttf 
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fome  modern  words  are  found,  that  are  said 
not  to  have  been  known  at  the  time  tJiese  effiir 
a\ons  are  supposed  to  have  been  composed. 
But  this  argument  I  consider  as  of  no  avail.  It 
is  admitted,  that  the  words  were  allowed  to 
float  a  long  while  upon  the  memory,  and  were 
not  committed  to  writing  for  many  years  after 
their  first  production  ;  tlie  repeaters,  therefinre, 
would  naturally  vary  the  words  that  became 
obsolete,  to  others  of  synonymous  import  that 
came  into  fitshion,  when  the  measiure  admitted 
of  it,  as  we  ourselves  still  do  with  these  very 
poems ;  and  those  who  first  put  them  into  writ- 
ing would  naturally  take  the  same  liberty;  they 
might  even  perhaps  interpolate  whole  lines,  as 
we  know  has  been  done  by  many  compositions 
that  had  been  before  reduced  to  writing. 
Sudi  alterations,  or  even  interpolations,  are  not 
therefore  any  proof  that  these  poems  were  not 
composed  at  a  period  when  such  words  as  have 
been  foisted  into  them  were  not  known.  By 
this  mode  of  reasoning  we  might  prove  that 
Virgil  never  wrote  a  line,  for  there  are  evident 
interpolations  in  some  cc^ies  of  his  works ;  and 
that  the  Gentle  Shepherd  was  not  written  by  a 
Scotsmap,  for  we  have  now  an  edition  of  it,  in 
which  whole  passages  are  purely  in  the  English 
idionu    Was  it  not  possible,  that  such  an  alta^ 


ation  of  a  poem  could  be  made  before  it  had 
been  committed  to  writing  ?  and  was  it  not  si» 
possible  that  the  original  might  be  lost,  and  tl^ 
copy  preserved  ? 

Another  strong  hold  that  the  sceptical  critii; 
has  taken  possession  of,  to  deprive  these  poeii» 
of  all  pretension  to  antiquity,  is  the  great  differ- 
ence between  the  whole  strain  of  the  langUagt 
and  style  that  is  observed  to  prevail  in  tliese 
compositions,  and  that  language  and  style  which 
is  known  to  have  been  written  in  this  country  at 
the  time  that  they  are  thought  to  have  been  com* 
posed.  For  example,  the  Flowers  of  the  Forest^ 
which  I  would  rank  in  this  class  of  composi- 
tions,  is  written  in  a  style  and  manner  extremely 
MnHke  to  tiiat  of  Gawen  Douglas,  Bishop  of 
Duiikdd,  who  is  known  to  have  translated 
Virgil  with  great  spirit,  and  to  have  written 
some  original  poems  that  are  well  entitled  to  a 
high  degree  of  applause.  That  the  language  of 
the  bishop  of  Dunkeld,  and  other  learned  courtly 
writers  his  cotemporaries,  is  very  different  ftoat 
that  of  these  simple  rustic  effiisions,  is  undeni- 
able;  and  that  the  difference  between  them 
ought  to  be  very  great,  will  like¥rise  be  admitted 
by  every  impartkd  person.  The  rustics  were 
totaUy  unacquainted  with  any  other  language 
than  their  own :  the  names  of  every  object  they 
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had  oceasion  to  mention^  wer6  ^vefi,  (^iit^y 
stnd  without  disguise,  in  that  language ;  btrt  "Wm 
Has  so  with  the  learned  bishops  or  the  coi^tier^ 
at  the  time,  whose  highest  ambition  was  to  he 
distinguished  a^  scholars,  that  is,  as  men  ac- 
quainted with  the  Latin  and  Greek  tongues, 
and  with  the  rhetorical  figures  and  mythology 
6t  the  ancients  ?  Yoii  cannot  read  two  lin^s  of 
Gaw^n  Douglas,  without  seeing,  that  his  afifec-^ 
tation  6(  Greek  and  Latin  words  was  extreme  ^ 
tfnd  hid  allusions  to  classical  ideas  are  infinite. 
The  names  of  almost  every  object  he  has  occa* 
sion  to  mention,  are  bom>wed  from  the  headiew 
mythology^  In  these  circumstances,  his  lasw 
guage  imist  have  been  entirely  unintdligS)lie  Uf 
Ae  vulgar,  at  the  time  it  was  written ;  aa  it  19 
0Ven  now  to  us,  in  a  much  greater  degiiee,  thait 
lliat  of  the  simple  swains  who  dictated  th^ 
efiusiofls  of  which  I  t^eat  Should  the  Rossdwr 
of  Jdhnson,  and  the  Comparative  View  of  Manf 
Hod  Animals^  of  Dr.  John  Gregory,  be  {^reserved 
tQ]  fbture  timed,  96  justly  might  they  say  that 
Ais  last  could  not  have  been  written  during  t^cf 
flUne  age  as  the  first ;  for  it  wiU  doubtlessr  be 
tiien  much  more  easily  understood,  and  wiS^ 
perhaps^  appear  to  be  a  ftdl  century  later ;  nay^ 
let  Addidon,  who  wrote  more  than  half  a  ceta^ 
tiiry  before  Johnson,  be  compared  with  him,  it 
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imghi  be  as  f&irly  inferred  that  Johnson  Kved  a 
ibenturj  before  AdcSson.  Such  kinds  of  proof 
are  not  sufficient  to  ground  any  general  con*'* 
elusions  upon. 

Objections  have  also  been  started  to  particu- 
htT  pieces,  because  of  allusions  that  occur  in 
them  to  local  customs  and  national  manners^ 
which  the  critic  contends  were  not  known  at 
lihe  time  the  jweces  are  supposed  to  have  been 
composed.     But  this,  at  the  best,  can  be  only 
dlowedF  to  be  an  argument  of  a  very  fallacious 
injure.     If  it  be  admitted,  that  alterations  from 
the  original,  or  interpolations  that  cannot  bt 
Irafced,  might  have  taken  place,  the  passages 
t^rhere  such  allusions  occur  might  have  been  of 
that  number.     But  independent  of  this,  there  is 
another  source  of  fellacy  that  may  here  mislead. 
Few  persons  are  sufficiently  acquainted  with 
t!he  nwrnners  that  prevailed  in  former  tim^,  and 
the  practices  that  were  in  use,  to  be  aWe  to 
speak  with  certainty  on  these    heads.      The 
ecmmion  sources  of  information  respecting  these 
pafTticuIars,  historical  dissertations  by  men  in 
modern  times,   are  wonderfully  fallacious,   as 
»ight  be  proved  by  thousands  of  instances ; 
and  I  should  consider  an  allusion  to  a  particular 
practice  in  some  old  poem,  a  much  stronger 
ffGof  ei  its  existence,  than   many  assertions 
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ftmnded  on  such  doubtful  authority,  as  proofi 
of  the  contraiy*   A}low  me  to  give  an  example. 
A  learned  critic  has  endeavoured  to  reject  the 
antiquity  of  the  poem,  called  the  Flowers  of  the 
Forest,  partly  on  this  ground,  that  the  word 
•'preachings'*  occurs  in  it;  contending  that  the 
practice  of  field-preaching  did  not  come  into 
use,  till  long  afler  the  p^od  of  the  battle  of 
Flodden.  Here,  however,  the  critic  is  evidently 
in  a  mistake  ;  for,  that  the  practice  of  preach- 
ing  was  at  all  times  common  in  the  church  of 
Rome,  is  well  known }  and  that  there  were  po- 
pular preachings  on   particular  occasions,  in 
almost  every   age>    is  certain.      Witness  the 
preachings  of  Peter  the  hermit,  to  induce  the 
people  of  Europe  to  undertake  the  crusade,  and 
the  famous  field-preaching  of  Saint  Anthony  (^ 
Padua,  who,  not  being  able  to  command  the 
attention  of  a  sufficient  number  of  human  be- 
ings, summoned  the  fishes  of  the,  sea  to  attend 
to  his  divine  admonitions,  who  reverently  lifted 
up  their  heads,  and  lent  a  willing  ear  to  his 
discourses :   also   the   preaching  up  of  indul- 
gences, which  gave  ofience  to  Luther,  because 
the  order  of  monks  to  which  he  belonged  was 
not  employed  on  this  lucrative  business,  &c. 
And  that  the  catholics  in  Scotland  were  not 
insensible  of  the  benefit  their  cause  might  derive 
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from  populsu:*  discourses  from  the  pulpit,  is 
clearly  evinced  by  the  sermon  delivered  at  Saint 
Andrews,  by  a  priest,  at  the  burning  of  Mr. 
Wishart,  whose  text  was  from  the  parable  of' 
the  sower,  in  the  ISth  chapter  of  Matthew* 
Many  other  proofs  might  be  adduced  of  the 
practice  prior  to  tl)is  date,  were  it  judged  ne- 
cessary. 

It  is  by  similar  arguments  to  these,  that  our 
fastidious  critics,  and  sceptics,  in  religion,  en- 
deavour to  support  their  opinions.    To  proceed 
farther  in  a  refutation  cf  such  kind  of  aigu- 
ments,  couid  prove  only  tiresome  and  uninter- 
esting to  the  reader.  I  shall  leave  this  branch  of 
the  subject,  therefore,  without  loading  it  with 
fiuther  remarks, — ^trusting  that  what  has  been 
said  will  be  sufficient  to  show,  that  no  con- 
clusive arguments  have  yet  been  adduced,  that 
tend  to   detract  from  the  antiquity  of  those 
simple  and  natiural  compositions  of  the  pastoral 
sort,  that  are   still  preserved  in  the  Scotch 
dialect,  or  to  invalidate  the  hypothesis  above 
given,  respecting  their  origin;  which  so  per«* 
fectly  corresponds  with  all  the  accounts  that 
are  preserved,  respecting  the  first  discovery  of 
any  of  those  poems  that  were  not  known  till  a 
late  date. 

Th|:  Beb,  voL  iv.  p.  57,  July  20, 1791- 
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In  thky  and  the  subsequent  critioal  pupm^  tsken  frqin  tke 
Bee,  some  little  allowance  must  be  n^ade  for  natio^  par- 
tiality and  national  resentment;  feelings  which  hare  occa- 
sioned the  elevation  of  Ossian  to  a  Wei  wi^  Homer,  and  a 
frequent  and  umneriled  depreciation  of  the  writings  <if  John- 
son* The  argument  of  this  paper  is  ingeniousiriiui  ratb^ 
pushed  too  far. 
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Pulcis,  et  candidiMy  et  fasuB  Herodotus. 

QUINTILIAV. 

Herodotas  is  iweet,  penpicuoiisy  and  diffuie. 


History  is  a  species  of  composition,  at  the  - 
9ame  time  the  most  popular  and  the  moat 
idignified.  To  excel  in  it,  requires  imagination 
with  all  its  splendour,  and  judgment  with  all  its 
knowledge ;  it  therefore  includes  almost  every 
denomination  of  readers :  it  particularly  in^ 
terests  the  poet,  the  philosopher,  and  the  polir 
tician ;  and  is  also  accessible  to  the  common 
herd  of  mankind,  who  are  content  with  the 
amusement  of  general  and  superficial  know- 
ledge. 

The  actions  of  men,  and,  if  we  may  ao  speak, 
*  the  actions  of  nations,  are  the  two  great  sub- 
jects of  history;  the  one  exhibiting  human 
nature  as  it  actually  exists,  the  other  govern- 
ment, with  all  its  political  consequences.  The 
lirst  has  been  more  a^ttended  to  by  the  ancionta, 
the  last  by  the  modems. 

Herodotus  was  the  first  of  historis^ns ;  and^ 
therefore,  little,  a,cqwu2itaace  wit|^  political  e^h 
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tablishmeats  is  to  be  expected  in  his  works :  he 
Eved  in  that  state  of  society,  in  which  the  love 
of  the  marvellous  far  exceeds  that  of  philoso- 
phical truth,  and  in  which  the  mind  must  be 
gratified  with  extraordinary  events,  and  un- 
common adventures^  with  what  will  rouse  the 
imagination,  and  what  will  interest  the  heart 
Incapable,  as  yet,  strictly  to  discern  all  the  pos- 
sibilities of  hature's  operations ;  and  unwilling 
to  substitute  general  and  abstract  ideas,  io 
place  of  those  pleasing  and  wonderful  trausac- 
tkms,  which  take  possession  of  the  mind  with- 
out the  labour  of  inquiry,  or  tedious  investiga- 
tion ;  indulging  these  incredible  fictions,  they 
irflen  allow  themselves  to  be  carried  along  with 
them  through  the  course  of  ages,  notwithstand- 
mg  the  counteracting  tendency  of  reason  and 
nature. 

In  the  writings,  however,  of  Herodotus,  we 
discover  the  first  dawnings  of  historical  truth. 
He  drew  the  attention  of  bis  countrymen  from 
the  remote  regions  of  mythological  obscurity, 
in  which  their  minds  had  been  wholly  involved, 
to  more  recent  actions,  and  to  scenes  which 
had  a  greater  coincidence  with  those  ¥dth  which 
they  were  conversant.  He  gradually  taught 
them  to  contemplate  human  affiurs  with  a  more 
sober  eye,  by  rdating  those  revolutions  in  king- 
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doms,  and  those  incidents  in  life,  \rliich 
their  own  experience  could  attest,  or  whicb 
had  no  very  distant  analogy  to  their  expe- 
rience. 

In  this  state  of  society,  then,  among  a  people 
so  pirone  to  fable  as  the  Greeks,  and  with  the 
romantic  imagination  of  Herodotus,  we  are  not 
to  be  surprised,  though,  in  his  works,  some  in* 
termixture  of  legendary  story  should  be  found ; 
on  the  contrary,  it  might  have  been  expected, 
that  he  would  have  given  way,  in  a  greater  de- 
gree, to  the  natural  bias  of  his  genius,  and  re* 
lated  with  indiscriminate  ardour,  every  thing 
that  would  most  readily  please  those  for  whom 
he  wrote.  Perhaps  it  was  impossible  for  any 
man  in  his  circumstances  to  set  himself  up 
against  the  common  belief  of  the  times,  and 
discredit  more  than  what  the  limited  philo* 
sophy  of  that  age  would  countenance.  Upon 
these  principles,  the  objection  of  credulity  which 
has  been  so  oflen  made  against  Herodotus,  may 
be  much  alleviated,  if  not  wholly  wiped  off. 

Herodotus  presents  us  with  history  in  its 
simplest  form.  He  brings  facts  before  us  with- 
out any  labour  of  selection,  and  yet  with  much 
propriety;  and  characters  who  act  without 
seeming  to  have  any  assistance  from  the  histo* 
rian.    They  appear  in  review, .  as  if  upon  the 
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Stage ;  and  act  and  qpeak  in  a  manner  whidi 
inunediately  commands  attention.  The  dra* 
matic  fonn  in  which  he  writes,  though  not  so 
comprehensive  as  the  plan  adopted  by  after 
historians,  is,  however,  more  natural  and  more 
pleasing ;  it  animates  the  whole,  and  we  see 
before  us  a  picture  of  men  and  things,  such  as 
they  exist  in  nature.  It  is  the  first  and  most 
firtless  kind  of  narration,  and  is  to  be  found  in 
all  early  poets  and  historians. 

Herodotus  possesses  all  the  qualities  which 
are  requisite  for  historical  composition,  in  an 
eminent  degree.  He  gives  a  complete  view  of 
his  subject ;  he  is  copious,  and  at  the  same  time 
pure^  perspicuous,  and  elegant ;  he  relates  with 
a  facility,  with  an  unaffected  grace  and  sim* 
plicity,  which  never  fail  to  charm  and  interest 
eveiy  reader ;  nothing  rugged  or  obscure,  no* 
thing  embarrassed  or  laboured^  is  to  be  found 
in  his  writings.  Upon  whatever  subject  he 
touches,  he  difiuses  that  luminousness,  and  that 
q)lendour,  which  is  the  best  criterion  of  ori** 
ginal  genius.  We  are  never  at  a  loss  to  appre- 
hend his  meaning,  or  foUow  the  train  of  in- 
cidents ;  every  thing  is  set  in  a  ful^  a  distinct, 
and  marked  point  of  view.  He  is  the  reverse 
of  what  is  said  of  Tlmcydides ;  he  delights  to 
teU  of  what  is  agreeable  and  pleasant ;  he  has 
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more  of  the  airiness  and  gaiety  of  Anacreon, 
than  of  the  ardent  and  serious  sensibility  6f 
Tacitus. 

The  Beb,  vol  iii.  p.  326,  July  6, 1791. 

Of  Herodotus,  the  following  pleasing  and  poetically-drawn 
character  has  been  given  by  Mr.  Hayley  ; 


•Behold  the  historic  sire  J 


Ionic  roses  mark  his  soft  attire  i 

Bold  in  his  air,  bat  gracefol  in  his  mien 

As  the  fair  figore  of  his  fa?oared  queen,* 

When  her  prood  galley  sham'd  the  Persian  van, 

And  gratefol  Xerxes  own*d  her  more  than  man  I 

Soft  as  the  stream,  whose  dimpling  waters  play. 
And  wind  in  Ineid  lapse  their  pleasnrable  way, 
His  rich,  Homeric  elocution  flows  i 
For  all  the  Moses  modulate  his  prose : 
Though  blind  credulity  his  step  misleads 
Through  the  dark  mist  of  her  Egyptian  mrads, 
Tet  when  retum*d,  with  patriot  passions  warm, 
He  paintt  the  progress  of  the  Persian  ston^, 
In  truth's  illuminM  field,  his  labours  rear 
A  trophy  worthy  of  the  Spartan  spear : 
His  eager  country,  in  th'  Olympic  valr, 
Throngs  with  proud  joy  to  catch  the  martial  tale* 
Behold  1  where  Valour,  resting  on  his  lance. 
Drinks  the  sweet  sound  \n  rapture's  silent  trance. 
Then  with  a  grateful  shout  of  fond  acclaim. 
Hails  4be  jast  herald  of  his  country's  fame ! 

Dionysius  affirms  of  this  great  Historian,  that  '*  he  i^  due 
of  those  endianting  writers  whom  you  peruse  to  the  last  qrK 
loble  with  pleasure,  and  still  wish  for  more.' 
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On  the  state  of  Scotland  with  regard  to  Letters. 


O  Caledonia  !  stern  and  wild. 
Meet  nnne  for  a  poetic  child  ! 

Waltkr  Scott. 


As  to  the  state  of  Scotland  with  regiurd  to  let- 
ters, surely  no  country,  either  ancient  or  modem, 
ever  boasted  a  more  brilliant  groupe  of  classi- 
cal authors  than  it  does  at  the  present  period. 
The  works  of  Robertson,  Hume,  Dalrymple, 
Henry,  Gillies,  Ferguson,  Watson,  Thomson, 
Guthrie,  Stewart,   Pinkerton,  in  the  highest 
walk  of  literature,  would  have  done  honour  to 
the  Augustan  age  of  Rome,  or  of  any  other 
country  ;  and  it  may  be  said  with  truth,  that, 
independent  of  their  superior  style  of  compo* 
sition,  and  philosophical  view  of  their  subjects, 
they  have  made  a  new  epoch  in  history,  by 
their  uncommon  attention  to  authorities,  and 
their  research    into  the   archives    of  Europe, 
where    much   important   information   was  re* 
served  for  the  enlarged  views  and  liberality  of 
the  eighteenth  century.     Possibly,  this  general 
remark  on  the  veracity  of  modern  history  may 
suffer  an  exception  in  the  elegant,  philosophic, 
but  sceptic  Hume,  who  had  none  of  those  ties 
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upon  him  which  give  law  to  the  conscience  an4 
veracity  of  the  Christian  historian ;  as  he  has 
shewn  in  his  controversy  with  the  respectable 
and  able  champion  *  ,of  an  unfortunate  queen, 
whom  he  had  too  harshly  treated*  t  In  the 
jUne  of  ethics,  surely,  the  names  of  Smith, 
Hutchison,  Ferguson,  Reid,  Campbell,  Blair, 
Beattie,  &c.  do  equal  honour  to  Caledonia ;  t 
nay,  it  is  hard  to  say  what  walk  of  literature  has 
been  neglected. 

Criticism  of  late  years,  and  classical  learn-^ 
ing§  in  all  times,  distinguished  the  north  of 
Tweed ;  and  as  to  the  sciences,  the  reputation 
and  crowded  classics  of  the  Edinburgh  univer* 
aty  (were  there  not  odiers  in  the  country) 
are  strong  evidences  of  their  flourishing,  equal, 
ot  least,  to  any  other  branch  of  learning.  Even 
the  claim  to  poetry,  to  which  the  genius  of  the 
country  has  been  sarcastically  supposed  not 
very  fitvourable,   is  supported   by  some  illus* 

^  WiOiam  Tyler,  esq.  of  Woodhouselee. 

f  Perhaps  our  ingenious  correspondent  goes  too  fiur  here ; 
but  every  one  should  judge  for  himself.  Edit. 

X  la  political  economy,  Smith  and  Stewart  will  long  occupy 
a  conspicuous  place. 

§  Perhaps  Scotland  is  -distinguished  fVom  other  nations, 
more  by  the  general  knowledge  of  letters  among  the  lower 
ranks  of  her  people,  than  by  the  depth  of  her  classical  learn* 
ing.  There  is  not  a  person  here,  among  ten  thousand,  who 
cannot  read,  and  very  few  who  cannot  write  and  cipher. 
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trious  names.  The  noble  translator  of  Virgfl 
(Gawen  Douglas^  bishop  of  Dunkeld)  was  un- 
rivalled in  the  day  he  wrote;  and  Buchanan 
has  had  no  equal  since  the  Augustan  age.  The 
Scotch  Virgil,  too,  Thoms<m,  is  a  phalanx  of 
himself;  nor  has  the  modest  bard  reason  to 
shun  ccmipetition  with  his  more  affluent  southern 
contemporary,*  shining  in  all  the  splendour  of 
borrowed  metaphysics  and  original  caustic  wit, 
whilst  poetic  imagery,  lively  description,  and 
painting  after  nature,  shall  be  held  the  crite- 
rions  of  that  art ;  nor  will  I  give  up  our  &- 
vourite,  Allan  Ramsay,  at  the  firown  of  a  com- 
mercial dictator  t  (whose  censure,  by  the  by, 
would  equally  affect  Thedcritus,  the  model  and 
&ther  of  pastoral);  especially  as  a  friend  of  diat 
truly  great  man  assures  us,  ^  that  he  had  nei- 
ther an  ear  for  music,  nor  any  perception  of 
the  sublime  and  beautiiid,  in  either  poetry  or 
prose.''  Is  it  possible  to  pass  this  subject, 
without  feeling  for  the  hard  fitte  of  our  great 
writers,  who,  after. saying  so  many  fine  things 
in  their  life,  are  doomed  to  say  so  many  silly 
things  in  their  graves.  It  is  a  pity  Adam 
Smith's  friend  had  not  extended  his  remark  to 
Another  talking  spirit,  who  has  filled  two  quarto 

♦  Pope- 

f  Adam  Smith,  author  of  the  Wealth  of  Nations. 
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volumes  in  his  tomb,  as  it  would  have  account- 
ed  for  his  amazing  severity  on  the  northern 
Homer,  Gray,  and  some  other  of  the  most 
beautifid  English  poets.  Humour,  the  Scotch 
have  been  thought  still  more  destitute  of  than 
poetry;  but  surely  no  map  since  the  days  of 
the  English  Cervantes,  Hudibras,  has  been  so 
distinguished  for  it  as  SmoUet.* 

It  appears  then  pretty  evident,  Mr.  Editor, 
that  it  is  not  in  letters  Scotland  is  deficient;  on 
the  contrary,  I  have  always  heard  her  sister 
kingdom  comment  on  the  general  difiusion  of 
learning  and  morality,  in  a  greater  or  lesser 
degree,  through  all  ranks  of  people ;  which  they 
attribute  to  the  cheapness  of  schools,  with  the 
constant  residence  and  assiduity  of  a  class  of 
men  who  do  much  honour  to  their  cloth  and 
holy  mission.  I  wish  we  could  say  as  much  for 
the  state  of  commerce,  agriculture,  and  the 
useful  arts  in  Scotland ;  t  for  I  am  afraid  it  is 

*  Nor  will  Arbuthnot  be  forgotten  so  long  as  the  Memoirs 
of  Scriblerus  shall  be  read* 

f  My  ingenious  correspondent  will  be  glad  to  be  told,  that 
in  respect  to  agriculture,  manufactures,  and  commerce,  Scot* 
land  has  advanced  more  within  these  last  twenty  years,  thaa 
it  had  done  for  a  century  before  that ;  and  were  those  bars 
removed  which  impolitic  laws  have  thrown  in  the  way  of  her 
industry,  this  little  country  bids  fair  to  advance  in  improve* 
ments  with  a  rapidi^  that  has  been  hitherto  equalled,  perhaps, 
in  no  age  or  country. 
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jn  thooe  that  it  does  or  ou^t  to  feel  its  in* 
Apriority  to  England,  and  some  countries  on  the 
continent,  more  than  in  learning,  morals,  man- 
ners,  and  taste. 

Thb  Bbb,  toL  tHL  May  2, 1792. 

Soodaod  has,  for  the  last  ten  years,  been  truly  prolific  b 
llie  production  of  first  rate  poetic  genius ;  in  confirmation  of 
this  remark,  I  need  only  mention  tiie  names  of  CampbeDi 
Bttilie,  and  Scott^ 


NO.  1^1.  mEOIXANEB.  89 


No.  CLL 

Qmuido  leggete— Bon  iri  sentite  voi  llqnefkre  II 
cttore  di  dolcexca  ? 

When  yon  reml  him— do  yoa  not  feel  that  be  nueKs 
tkt  fcry  heart  itidf  with  iweetness  ? 


Sir, 
PiNKERTON,  a  man  whom  the  Scots  are  pleased 
to  dislike  because  he  tells  them  truths  disa^ 
greeably,  has  judiciously  proposed,  that  the 
poems  of  Hawthomden  should  be  reprinted  with 
due  selections. 

I  beg  leave  to  second  Mr.  Pinkerton's  motion. 
I  greatly  and  fondly  cherish  the  memory  of 
Hawthomden.  I  like  his  character,  his  muse, 
and  his  residence ;  moreover  I  like  his  com- 
panions; for  I  doat  upon  Ben  Jonson,  and  I 
esteem  Drayton.  There  are  few  lords  now  like 
lord  Sterling.  He  admired  and  honoured 
Drummond,  and  cherished  his  friendship  and 
correspondence  in  the  depth  of  retirement,  when 
the  peer  was  backing  in  the  sun-shine  of  White- 
hall, and  warm  in  the  prosecution  of  his  trans- 
Atlantic  projects. 

Among  all  the  poets  of  the  beginning  of  the 
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last  century  (writes  the  author  of  the  Cursory 
Remarks  on  some  of  the  ancient  English  Poets, 
said  to  be  Mr.  Le  Neve),  there  is  not  one,  after 
Shakspeare,  whom  a  general  reader  of  the  English 
poetry  of  that  age  will  regard  with  so  much  and  so 
deserved  attention  as  William  Drummond.  He 
was  born  at  Hawthornden,  near  Edinburgh,  in 
1585,  and  was  the  son  of  sir  John  «Drummond, 
descended  of  the  family  of  Stobhall,  who,  for 
ten  or  twelve  years,  was  usher,  and  afterwards 
knight  of  the  black  rod  to  king  James  I.  of  Eng- 
land. The  poet  was  educated  at  Edinburgh, 
where  he  took  the  d^ree  of  master  of  arts  in 
the  year  1 606,  and  was .  afterwards  sent  by  his 
father  to  study  civil  law  at  Bourges  in  France ; 
but,  having  no  taste  for  the  profesMon  of  a 
lawyer,  he  returned  to  Hawthornden,  and  there 
applied  himself  with  great  assiduity  to  classical 
learning  and  poetry. 

•  Having  courted  a  daughter  of  Cunningham  of 
Barnes,  whom  he  celebrates  in  his  poems,  and 
to  whom  her  accomplishments,  congeniality  of 
taste,  and  propensity  to  retirement,  had  strongly 
attached  him, — he  was  successful  in  his  ad- 
dresses, and  a  day  was  fixed  for  their  marriage 
Soon  after  she  was  seized  by  an  iUness,  which 
proved  fatal,  upon  which  Drummond  again 
quitted  his  native  country,  and  resided  eight 


KtK  151*  *rRt  OLEAKEft.  91 

years  OH  the  cantitient;  chiefly  at  Rome  and 
Fkris. 

In*  the  year  1630  he  married  Margaret  Logan 
of  Restalrig^  by  whom  he  had  several  children; 
the  eldest  of  whom,  WiUiam,  was  knighted  by 
king  Charles  II.*  He  spent  very  little  time  in 
England,  though  he  corresponded  frequently 
with  Draytoh  and  Ben  Jonson;  the  latter  of 
whom  had  so  great  a  respect  for  his  abilities, 
and  so  ardent  a  desire  to  see  him,  that  at  the 
age  of  forty-five  he  walked  to  Hawthomden  tp 
visit  him. 

The  favourite  seat  of  Ben  Jonson,  in  the  se- 
questered wood  of  HaMTthornden,  is  yet  known, 
and  pointed  out  to  visitors,  where  a  bust  of  Jon- 
son ought  to  be  placed,  to  gratify  the  senti- 
mental devotion  of  the  admirers  of  exalted  me- 
rit 

,  This  would  add  something  spiritual  to  the 
Btrawberry  feasts  of  Roslin,  and  be  worthy  of  a 
precious  few  in  that  wonderful  little  country 
that  produced  a  Drummond  and  a  Thomson. 

Ben  Jonson's  father  too  was  a  Scot ;  and  it  is 

**  The  heiress-general  of  Hawthomden  was  married  to 
Dr.  Abemethy,  a  nonjuring  bishop  in  Scotland,  of  the  ancient 
fiunilj  of  Abemethj  of  Saltoon,  who  presented  the  whole  re- 
maining manuscripts  of  the  poet  to  the  earl  of  Buchan^  who 
deposited  them  in  the  museum  of  the  Antiquarian  Society  at 
Edinburgh, 
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fit  that  he  should  be  honoured  in  tiie  laivl  of 
his  Withers. 

Hawthomden  is  a  lovely  spot.  The  house 
hangs,  like  an  eagle's  nest,  on  the  romantic 
banks  of  EsL  The  grouind  i&  classic.  Hie 
genius  of  his  plaintive  sonnets  meets  the  &nqr 
of  the  congenial  soul.  Here  he  addresses  his 
Alexis  (lord  Sterling) : 

Though  I  have  twice  been  at  the  doors  of  death. 

And  twice  found  shut  those  gates  which  ever  mourn; 
This  but  a  lightening  is, — a  truce  to  breathe ; 

For  late-bom  sorrows  augur  fleet  return. 
Amid  thy  sacred  cares,  and  couctly  toils^ 

Alexis!  when  thou  shalt  hear  wandering  fione 
Tell,  death  hath  triumphed  o'er  my  mortal  spoils. 

And  that  on  earth  I  am  but  a  sad  name ; 
If  thou  e'er  held  me  dear,  by  all  our  love. 

By  aU  that  bliss,  those  joya  heaven  here  us  gave, 
I  conjure  you,  and  by  the  maids  of  Jove, 

To  grave  this  short  remembrance  on  my  grave :— « 
Here  Damon  lies  whose  songs  did  sometimes  grace 
The  murmuring  £sk« — ^May  roses  shade  the  place ! 

Let  us  inquire  for  the  venerable  spot  in  which 
Were  placed  the  ashes  of  Hawthomd^i,  and  let 
these  lines  be  sculptured  on  the  belly  of  a  lyre, 
that  they  may  meet  the  eye  of  the  travdler. 
Why  should  not  this  little  speck  of  earth  of  ours, 
so  near  to  Ireland,  be  warmed  ¥ath  something 
that  may  supply  the  want  of  better  skies ! 


Ben  Jonson,  too,  ought  to  be  characterised 
by  a  suitable  inscription  on  his  seat,  that  the 
ofibnded  dignity  of  his  name  in  Westminster 
abbey  may  be  worthily  retrieved.  O  rare  Ben 
Jonson !  is  an  exclamation  that  admits  too  much 
an  application  to  him  who  could  only  set  the 
table  in  a'roar,  and  too  little  to  the  superior 
merit  of  Ben  Jonson.  Hear  what  the  great  lord 
Clarendon  says  of  him  :  "  Ben  Jonson's  name 
can  never  be  forgotten,  having,  by  his  very  good 
learning  and  the  severity  of  his  nature  and  man- 
ners, reformed  the  stage,  and,  indeed,  the 
English  poetry  itself.  His  natural  advantages 
were,  judgment  to  order  and  govern  fancy ^  ra- 
ther than  excess  of  &ncy, — ^his  productions  being 
slow,  and  upon  deliberation,  yet  then  abound, 
ing  with  great  ¥at  and  £incy;  and  they  will 
live  according[ly.  And,  surely,  as  he  did  exceed- 
ingly exalt  the  English  language  in  eloquence, 
propriety,  and  masculine  expressions,  so  he  was 
the  best  judge  of,  and  fittest  to  prescribe  rules 
tOj  poetry  and  poets,  of  any  man  who  had  lived 
with,  or  before  him,  or  since,  if  Mr.  Cowley  had 
not  made  a  flight  beyond  all  men,  with  that 
modesty,  however,  as  to  ascribe  much  of  this 
to  the  example  and  learning  of  Ben  Jonson." 
His  conversation  was  very  good,  and  with  men 
of  mo^t  note;,  and  he  had  for  many  years  an 
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extraordinary  kindness  for  Mr.  Hy^*  till  he 
fonnd  he  betook  himself  to  buainess,  which  he 
thought  ought  never  to  be  preferred  before  his 
con^pany. 

Drummond  loved  Drayton,  and  a  great  and 
continued  friendship  subsisted  between  them, 
&nned  by  frequent  letters,  as  appears  by  his 
papers,  which  were  presented  to  the  earl  <^ 
Buchan  by  the  reverend  Dr.  Abemethy  Drum- 
mond, already  mentioned. 

Drayton,  sweet  andent  bard !  his  Albion  sung. 
With  their  own  praise  her  echoing  vaBies  rung ; 
His  bounding  muse  o'er  ev'ry  mountain  rode» 
And  ev'ry  river  warbled  where  he  flow'd. 

Ska  Pikcks,  canto  2,  by  Mr.  John  KirkpatiicL 

I  have  a  copy  of  Latin  verses  addressed,  as 
I  suppose,  to  Drayton  by  Hawthornden,  as  it  is 
in  the  hand-writing  of  the  latter,  and  was  found 
in  a  bundle  of  Drayton's  letters  to  Drummond : 

Dum  tua  melliflui  specto  pigmenta  libelli, 

Pendet  ab  eloquio  mens  mei  rapta  tuo; 

At  sensum  expendens  tumque  alts  pondera  mentis 

Sensus  ab  eximio  me  rapit  eloquio ; 

8ed  mage  Dsedaleo  miror  te  pectore  qui  sie 

Cogis  ad  Italicos  Angllca  verba  modos. 

Eloquium,  sensus,  mentis  vis  Dsedala  loage 

Tollit  humo  ad  superos  te  super  astra  Deo. 

*  Earl  of  Clarendon* 
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Drummond's  family  having  been  grafted  as^ 
it  were  on  the  royal  fitmily  of  Scotland,  by  the 
marriage  of  king  Robert  III.  and  upheld  by 
them,  he  was  a  steady  royalist  during  the  trou« 
bles  of  Charles  I.  but  does  not  appear  ever  to 
have  armed  for  him.  Yet  it  seems  he  had  been 
much  employed  by  the  king  in  his  uttermost 
distress,  or  by  those  immediately  about  his  per- 
son ;  as  among  his  papers  I  found  a  prima  cura 
of  king  Charles  I.'s  last  appeal  to  the  people  <^ 
England,  with  corrections  and  marginal  notes, 
in  his  own  hand-writing.  As  Drummond  had 
always  been  a  laborious  student,  and  had  applied 
himself  equally  to  history  and  politics,  as  to  clas- 
'ttcal  learning,  his  services  were  frequently  ren- 
dered by  occasional  publications ;  in  which  it 
must  be  confessed,  he  was  not  so  happy  as  in  the 
flights  of  his  muse,  which,  as  Pinkerton  justly  ob- 
serves, amply  establish  his  fame.  Phillips  (adds 
he),  who  compiled  his  Theatrum  Poetarum  under 
Milton's  own  eye,  and  may  be  supposed  to  ex- 
press that  great  writer's  opinion  upon  many 
occasions,  observes  with  regret,  "  the  strange 
neglect  into  which  Drummond's  poems  had 
even  then  fidlen.'*  But  this  was  no  wonder, 
when  Milton's  smaller  poems  met  with  the  same 
fiite»    Now  it  may  be  safely  said,  that  if  any 
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poems  possess  a  very  h^h  d^ree  of  that  exqui- 
site Doric  delicacy,  which  we  so  much  ad^ 
mire  in  Comus,  and  Lycidas,  those  of  Dnon* 
mond*s  do.  Milton  seems  to  have  imitated 
him,  and  certainly  he  had  read  and  admired  his 
works.  Drummond  was  the  first  who  introduced 
into  English  that  fine  Italian  vein;  and  if  we 
had  had  no  Drummond,  perhaps  we  should  never 
have  seen  the  delicacies  of  Comus,  Lycidas,  H 
Penseroso,  L' Allegro.  Milton  has  happened 
to  have  justice  done  him  by  posterity,  while 
Drummond  has  been  neglected. 

From  the  familiar   letters    of  Drummond, 
printed  in  his  works,  and  from  those  unpub* 
lished,  it  appears,  that  his  most  intimate  and 
frequent  correspondents   and  firiends,  besides 
those  already  mentioned,  were  Arabella,  or  An- 
nabella,  countess  of  Lothian,  daughter  of  Ar- 
chibald,  earl  of  Argyll,  the  earl  and  coimtess  of 
Perth,  Robert  Carre  earl  of  Ancram,  Dr.  At- 
thur  Johnstone,  physician  to  the  king,  author  of 
that  admirable  piece  of  humour  ^^  Parerga,"  a 
sketch  of  whose  life  and  writings  I  hope  may 
sometime  or  other  make  its  appearance,  Mr. 
Cunningham  of  Barnes,  and  a  few  other  re- 
lations. 

In  a  survey  of  Drummond's  poems  two  am- 
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siderations  roust  be  had — tiiQ  nation  in  which  he 
lived,  and  the  times  in  which  he  y^wte.  Yet 
these  will  be  ibund,  not  offered  to  extenuate 
faults,  but  to  increase  admiration.  His  thoughts 
sure  generally  bold  and  higlily  poetical ;  he  fol- 
lows nature!,  and  his  verses  are  delicately  har- 
monious. On  the  death  of  H^nry  prince  of 
Wales  in  161 2^  he  wrote  an  elegy  entitled 
*^  Tears  oil  the  death  of  Moeliades,''  a  name 
which  that  prince  had  used  in  all  his  challenges ' 
of  martial  sport,  as  the  anagram  of  ^^  Miles  a 
Deo." — In  this  piece,  according  to  Denham's 
epithets  to  the  Thames,  are  thoughts  as  strong, 
as  deep,  as  gentle,  and  as  full,  as  a.ny  of  his  or 
Waller's. 

When  king  James,  after  his  accession  to  the 
English  throne,  returned  to  Scotland  in  the 
year  161 T,  his  arrival  was  celebrated  by  every 
effort  of  poetical  congratulation.  Upon  this 
occasion,  Drummond  composed  a  panegyric  en- 
titled the  Wandering  Muses,  in  which  are  found 
four  lines  apparently  imitated  by  Pope, — "  To 
virgins  flowery,  &c/*  Of  these  two  poems,  it  is 
observable,  that  they  date  earlier  than  any  of 
Waller's,  whose  first  was  that  to  the  king  on  his 
navy,  in  1625.  The  piece  in  which  Denham's 
greatest  powers  are  exerted,  his  Cooper's  Hill, 
was  not  written  till  the  year  1640.     The  har- 
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mony  of  Dnimmond,  therefore,  at  a  time  when 
those  who  are  usually  called  the  first  intro* 
ducers  of  a  smooth  and  polished  versification, 
had  not  begun  to  write,  is  an  honour  to  Haw- 
thomden  that  should  never  be  forgotten.  Hii 
excellence,  hardly  known,  cannot  be  enough 
acknowledged  or  praised. 

Drummond  and  Petrarcha  had  this  in  their 
fiite  alike,  that  each  lamented  first  the  cruelty 
and  then  the  loss  of  their  mistresses ;  so  that 
their  sonnets  are  alike  naturally  divided  into 
two  classes,  those  after,  and  those  before  the 
deaths  of  their  respective  sweet-hearts.  Drum* 
jnond,  in  several  of  those  compositions,  has 
shewn  much  of  the  genius  and  spirit  of  the 
Italian  poet.  The  seventh  sonnet  of  the  first 
part  is  much  resembled  by  sir  Henry  Wottpn'ji 
elegant  little  poem  on  the  queen  of  Bohemia : 

Ye  meaner  beauties,  &c. 

And  among  Drummond's  Flowers  of  Zion, 
the  poem  which  begins. 

Amidst  the  azure  clear  of  Jordan's  sacred  streams, 

eminently  distinguishes  him,  whether  he  be  con- 
sidered as  a  phflosopher,  or  as  a  poet 

His  Polemo  Meddinia,  a  burlesque  poem, 
founded  on  a  ridiculous  fray  in  Fife,  is  written 
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yfith  more  thaiB  the  humour  of  *a  Swift  or  Peter 
Pindar;  and  may  a^rd  an  excellent  modem 
dassieal  amusement  to  our  nobility  and  gentry, 
who  cannot  bear  the  monstrous  bore  of  turning 
over  an  Ainsworth's  dictionary,  and  may  still 
have  retained  enough  of  the  charming  language 
of  the  Scipios,  to  be  able  to  taste  the  beauties 
of  the  dunghill-fight  These  slight  notices  and 
extracts,  I  have  scattered,  in  the  fond  hope  that 
th^y  may  draw  forth  the  quill  of  an  abler  eu- 
logist 

Ille  ego  qui  quondam  patris  perculsus  amore,  ' 

Civibus  oppressisy  libertaU  succurrere  ausim ; 
Nunc  arva  paterna  colo,  fugioque  limina  regunu 

Albanicus. 

POSTSCRIPT, 

What  has  been  written  concerning  the  per- 
son, fiunily,  and  residence  of  Drummond,  in 
the  account  of  his  writings,  may  be  thought 
sufficient  for  Scotland,  where  such  particulars 
are  well  known  by  the  public  ;  but  considering 
the  deserved  celebrity  of  the  poet,  I  have  thought 
proper  to  set  down  as  briefly  as  possible  ^  some 
circumstances  that  may  deserve  the  attention  of 
^e  people  of  taste  who  visit  Scotland,  to  con* 
template  its  picturesque  beauties,  and  to  medi- 
tate on  the  classic  footsteps  of  her  illustrious  ci* 
tizens. 

n  2 
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Drummond  was  descended  from  WilUam 
Drummond,  third  9on  df  sir  John  Drummond, 
of  Drummond,  by  Mary  de  Montefex,  eldest 
daughter  and  co-heiress  of  sir  William  de  Mon- 
tefex, high  Justiciary  of  Scotland.  The  patri- 
arch of  the  poet's  family  married  a  daughter 
and  co^heiress  of  sir  William  Airth  of  Airth  in 
Stirlingshire,  with  whom  he  got  the  barony  of 
Camoe. 

Sir  John  Drummond,  the  poet's  father,  who 
was  second  son  of  sir  Robert  Drummond  of 
Camoe,  bought  Hawtliomden,  in  the  year  1598, 
from  the  heirs  of  Douglas  of  Strathbrock,  a  & 
mily  which,  with  many  other  fair  and  opulent 
possessions,  had  held  Hawthomden  for  more 
than  two  centuries. 

The  caves  of  Hawthomden,  cut  by  human 
art  from  the  rock,  are  certainly  of  the  most  re- 
mote antiquity,  resembling  those  in  the  vicinity 
of  Thebes,  and  had  probably  served  for  the 
dwelling  or  fastnesses  of  the  aboriginal  na- 
tives of  the  country.  This  conjecture  is  sup- 
ported by  tradition,  and,  with  the  other  singu- 
larities of  the  place,  gives  a  sublimity  to  the 
scene.  Captain  Grose,  in  his  antiquities  of  Scot- 
land has  given  a  very  well  chosen  view  of  the 
sequestered  dale  or  den,  and  of  the  house  over- 
hanging the  romantic  rivulet  of  Esk. 
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The  reverend  Dr.  Abemethy  Drummond, 
who  married  the  heiress  as  above-mentioned, 
caused  to  be  engraved  on  a  stone  tablet,  placed 
over  Ben  Jonson's  seat,  an  inscription  to  the 
memory  of  his  own  ancestor,  sir  Laurence  Aber- 
nethy  of  Hawthornden,  and  to  his  wife's  relar 
tion,  the  poet  I  where,  if  the  public  or  the  fu- 
ture proprietors  of  the  place  should  erect  the 
busts  of  Drummond  and  Ben  Jonson,  they  ought 
to  be  placed  close  tQ  each  other  on  the  same 
therm. 

Dr.  Abernethy^s  inscription  concludes  witl^ 
(he  following  lines: 

O !  sacred  solitude,  divine  retreat. 

Choice  of  the  prudent,  envy  of  the  great. 

By  these  pure  streams,  or  in  thy  waving  shade^ 

I  court  fair  wisdom,  that  celestial  maid ; 

There,  from  the  ways  of  n^en  laid  safe  ashore 

I  smile  to  hear  the  distant  tempest  roar. 

There  blest  with  health,  with  business  unperplext, 

This  life  I  relish,  and  secure  the  next. 

The  inscription  over  the  door  of  the  house, 
engraved  by  order  of  the  poet,  is  as  follows : 

Divino  mimere  Gu]ielmu8 

Drummondus  JohanniS| 

Equitis  aurati  filius 

ut  honesto  otio  qui* 

esoeret  sibi  et  succes-v 

soribus  instauravit. 

Anno  1638. 

The  Bee,  Vol.  ix.  p.  41,  May  16, 1792. 
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Though  the  sonnets  and  madrigals  of  this  elegant  poet  be 
not  entirely  void  of  the  concetti  which  so  frequently  vitiate 
the  productions  of  his  Italian  models,  yet  are  they,  in  general, 
remarkable  for  delicacy,  sweetness,  and  simplici^,  to  a  degree, 
indeed,  unprecedented  at  the  period  in  which  he  wrote.  I  shall 
copy  one  sonnet,  not  selected  by  Mr.  Headley,  and  which  is  as 
valuable  for  the  dignity  and  independency  of  its  sentiment,  as 
for  the  beauty  of  its  expression : 

Tbrioe  bappjf  be'wlu>  by  fome  shady  proTe 

Far  from  the  clamoroiu  world,  doth  IItc  hU  owa, 

ThoBgh  folitary,  who  it  aot  aloae. 

But  doth  coDTene  with  that  eternal  love. 

O  bow  more  sweet  is  birds'  barmopious  moaa. 

Or  the  boane  sobbings  of  the  widew'd  dere, 

Thaa  those  snooth  wfaisp*riags  near  a  prince's  throne, 

Uniidi  good  make  doubtful,  do  the  ill  approve ! 

O !  how  more  sweet  is  sephyr't  wholesooM  breath 

And  sigiis  embalm'd,  which  new-bom  flow'rs  unfold. 

Than  that  applause  fain  honour  doth  bequeath ; 

How  sweet  are  streaoM  to  poison  drank  in  gold  I 

The  world  is  full  of  honours,  troubles,  slights  s 

Woods'  hannlcn  shades  have  only  true  deligblt. 


MO.  152*  THE  OLEAMEB.  lOS 


No.  CLIl. 


addnv  pondvs. 

HCMUT, 


GUiDg  to  trifles  too  mach  weij^t. 


Among  the  numerous  purchasers  of  coins,  mar^ 
bles,  bronzes,  antiquities,  and  natural  history, 
how  few  of  them  have  their  pursuits  directed  to 
any  rational  object ! 

Ancient  coins,  inscriptions,  or  sculptures^  are 
only  so  far  useful,  as  they  tend  to  the  illustra- 
tion of  history,  chronology,  or  the  state  of  the 
arts,  at  the  time  they  were  executed.  Nor  are 
the  greatest  collections  of  natural  history  worth 
preserving,  unless  employed  in  enabling  us  to 
conceive  some  of  the  wise  and  wonderful  arrange- 
ments of  the  Creator. 

These  are,  indeed,  the  proper  objects ;  but  I 
fear  the  majority  of  our  present  collectors  are 
actuated  by  other  motives,  and  rather  hqpe, 
that  being  possessed  of  rare  and  costly  articles 
will  serve  for  their  passport  to  fame,  be  admitted 
as  a  proof  of  their  learning  and  love  of  the 
sciences,  and  at  the  same  time  obliquely  insinu- 
ating some  idea  of  their  riches. 

Many  persons  feel  a  kind  of  pre-emtnenoe 
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from  possessing  a  unique  of  any  species  of 
virtu.  This  idea  was  carried  so  far  by  a  coii* 
noisseur  lately  d^ci&ased,  that  he  has  been  known 
to  purchase  duplicates  of  rare  prints,  at  very 
considerable  prices,  and  afterwards  to  destroy 
them,  in  order  to  render  them  still  more  scarce. 

Besides  these,  there  are  a  species  of  collectors, 
who  seem  to  have  a  rage  for  every  strange  and 
out-of-the-way  production  of  either  art  or  nature, ' 
without  having  any  particular  end  or  design ; 
such  was  the  man  whose  character  is  here  given. 

Jack  Cockle  was,  from  his  in&ncy,  a  lover  of 
rarities ;  all  uncommon  things  were  his  game : 
when  at  school,  he  would  give  half  his  week's 
allowance  for  a  taw  of  any  uncommon  size  or 
colour,  a  double  wall-nut,  a  Georgius  halfpenny, 
or  a  white  mouse ;  in  short,  any  thing  un- 
common, whether  natural  or  artificial,  excited 
his  desire  to  possess  it. 

As  he  grew  up,  his  taste  dilated,  and  mon- 
strous births  and  anatomical  preparations  were 
added  to  the  catalogue  of  his  researches.  Under 
this  influence,  I  have  known  him  ride  twenty 
miles  to  purchase  a  tortojseshell  boar  cat,  a  kit- 
ten with  three  eyes,  or  a  pig  with  but  one  ear. 
All  deviations  from  the  common  walk  of  nature, 
whether  of  deficiency  or  redundancy,  were  hk 
desiderata. 
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Being  possessed  of  plenty  of  money,  it  may 
easily  be  conceived  that  every  thing  deemed 
extraordinary,  found,  bom,  or  produced,  within 
£)rty  miles  of  his  residence,  was  brought  to  him ; 
so  that,  in  a  short  time,  his  museum  was  filled 
with  monsters  and  curiosities  of  every  denomi- 
nation, dried,  stuffed,  and  floating  in  spirits; 
and  as  his  possessions  increased,  his  rage  for 
collecting  grew  more  violent.     This  pursuit  not 
only  served  to  amuse  him,  but  besides  made 
him  derive  a  portion  of  satisfaction  from  real 
misfortunes.    For  instance : — Once,  when  his 
wife  miscarried  of  a  son  and  heir,  he  derived  great 
comfort  from  bottling  the  fetus  of  the  young 
squire.     Another  time,  at  the  manifest  risk  of 
his  life,  he  had  a  very  large  wen  cut  from  his  neck, 
not  so  much  with  a  desire  to  get  rid  of  that  un- 
sightly incumbrance,  as  from  the  consideration 
of  the  addition  it  would  make  to  his  subjects  in 
spirits.    And  not  long  ago,  his  wife,  being  with 
child,  was  terribly  frightened  by  a  pinch  from  a 
lobster,  carelessly  lefl  in  a  basket.    Jack,  who' 
really  loved  her,  was  much  distressed  at  the 
accident :  but  seemed  to  receive  comfort  from 
the  opinion  of  the  neighbouring  old  women, 
nurse,  and  midwife,  that  in  all  probability  the 
child  would,  in  some  of  its  limbs  or  members, 
f  esemble  the  object  of  its  mother^s  terror. 
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His  desire  to  investigate  uncinnmon  objects 
in  nature  sometiines  involved  him  in  very 
disagreeable  situations ;  and  once,  in  Ireland^ 
besides  a  terrible  beating,  had  nearly  drawn  on 
bim  a  criminal  prosecution*  The  case  was  as 
ibllows  :--«ccording  to  common  report,  there 
lure  in  that  country  a  few  remaining  desc^idante 
of  the  peqple  with  tails.  To  one  of  them,  an 
old  woman,  he  offered  a  handsome  sum  of  money 
for  an  ocular  proof  of  this  phenomenon ;  *andf 
on  her  refusal,  attempted  to  satisfy  his  curiosi^ 
by  force ;  a  scuffle  ensued,  the  old  woman  cried 
out,  and  brought  two  sturdy  fellows,  her  grand- 
sons, to  her  assistance,  who  beat  him  most  cruel- 
ly, and,  to  complete  his  misfortune,  laid  an  indid> 
ment  against  him  for  an  assault,  with  an  attempt 
to  ravish  their  grandmother;  and  it  was  not 
without  a  considerable  expense,  and  great 
trouble  and  interest,  that  the  matter  was  acconir 
modated.  / 

ThB  GmUMBLBK,  No.5. 


A  small  manuscript  book  was  found  at  the  old 
princess  inn,  in  King-street,  Norwich, some  years 
ago,  when  some  repairs  were  doing.  It  contains 
several  pieces  ef  poetry  written  by  different 
authors  and  at  different  times.    The  pieces  are 
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short,  and  generally  on  serious  topics ;  to  some 
of  our  readers,  who  delight  in  exploring  th^ 
scattered  relics  of  antiquity,  they  may  afibrd  gra* 
tification,  while  they,  at  the  same  time,  contain 
sentiments  and  imagery  which,  though  some* 
what  dis%ured  by  the  uncouth  dress  in  which 
they  appear,  are  nevertheless  pleasing.  Wt 
shall  occasionally  give  them  a  place. 

MARTILMASSE  DAYE. 

It  is  tlie  day  of  Martilmasse, 
Cuppes  of  ale  should  freelie  passe ; 
What  though  W3niter  has  begunne 
To  push  downe  the  summer  sumie. 
To  our  fire  we  can  betake, 
And  enjoye  the  crackling  brake. 
Never  heedinge  winter's  face 
On  the  day  of  Martilmasse. 

We  can  tell  what  we  have  scene 

While  the  hedge  sweete-breere  was  greene!; 

Who  did  hide  i'th'  barley-mow, 

Waitinge  for  her  love  I  trowe ; 

Whose  apron  longer  stringes  did  lacke. 

As  the  envious  girles  do  clacke ; 

Such  like  things  do  come  to  passe 

E'er  the  day  of  Martilmasse. 

Some  do  the  citie  now  frequent. 
Where  costlie  shews  and  merriment 
Do  weare  the  vaporish  ev'ninge  out 
With  interlude  and  revellinge  rout ; 
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Such  as  did  pleasure  Englande's  qaeene^ 
When  here  her  royal  Grace  was  seen; 
Yet  will  they  not  this  daye  let  passe, 
The  merrie  day  of  Martilmasse* 

Nel  had  left  her  wool  at  home. 

The  Flanderkin  hath  stayed  his  loom. 

No  beame  doth  swinge,  nor  wheel  go  rounds 

Upon  Gurguntum's  walled  ground ; 

"NMiere  now  no  anchorite  doth  dwell. 

To  rise  and  pray  at  Lenard's  bell : 

Martyn  hath  kicked  at  Balaam's  ass^ 

So  merrie  be  old  Martilmasse. 

When  the  dailie  sportes  be  don^» 
Round  the  inarket  crosse  they  runae, 
Prentis  ladde..  and  gallant  blade.. 
Dancing  with  their  gamesome  maids. 
Till  the  beadel,  stout  and  sowre. 
Shakes  his  bell,  and  calls  the  houre ; 
Then  farewell  ladde  and  farewell  lasse. 
To  th'  merry  night  of  Martilmasse. 

Martilmasse  shall  couie  againe. 
Spite  of  wind  and  snow  and  raine ; 
But  many  a  strange  thing  must  be  done. 
Many  a  cause  be  lost  and  wouji 
Many  a  tool  must  leave  his  pelfe. 
Many  a  worldlinge  cheat  himselfe. 
And  many  a  marvel  come  to  passe. 
Before  return  of  Martilmasse. 


H. 
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No.  CLIII. 


llie  master  of  the  magic  ■lie# 
His  Irajisilory  chaim  withdrewt 
Away  tk*  illasive  «'  objects**  flew. 

Wartoii* 


T&£  dean  of  the  cathedral  of  Badajoz  possessed 
more  learning  than  all  the  doctors  of  Salamanca, 
Aleala,  and  Coimbra  united.  He  was  master  of 
every  language  living  or  dead.  He  knew  all 
sciences,  divine  as  well  as  human ;  but,  unfortu- 
nately, he  was  ignorant  of  magic,  and  was  incon- 
solable for  it.  He  was  told  of  a  most  famous  ma- 
gician who  resided  in  the  suburbs  of  Toledo, 
called  Don  Torribio ;  he  ordered  his  mule  to  be 
saddled,  set  out  for  Toledo,  and  alighted  at  the 
door  of  a  miserable  house,  where  this  great  man 
lodged.  "  Sir  magician  (said  he,  as  he  came  up 
to  him)  I  am  the  dean  of  Badajoz.  The  learned, 
of  Spain  do  me  the  honour  to  call  me  their 
master;  I  come  to  you  to  request  a  more  glorious 
title,  that  of  becoming  your  disciple :  be  kind 
enough  to  initiate  me  in  the  mysteries  of  your 
art,  and  reckon  that  my  gratitude  will  be  de- 
serving such  kindness.'' 
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Don  Torribio  was  not  veiy  polite,  though  he 
piqued  himself  on  living  with  the  best  company 
in  hell.  He  told  the  dean  he  might  seek  another 
master  of  magic ;  that  far  him  he  was  quite 
tired  of  a  trade  where  he  gained  only  compli- 
ments  and  promises,  and  that  he  would  no  longer 
disgrace  the  occult  sciences  by  prostituting  them 
upon  ingratitude.  "  How  (cried  the  dean), 
can  it  be  possible,  signor  Don  Torribio,  that 
you  have  met  with  ungrateful  persons ;  I  hope 
you  will  do  me  more  justice  than  to  confound 
me  with  such  monsters."  He  then  detailed  a 
long  string  of  maxims  and  apothegms  on  grati- 
tude ;  he  harangued  with  the  kindest  voice,  and 
with  all  the  appearance  of  truth,  every  thing 
his  memory  could  supply  him  with ;  in  short, 
he  spoke  so  well,  that  the  sorcerer,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  owned  he  could  refuse  nothing 
to  one  who  knew  so  many  fine  quotations. 
•*Jacintha,"  says  he  to  his  housekeeper,.  **  put 
two  partridges  to  the  fire :  I  hope  the  dean  will 
do  me  the  honour  to  sup  here  to-night.''  He 
then  led  him  into  his  study,  where,  after  having 
touched  his  forehead,  he  repeated  these  mystical 
words,  which  the  reader  is  entreated  not  to  for- 
get, *^  ortobolan,  pitstafier,  onagrion ;"  then, 
without  farther  preparation,  he  began  to  explain 
to  him  the  prolegomenas  of  magic 
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The  new  disciple  was  listening  with  an  atten^i 
tion  that  scarce  permitted  him  to  breathe,  wheii 
Jacintha  entered  hastily » followed  by  a  little  man» 
booted  to  his  middle,  and  dirty  to  his  shoulders, 
who  wished  to  speak  to  the  dean  on  a  matter  of 
the  greatest  importance.  He  was  a  courier  that 
his  unde  the  bishop  of  Badajoz  had  sent  after 
him,  to  inform  him  that  a  few  hours  after  hii^ 
departure  his  lordship  had  been  seized  with  an 
ap(^lectic  fit,  that  he  was  very  ill,  and  that  the 
most  alarming  consequences  were  to  be  appre-^ 
hended.  The  dean  cursed  heartily  to  himself 
and  without  scandal,  the  apoplexy,  the  bishop, 
and  the  courier,  who  all  three  had  so  badly 
chosen  the  time  to  interrupt  him.  He  got  rid 
of  the  courier  by  ordering  him  to  return  directly 
to  Badajoz,  and  telling  him  he  would  be  there 
as  soon  as  himself,  and  then  returned  to  his 
lesson,  as  if  neither  uncle  nor  apoplexy  had 
existed. 

Some  days  afterwards,  more  news  came  fi*om 
Badajoz ;  but  this  was  scarce  worth  attending 
to.  The  high  chanter,  and  two  of  the  oldest 
canons  came,  and  notified  to  the  dean  that 
his  uncle,  the  most  reverend  bishop,  was  gone 
to  receive  the  recompense  of  his  virtue  in 
heaven,  and  that  the  chapter,  legally  a&sembled, 
had  elected  him  to  fill  the  vacant  seat ;  and 
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they  begged  of  him  to  come  and  console  the 
church  of  Badajoz,  his  new  spouse.  Don  Tor- 
ribio  was  present  at  the  harangue  of  the  deputies, 
and  took  advantage  of  it  lilce  a  clever  fellow : 
he  called  the  new  bishop  aside,  drid,  after  a 
proper  compliment  on  the  occasion,  told  hcpi 
he  had  a  son,  named  Don  Benjamin,  who,  with 
much  wit  and  good  inclinations,  had  not  the 
smallest  taste  or  talent  for  the  occult  sciences ; 
that  he  meant  him  for  the  church,  and,  thanks 
to  heaven,  he  had  succeeded  in  the  pious  design; 
for  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  that  his 
son  acted  as  one  of  the  most  deserving  of  the 
clergy  of  Toledo ;  therefore  he  most  humbly 
entreated  his  highness,  that  he  would  resign  to 
Don  Benjamin  his  deanery  of  Badajoz,  which 
he  could  not  hold  with  the  bishopric.  **  Alas !" 
replied  the  prelate,  with  some  confusion,  "I 
shall  ever  be  most  happy  when  I  can  do  kny 
thing  you  request ;  but  I  must  inform  you  I  have 
a  very  old  relation,  whose  heir  I  am,  and  who 
is  fit  only  to  be  a  dean :  now  if  I  do  not  give 
it  him,  I  shall  have  a  quarrel  with  my  whole 
family,  of  which  I  am  fond  even  to  a  degree  of 
weakness ;  but,'*  added  he,  **  don't  you  intend  to 
come  to  Badajoz  ?  You  will  not  have  the  cruelty 
to  leave  me  when  I  am  beginning  to  be  of  service 
to  you  ?  Believe  me,  my  dear  master,  let  us  set 
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out  together,  and  only  think  of  instructing  your 
pupil ;  for  I  will  take  upon  me  the  establii^h- 
nient  of  Don  Benjamin^  and  will  do  more  for 
him  than  his  father  now  requires*  A  paltry 
deanery  in  Estramadura  is  not  a  proper  be-: 
nefice  for  the  son  of  a  man  like  you." 
'  The  civilians  would  say,  that  such  a  bargain 
was  simony  which  the  prelate  proposed  to  the  sor- 
cerer ;  nevertheless,  it  is  certain,  that  these  two 
illustrious  persons  concluded  it  without  feeling 
any  scruples.  Don  Torribio  followed  his  disciple 
to  Badajoz;  he  bad  handsome  apartments  in  the 
episcopal  palace,  and  saw  himself  respected  as 
the  favourite  of  his  lordship,  and  as  a  kind  of 
vicar-general.  Under  the  conduct  of  do  able  a 
master,  the  bishop  made  very  rapid  improve- 
ments in  the  hidden  sciences ;  he  gave  himself 
tip  to  it  at  first,  with  an  intemperate  ardour,  but 
by  degrees  he  moderated  his  passion,  so  that  it 
did  not  interfere  with  the  duties  of  his  see.  He 
was  perfectly  convinced  of  the  truth  of  a 
ftiaxim  very  necessary  for  all  bishop-sorcerers, 
philosophers,  or  men  of  letters,  that  it  is  not 
merely  sufficient  to  attend  the  nocturnal  meetings 
tf  the  spirits,  that  their  minds  should  be  adorned 
with  what  human  science  has  made  most  intricate 
and  curious,  but  that  they  ought  to  point  out  to 
ethers  the  prqper  road  to  heaven,  and  to  instil 

VOL.  IV.  I 
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into  the  souls  of  the  faithful  wholesome  doctrines 
and  good  behaviour.  It  was  by  following  such 
wise  principles  that  the  learned  prelate  filled  all 
Christendom  with  the  &me  of  his  merit ;  and 
when  he  expected  it  least,  he  saw  himself 
nominated  to  the  archbishopric  of  Compostella. 
The  people  and  clergy  of  Badajoz,  as  msj  be 
easily  imagined,  lamented  such  an  event,  as  it 
deprived  them  of  their  worthy  pastor;. and  the 
i;:anons  of  the  cathedral;  as  the  last  mark  of  their 
respect  and  attachment,  unanimously  desired 
of  him  to  name  his  successor.  Don  Torribio 
did  not  miss  so  good  an  opportunity  to  advance 
his  son :  he  asked  the  bishopric  of  the  oew 
archbishop,  and  it  was  with  all  the  grace  imac 
jginable  that  the  archbi^op  refused  it  him. 
*^  He  had  so  much  veneration  for  his  dear 
master !— he  was  so  grieved !— so  very^  much 
ashamed  to  refuse  what  appeared  scarcely 
A  request !-^But  how  could  he  act  otherwises! 
Don  Ferdinand  de  Lara,  constable  of  Cas« 
tile,  had  asked  this  bishopric  for  his  natural 
son;  and  though  he  had  never  seen  the  con« 
stable,  he  was  under  such  strong,  secret,  and 
old  obligations  to  him,  that  he  felt  it  as  his 
indispensable  duty  to  prefer  the  old  benefac* 
tor  to  the  new  one:  but  if  he  would  consider 
it  well,  it  would  not  appear  so  very  harsh;  for 
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he  would  see  what  he  might  with  certainty 
depend  upon  when  liis  turn  came,  and  come  it 
soon  must.'*  The  magician  had  the  politeness 
to  believe  all  this,  and  made  himself  as  happy 
as  he  could  with  its  being  given  up  to  Don 
Ferdinand. 

Nothing  was  thought  of  now,  but  the  prepara:- 
tions  for  setting  out  to  take  possession  of  Com«< 
postella,  though  it  was  scarce  worth  while?, 
considering  the  ^hort  time  they  were  to  remain 
there.  A  chamberlain  from  the  pope  brought, 
a  few  months  afterwards,  the  cardinal's  hat,  with 
a  complimentary  brief  from  his  holiness,  who 
invited  him  to  come  and  assist  him  with  his 
counsels,  in  governing  the  Christian  world;  he 
permitted  the  archbishop  to  dispose  of  his  mitre 
in  favour  of  whom  he  pleased.  Don  Torribio 
was  not  at  Compostella  when  the  pope's  mes- 
•  senger  came  there ;  he  w^as  on  a  visit  to  his  dejtr 
son,  who  still  remained  a  poor  curate  to  a  small 
parish  in  Toledo ; — ^he  soon  returned ;  but  for 
this  time  he  had  not  the  trouble  to  request  the 
vacant  archbishopric.  The  prelate  ran  out  to 
meet  him  with  open  arms :  **  My  dear  master,  I 
am  happy  to  tell  you  two  pieces  of  good  news 
instead  of  one  j  your  disciple  is  a  cardinal,  and 
your  son  will  shortly  be  one,  or  I  have  no  interest 
at  Rome.     I  wished  in  the  mean  time  to  have 
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made  him  archbishop  of  Compostella ;  but  only 
think  how  unfortunate  he  is^  or  rather  I  am  > 
my  mother,  whom  1  left  at  Badajoz,  has  written 
to  me,  during  your  absence,  a  cruel  letter,  which 
has  totally  disconcerted  all  my  measures.  She 
insists  upon  my  nominating,  as  my  successor, 
the  archdeacon  of  my  former  church,  the 
licenciate  Don  Fablos  de  Salazar,  her  confessor 
and  intimate  friend  ;  she  threatens  me  with  her 
death,  if  she  does  not  obtain  what  she  wishes 
for  her  dear  ghostly  father,  and  I  have  not  a 
doubt  but  she  will  keep  her  word.  My  dear 
master,  put  yourself  in  my  place,  shall  I  kill  my 
mother  ?  Don  Torribio  was  not  a  man  to  recom- 
mend a  parricide  ;  he  applauded  the  nomination 
of  Don  Fablos,  and  did  not  show  the  smallest 
'  resentment  against  the  mother  of  the  prelate. 

This  mother,  if  it  must  be  known,  was  a  good 
sort  of  an  old  woman,  almost  childish,  who  lived 
with  her  cat  and  housekeeper,  and  scarce  knew 
the  name  of  her  confessor.  Was  it  likely  that  it 
.  w^as  she  who  gave  the  archbishopric  to  Don  Pa- 
bios?  was  it  not  rather  a  very  devout  and  pretty 
Galician  widow,  a  near  relation  of  the  arch- 
deacon's, at  whose  home  his  lordship  most 
assiduously  edified  himself  during  his  stay  at 
Compostella  ?  However  it  may  be,  Don  TorriWo 
followed  his  new  highness  to  Rome.    Scarce 
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were  they  arrived  there  when  the  pope  died. 
It  is  easy  to  foresee  where  this  event  will  lead  us : 
the  conclave  is  opened,  the  whole  sacred  college 
unite  in  fevour  of  the  Spanish  cardinal ; — ^he  is 
now  pope !  After  the  ceremonies  of  the  exalta* 
tion,  Don  Torribio,  admitted  to  a  private 
audience,  wept  with  joy  as  he  kissed  the  feet  of 
his  pupil,  whom  he  saw  fill  the  pontifical  throne 
with  so  much  dignity.  He  modestly  represented 
his  long  and  faithful  services ;  he  reminded  his 
holiness  of  his  promises,  inviolable  promises, 
and  which  had  been  renewed  before  he  entered 
the  conclave ;  he  hinted  a  few  words  about  the 
hat,  which  he  hrd  just  quitted  in  receiving  the 
tiara ;  but,  instead  of  asking  the  hat  for  Doni 
Benjamin,  he  ended  by  a  trait  of  moderation, 
scarce  to  be  credited :  He  protested  he  re* 
nounced  all  ambitious  expectations;  his  son 
and  himself  would  be  happy  if  his  holiness,  with 
his  benediction,  would  have  the  goodness  to  give 
them  a  small  civil  employment;  or  an  annuity  fov 
their  lives,  that  would  be  sufficient  for  the 
moderate  wants  of  an  ecclesiastic  and  a  philo* 
topher. 

During  this  little  harangue,  the  sovereign 
pontiff  was  asking  himself  what  he  should  da 
with  his  preceptor.  Could  not  he  do  without 
him  ?  And  did  not  he  know  as  much  of  magic 
as  became  a  pope  ?  Would  it  be  proper  for  him 
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to  appear  at  their  nocturnal  meetings,  and  sub- 
mit  to  the  indecent  ceremonials  which  are 
observed  at  thgm  ?  Every  reflection  made  his 
holiness  judge  that  Don  Torribio  would  not 
only  be  useless,  but  even  troublesome  to  him ; 
and  this  point  being  decided,  he  ,was  in  no 
difficulty  what  answer  to  make.  This  is  literally 
his  answer : 

"  We  have  learned  with  grief,  that  under 
pretjext  of  the  occult  sciences,  you  hold  a 
correspondence  with  the  prince  of  darkness  and 
of  liars ;  which  we  not  only  exhort  you  to  expiate 
by  a  penitence  proportionate  to  the  enormity  of 
such  a  crime,  but  also  order  you  to  quit  the  terri- 
tories  of  the  church  within  three  days,  under 
pain  of  being  given  up  to  the  secular  arms,  and 
the  rigour  of  the  flames." 

Don  Torribio,  without  being  disconcerted, 
repeated  backwards  the  three  mysterious  words, 
which  the  reader  ought  to  have  remembered ; 
and,  opening  a  window,  he  bawled  out  as  loud 
as  he  could,  **  Jacintha !  put  only  one  partridge 
to  the  fire,  for  the  dean  will  not  sup  here  to 
night" 

This  was  a  thunder-clap  to  the  pretended  pope; 
he  rcaoyered  suddenly  from  a  kind  of  ecstasy, 
which  the  three  magical  sounds  had  first  thrown 
him  into ;  he  saw  that  instead  of  being  in  the 
Vfttic^n,  he  was  still  at  Toledo  in  the  study  of 
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Don  Torribio  j  by  looking  at  the  clock,  he  found 
he  had  scarce  been  an  hour  in  this  fatal  study 
where  the  dreams  were  so  delightful. 

In  less  than  an  hour  he  had  fancied  himself 
magician,  bishop,  archbishop,  cardinal,  pope, 
and  found  himself  at  last  really  a  dupe  and  a 
knave.  Every  thing  had  been  illusion  except 
his  own  deceit,  and  the  proofs  he  had  given 
of  his  treachery  and  badness  of  heart.  He  left 
the  room  in  silence,  found  his  mule  where  he 
had  lef):  him,  and  returned  again  to  Badajoz, 
without  having  learned  to  caist  a  nativity. 

The  Bee,  vol.  vii.  p.  203,  February  8, 1792. 

This  tale  is  translated  from  the  French  of  the  Abb6  Blan« 
chet;  who  was  indebted,  for  the  outline  of  it,  to  an  eld  bool^ 
much  esteemed  in  Spain^  called  El  Conde  Lucanor, 
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No.  CUV. 


Prtsca  gens  mortaliiiin* 

BomAt* 

Our  foreftUhm*  nnlic  life, 

BoteAW0r« 


One  of  our  celebrated  writers  has  observed, 
that  there  is  nothing  so  indifferent  to  lis,  that 
we  can  say  without  a  disagreeable  sensation, 
^*  we  have  seen  the  last  of  if  To  the  truth  of 
this  remark,  every  man  who  has  lived  long  in  the 
world  can  give  his  testimony^  I  am  myself  a  man 
of  little  more  than  fifty  years  of  age,  and  yet  I 
have  nearly  out-lived  divers  species  of  men  and 
animals,  as  well  as  a  variety  of  customs,  fashions, 
and  opinions ;  and  I  can  truly  say,  that,  although 
some  of  them  were  not  the  most  agreeable,  I 
cannot  help  recollecting  them  with  a  degree  of 
complacency  closely  bordering  on  regret. 

When  I  was  a  young  man,  there  existed  in 
the  &milies  of  most  unmarried  men  or  widowers 
of  the  rank  of  gentlemen,  residents  in  the  coun-^ 
try,  a  certain  antiquated  female,  either  maiden 
or  widow,  commonly  an  aunt  or  cousin.  Her 
dress  I  have  now  before  me ;  it  consisted  of  a 
stiff  starched  cap  »nd  hood,  a  little  hoop,  a  ricb 
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silk  damask  gown  with  large  flowei^.  She  leant 
on  an  ivory-headed  crutch-cane,  and  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  £it  phthisicky  dog  of  the  pug  kind, 
who  commonly  reposed  on  a  cushion,  and  en-> 
joyed  the  privilege  of  snarling  at  the  servants, 
occasionally  biting  their  heels  with  impunity. 

By  the  side  of  this  good  o}d  lady  jingled  a 
bunch  of  keys,  securing,  in  different  closets  and 
comer-cupboards,  all  sorts  of  cordial  waters, 
cherry  and  raspberry  brandy,  washes  for  the  com-* 
plexion,  Da^'s  elixir,  a  rich  seed-cake,  a  num« 
ber  of  pots  of  currant-jelly  and  raspberry-jam, 
with  a  range  of  gallipots  an4  phials,  containing 
salves,  electuaries,  juleps,  and  purges,  for  the 
use  of  the  poor  neighbours.  The  daily  business 
of  this  good  lady  was  to  scold  the  maids,  collect 
eggs,  feed  the  turkeys,  and  assist  at  all  lyings-in 
that  happened  within  the  parish.  Alas!  this 
being  is  no  more  seen ;  and  the  race  is,  like  that 
of  her  pug  dog  and  the  black  rat,  totally  extinct. 

Another  character,  now  worn  out  and  gone, 
was  the  country  squire,  I  mean  the  little  inde- 
pendent gentleman  of  three  hundred  pounds  per 
annum,  who  commonly  appeared  in  a  plain  drab 
or  plush  coat,  large  silver  buttons,  a  jockey  cap, 
and  rarely  without  boots.  His  travels  never 
exceeded  the  distance  of  the  county  town,  and 
^t  only  at  assize  and  session  time,  or  to  at-« 
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tend  an  election.  Once  a  week  he  commonly 
dined  at  the  next  market-town,  with  the  attor- 
nies  and  justices.  This  man  went  to  church  re- 
gularly, read  the  weekly  journal,  settled  the  pa^ 
rochial  dilutes  between  the  parish  officers  at 
Ae  vestry,  and  afterwards  adjourned,  to  the 
neighbouring  ale-house,  where  he  usually  got 
drunk' for  the  good  of  his  country.  'He  nevef 
l^syed  at  cards  biit  at  Christmas,  when  a  family 
pock  was  produced  from  the  mantle-piece.  He 
was  commonly  followed  by  a  couple  of  grey- 
hounds and  a  pointer,  and  announced  his  arrival 
at  k  neighbour's  house  by  smacking  his  whip,  or 
giving  the  view-halloo.  His  drink  was  generally 
ale,  except  on  Christmas,  the  fifth  of  November, 
or  some  other  gala  days,  when  he  would  make 
a  bowl  of  strong  brandy  punch  garnished  with  a 
toast  and  nutmeg.  A  journey  to  London  was, 
by  one  of  these  men,  reckoned  as  great  an  un- 
dertaking, as  is  at  present  a  voyage  to  the  East 
Indies,  and  undertaken  with  scarce  less  precau- 
tion and  preparation. 

The  mansion  of  one  of  these  squires  was  of 
plaster  striped  with  timber,  not  unaptly  called 
c^dlimanco-work,  or  of  red  brick,  large  case- 
mented  bow-windows,  a  porch  with  seats  in  it, 
and  over  it  a  study;  the  eaves  of  the  house  well 
iohabited  by  swallows,  and  the  court  set  round 
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with  holly-hocks.    Near  the  gate  a  horse-block 
for  the  conveniency  of  mounting. 

The  hall  was  furnished  with  flitches  of  bacon^ 
and  the  mantle-piece  with  guns  and  fishing-rods 
of  different  dimensions,  accompanied  by  the 
broadsword,  partizan,  and  dagger,  borne  by  his 
ancestor  in  the  civil  wars.  The  vacant  spaces 
were  occupied  by  stags*  horns.  Against  the 
wall  was  posted  King  Charles's  Golden  Rules, 
Vincent  Wing's  Almanac,  and  a  portrait  of  the 
Duke  of  Marlborough  ;  in  his  window  lay  Ba- 
ker's Chronicle,  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs,  Gl^- 
ville  on  Apparitions,  Quincey's  Dispensatory, 
The  Complete  Justice,  and  a  Book  of  Farriery. 

In  the  corner,  by  the  fire-side,  stood  a  large 
wooden -two-armed  chair  with  a  cushion  ;v  and 
within  the  chimney-corner  were  a  couple  of 
seats.  Here,  at  Christmas,  he  entertained  his 
tenants  assembled  round  a  glowing  fire  made  of 
the  roots  of  trees,  and  other  great  logs,  and  told 
and  heard  the  traditionary  tales  of  the  village 
respecting  ghosts  and  witches,  till  fear  made 
them  afraid  to  move.  In  the  mean  time  the 
jorum  of  ale  was  in  continual  circulation. 

The  best  parlour,  which  was  never  opened 
but  on  particular  occasions,  was  furnished  with 
Turk-worked  chairs,  and  hung  round  with  por- 
traits of  hi3  ^npestors  >  the  men  in  the  character 
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of  shepherds,  with  their  crooks,  dressed  in  fiiD 
suits  and  huge  full-bottomed  perukes;  others 
in  complete  armour  or  buff  coats,  playing  on 
the  base-viol  or  lute.  The  females  likewise  as 
shepherdesses,  with  the  lamb  and  crook,  all  ha- 
bited in  high  heads  and  flowing  robes. 

Alas!  these  men  and  these  houses  are  no 
more ;  the  luxury  of  the  times  has  obliged  them 
^o  quit  the  country,  and  become  the  humble 
dependants  on  great  men,  to  solicit  a  place  or 
commission  to  live  in  London,  to  rack  their 
tenants,  and  draw  their  rents  before  due.  •  The 
venerable  mansion,  in  the  mean  time,  is  sufiered 
to  tumble  down,  or  is  partly  upheld  as  a  farm- 
house ;  till,  after  a  few  years,  the  estate  is  con- 
veyed to  the  steward  of  the  neighbouring  lord, 
or  else  to  some  nabob,  contractor,  or  limb  of 
the  law. 

The  Grumbler^  No.  11* 


BeserU  lode  et  damnata  lolitadioedomu!,  totaqne 
illi  moostro  rclicta* 

Pumus  Secuvdvk, 

By  these  means  the  home  was  at  last  deserted,  as 
being  deemed  atM»oIately  nninhabitable  j  so  that  it 
was  now  entirely  abandoned  to  the  ghost. 

MlUfOTH* 


A  few  years  ago,  a  woman  who  rented  a  snug 


KG.  154.  THE  GLEANER.  125 

house  in  Dublin,  alarmed  the  neighbourhood 
'with  a  strange  story  of  a  ghost,  dressed  as  a  fe- 
male in  black  robes,  that  opened  the  curtains 
of  her  bed,  surrounded  by  an  illumination  like 
lightning,  and,  with  a  countenance  labouring  un- 
der some  heavy  burden,  beckoned  the  woman 
to  follow  her.  The  person  haunted  called  iii 
two  relations  to  sleep  witli  her  next  night ;  but 
they  were  also  equally  frightened  with  groans 
and  an  uncommon  noise,  and  left  the  house 
next  day. 

The  occupier  of  the  house  still  persisted  that 
she  Was  not  only  haunted,  but  threatened  by 
the  ghost ;  and  to  this  she  made  the  most  solemn 
oaths,  as  well  as  imprecations,  and  accordingly 
took  lodgings  in  a  neighbouring  street. 

The  story  having  gone  abroad,    hundreds 
were  daily  drawn  by  curiosity  into  the  street 
where  the  haunted  house  was :  and  it  becoming 
the  subject  of  conversation  every  where,  Mr. 
Nolan,  so  well  known  for  his  poetical  and  poli- 
tical abilities,  took  up  a  sporting  bet,  that  he 
would  suffer  himself  to  be  locked  up  in  the 
house  one  whole  night,  without  the  company 
of  any  human  being.     About  nine  o'clock  he 
went,  and  was  shut  up ;  but  for  the  sake  of  de- 
fence against  any  improper  practices,  he  took 
with  him  a  dog  and  a  case  of  loaded  pistols,  and 
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was  not  released  till  six  o'clock  next  momingi 
when  he  was  found  by  his  companions — £ist 
asleep. 

The  following  elegant  stanzas  will  best  show 
the  situation  of  his  mind  during  the  time  of  his 
vigils.  Suffice  it  to  say,  he  saw  no  ghost,  though 
he  heard  a  great  deal  of  noise;  and  loudly 
threatened  to  shoot  the  first  who  should  ap- 
proach him,  whether  of  this  wcwld  or  the  other. 
This  discreet  ghost  desisted,  and  the  people  got 
rid  of  their  fears  in  that  neighbourhood. 

STANZAS, 
WRITTEN  IN  A  HAUNTED  R00M« 


tF  from  the  cerements  of  the  silent  dead 
Our  long  departed  friends  could  rise  anew; 

Why  feel  a  horror,  or  conceive  a  dread, 

To  see  again  those  friends  whom  once  we  knew? 

Father  of  All !  thou  gav'st  not  to  our  ken. 
To  view  beyond  the  ashes  of  our  grave ; 

'Tis  not  the  idle  tales  of  busy  men 
That  can  the  mind  appal. — The  truly  bravt. 

Seated  on  reason's  adamantine  throne. 

Can  place  the  soul,  and  fears  no  ills  unknown. 

O!  if  the  flinty  prison  of  the  grave 

Could  loose  its  doors,  and  let  the  spirit  flee^ 

Wliy  not  return  tlie  wise,  the  just,  the  braver 
And  set  once  more  the  pride  of  ages  firee  I 
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Why  not  restore  a  Socrates  again  ? 

Or  give  thee,  Newton,  as  the  first  of  men  i 

In  this  lone  room  where  now  I  patient  wait. 

To  try  if  souls  departed  can  appear, 
O  could  a  Burgh  escape  his  prison  gate. 

Or  could  I  think  Latouche's  form  was  near ! 
Why  fear  to  view  the  shades  which  long  must  be 
Sacred  to  freedom  and  to  charity  ? 

A  little  onward  ia  the  path  of  life. 

And  all  must  stretch  in  death  their  mortal  frame; 
A  few  short  struggles  end  the  weary  strife. 

And  blot  the  frail  memorial  o£  our  name. 
Tom  from  the  promontory's  lofty  brow. 
In  time  the  rooted  oak  itself  lies,  low* 

Thb  Bbjb,  voL  xvii.  p.  182,  Oct.  J,  179?, 
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No.  CLV. 


Hoc  ja?eiicft  fgr^ium  ptm^tmtk  mncre  don«. 

VmoiLr 

I  present  the  **  ingenions**  ycmth  with  thit  distin- 
.gttiahcd  mark  of  ny  rrgard  and  hit  nerit. 


I  AM  glad  to  find,  that  you  are  so  keenly  en- 
gaged in  the  study  of  history  and  the  belles 
lettres ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  but,  if  you  perse- 
vere, you  will  soon  make  such  proficiency  as  to 
furnish  yourself  with  a  very  interesting  amuse- 
ment. But  in  this,  as  in  every  other  pursuit, 
you  must  lay  your  account  with  meeting  with 
disappointments.  Here  you  will  soon  perceive, 
that  all  is  not  gold  that  glitters  ;  and  when  you 
think  you  have  acquired  full  information  on  one 
head,  it  will  not  be  long  before  you  will  be 
obliged  to  unlearn  what  you  have  been  taught, 
and  to  begin  anew  the  laborious  task  of  investi- 
gation after  you  thought  it  had  been  completed. 
To  assist  you  as  much  as  in  my  power,  I  shall  en- 
deavour to  give  you  some  general  notions  of  what 
you  are  to  expect  in  the  writings  of  some  of  our 
most  celebrated  authors.  To  know  the  gene- 
ral  character  of  these  writers,  Ivill  put  you  on 
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your  guard  in  reading  their  vorks,  and  wijl  the 
better  enable  you  to  avoid  their  errors,  and  to 
benefit  by  their  knowledge. 

Hume  is,  with  justice,  accounted  a  writer  of 
the  first  rank  in  this  nation.  He  possessed  great 
energy  of  mind,  a  strong  nervous  mode  of  ex* 
pression,  and  a.  concise  and  perspicuous  style* 
Few  authors  hsave  written  with  greater  perspi* 
cuity,  and  none  knew  better  than  he  did  how 
to  place  a  &vourite  object  in  a  conspicuous 
point  of  view,  or  to  sink  what  did  not  serve 
his  purpose  in  the  shade,  or  to  keep  it  entirely 
out  of  sight  Yet  with  all  these  talents  he  had 
great  defects.  Nature  bestowed  upon  him  strong 
mental  powers  f  but  he  relied  too  much  on  their 
assistance^^  He  was  indolent  in  research ;  and 
wished  to  enjoy  literary  fame  at  as  small  an  ex* 
pense  of  this  kind  of  Hterary  drudgery  as  possible. 
Fond  of  metaphysical  investigations,  which  gave 
iidl  scope  to  his  s[ieculative  ardour  without  much 
extraneous  research,  he  attached  himself  to  that 
mode  of  reasoning  from  his  earliest  infancy ;  and 
never  could  depart  from  it  Hence  it  has  hap* 
pened,  that  his  reasoning,  though  specious  an(| 
plausible,  is  oflen  sophistical  and  erroneous.  Hit 
notions  of  political  economy,  not  being  founded 
on  &cts,  but  on  the  imaginations  of  his  own  mind, 
are,  in  general,  crude  and  imperfect }  and  hia 
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specuiatioiis  cm  these  subjects  fiUlacious.  Being 
a  stcaDger  to  mathematical  knowledge,  and  in  bo 
wise  versant  in  general  physics,  he  was  unabk 
to  appreciate  the  merit  of  a  Bdcion,  or  a  New- 
ton;.  Their  works  made  neadj  the  same  im« 
{Hussion  on  his  mind,  asf  a  description  of  colours 
may.  probably  prodace  tm  the  imagination  of  a 
blind  man.  A  Shakspeare  and  a  Milton  were, 
HI  like  manner,  greatly  beyond  the  sphere  of 
Jus  mental  ken.  Destitute  of  these  perceptions, 
ivfaich  convey  to  the  mind  those,  exquisite  sem 
•itionsxleinominated  by  the  woifd  taste,  he  read 
their -writing  with  indifierence,  and  "wondered 
what  any  person  CQ«dd  see  in  them  to  excite 
thote  exttavagant  emotions  whidi  he  viewed  as 
Httle:idiort  ofi.  insanity.  To  k  the  pleasures  and 
pains  of  love,  he  too  waS'  a  stranger.*  .  Can 'we 
then  wonder  that  the  judgment  he  jEbrmed  of 
men  and  tJiings  was  often  erroneous  ?  Yet  his 
chief  aim,  in  every  part  of  his  histoiy,  is  to  pre- 
sent the  actions  of  men  as  prboeeding  from  mo- 

*  Never  was  a  more  unnatural,  cofmc^on  formed  between 
two  men,  than  that  which  was  attempted  between  Hume  and 
Rousseau.  It  was  like  an  attempt  to  unite  fire  and  ice.  The 
leBult  10  weD  knowD.  It  was  exactly  wbat  any  man  of  seme 
who  knew  them  both  could  hgye.  predicted.  Hipne  and  Roos- 
seau  no  more  understood  each  other,  than  if  the  one  had 
known  no  other  language  but  Hebrew,  ahd  the  other  En* 
gKjsii.^.  .  .  .     .     .      •. 
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lives  which  were  familiar  to  him.  It  is  there- 
fore  uniformly  tinged  with  a  colouring,  that  is 
fkr  from  possessing  that  infinite  diversity  which 
nature  invariably  J)roduces,  and  which  Shak- 
Speare  would  have  imitated.  In  accompan3ring 
him,  you  are  introduced  into  a  fairy  land 
which  is  extremely  beautiful  while  you  skim  thfe 
surface  only,  but  no  sooner  do  you  attempt  t0 
enter  more  deeply  on  the  subject,  than  yom  find 
you  have  been  deceived  at  every  step ;  and  that 
nothing  can  be  more  fallacious  than  the  picture 
he  has  given  of  the  transactions  that  have  come 
under  his  review. 

Robertson  possesses  talents  of  a  different  kind, 
that  are  not  less  conspicuous,  and  defects  that 
as  necessarily  result  from  these,  as  those  which* 
belonged  to  his  illustrious  contemporary-  His 
mind,  less  vigorous,  though  ihore  cultivated, 
dared  not  to  range  so  much  at  large  in  the  ;re* 
gions  of  Parnassus.  He  hazards  not  suqh  dar- 
ing thoughts,  nor  clbthes  them  in  siich  ardent 
expressions.  His  language  is  ?asy,  flowing,  and 
correct;  his  periods  are'musicd,  and  elegantly 
rounded ;  but  his  thoughts  are  not  so  natural 
Hor  so  easy ;  nor  dares  he  venture  to  be  so  con- 
cise  and  clear.  No  adept  in  the  principles  of 
political  legislation,  and  conscious  .of  this  de- 
ftct,  he  tries  W  conceal  it  by  a  combination  of 
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beautiful  words,  whicb,  though  conveying  no 
precise  ideas,  seem  to  discover  great  depth  of 
reasoning  to  those  who  are  no  better  informed 
than  himself.  Unable,  too^  to  trace  the  actipns  of 
inen  from  thoset  principles  that  affected  their  va^ 
rious  minds,  he  has  contrived  to  write  in  a  man^i 
ner  that  did  not  render  this  defect  perceptible. 
His  history  is  a  string  of  aphorisms,  of  which 
the  events  he  relates  are  adduced  as  illustnu 
dons ;  the  mind  is  therefore  prejudiced  be&re 
it  becomes  acquainted  with  &cts  on  wbiqh  that 
judgment  is  founded.  And  should  it  happen^ 
that  the  facts,  as  they  really  occurred,  do  not 
prove  exact  illustrations  of  the  aphorism,  can 
we  be  surprised  that  they  should  be  sometimes 
SO.  moulded  as  to  make  them  se^m  perfectly 
iitted  for  the  purpose?  From  this  mode  of 
writing  history,  you  will^sily  perceive  that  9C^ 
curate  information  is  not  to  be  obtained. 

But  notwithstanding  these  great  defects,  it  is 
not  without  reason  that  T>v*  iKobertson  has  ob- 
tained a  very  high  degree  of  applause ;  for  few 
writers,  perhaps,  in  any  tongue,  have  e:Kcelled 
him  in  the  purity  of  his  language,  in  the  luxuriant 
flow  of  his  sentences,  and  the  elegant  turning 
of  his  periods ;  and  in  regard  to  the  perspicuity 
of  his  arrangement,  and  the  distinctness  of  his 
narrative,  where  he  coQfincs  hiiQself  to  nairativp 
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aloheV  I  conctive  tliat  h6  leaves  all  other  writers 
ikt  behtnd  Kifn.  This  peculiarity  gives  to  his 
tnritings  a  charm,that  an  indolent  reader  searches 
fbt  m  vain  in  other  performances.  And  though 
*  marf  of  deep  knowledge  is  disgusted  at  his 
|)bl![ticai  remarks,  arid'  the  mere  tyro  in  philo- 
gopfty  sthiles  at  his  physical  obsen^ations^  yet 
hSs  writiingis  will  be  read  with  pleasure,  even  by 
tte  learned,  where  they  can  get  over  these 
jftumblihg  blocks;  siiid  by  the  careless  votaries 
pf  pleiasure  atid  attiusement,  they  will  be  long 
l^rized  as  possessing  inestimable  beauties.  If 
foil  read  him  with  proper  discrimination,  you' 
will  be  both  pleased  and  informed  j  but  never 
forget  that  thotigh  you  may  thus  obtain  a  tolera- 
.ble  idea  of  some  of  the  resting  places  on  the 
road  thit)ugh  which  you  have  travelled,  yet  you 
must  not  depend  upon  your  knowledge  of  the 
country  from  these  sources. 

Of  all  the  Jiterary  men  in  my  time,  Benjamin 
Franklin  occupied  the  first  rank  in  respect  of 
elegance,  conjoined  with  philosophical  accuracy, 
and  depth  of  observation.  Every  subject  he 
treated,  assumed,  under  his  hand,  a  new  and 
more  inviting  appearance  than  any  other  person 
could  ever  give  it.  His  magical  touch  converted 
the  science  of  electricity  into  one  of  the  most 
interesting  amusements  that  was  ever  laid  open 
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to  the  minds  of  men.  Politics^  reUgion,  science, 
in  all  their  branches,  which  used  to  be  dry  and 
nnamiable  studies,  he  taught  by  apologues,  fables, 
and  tales,  calculated  not  less  to  inform,  than  to 
amuse ;  and  these  are  always  constructed  with 
an  elegance  of  taste  that  is  highly  deUghtfiiL 
The  miscellaneous  philosophical  works:  of  Frank- 
lin, I  consider  as  ode  of  the  most ,  valuable 
presents  that  can  be  put  into  the  hands  of  youtlw 
Read  them— with  care*  If  you  can  lay  them 
aside  with,  indifference,  you  have  not  those  dis- 
positions of  mind  I  have  flattered  myself  you 
possess.  In  perusing  them  you  mil  find  more 
amusement  than  in  read^g  a  romance,  and  be 
more  improved  than  in  listening  to  somesermons. 
i  know  no  book  from  which  you  can  derive  to; 
much  improvement  and  amusement.    Adieu ! 

The  Beb,  yoL  xiii.  p.  117,  Febnuvy  27f  179S* 

I  have  omitted  in  this  paper  the  character  of  Dr.  Johnson, 
as  being  written  with  undue  severity^  and  exhibiting  strctog 
traits  of  prejudice  and  aversion.  The  author  appears  to  have 
entertained  a  most  terrific  idea  of  the  character  and  writings  of 
this  great  man.  **  Towards  the  latter  part  of  his  days,"  he  re- 
marks, **  when  he  thought  he  could  indulge  his  humour,  thera- 
are  many  strong  and  luminous  flashes,  buried  among  a  chaoa 
cff  rubbish  and  confusion.  Yet  even  that  chaotic  mass  haa 
something  of  the  terrible  and  sublime ;  the  flashes  that  there 
occur  are  like  the  glare  of  lightning,  that  serve  to  make  the 
impression  of  the  gloom  more  awfuL" 
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HeaVti  fpeed  the  canvaes,  galtiinfly  nnfnrrd 
.  l%fvBish  md  accomlBodAtc  a  m^M, 
To  g\we  the  poVe  the  produce,  of  the  s«d» 
And  knit  the  ansocial  climates  into  oiie.--^ 
,  8of^  airs. Mid  leentle  he^Tinppf  the  wave 
.  Impel  tne  fleet,  whose  errand  is  to  aaVe, 
To:8QCcoarwasted  rrgioiis,  andtepklce  ;  ' 

The  amile  of  opultiKse  in  forr^p's  fiiqe,7»    r , 
"Bui  ah  1  what  wish  c^n  prosper,  or  wh^t  prtfyV^ 
fW  merdianti  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair, '  -     '  ^ 
/  Who  dri^  a  loathsonc  traffic,  gpiu^e,  and  ipao*  . 
And  hoy  the  muscles  and  the  hones  of  man  ? 


>-^ 
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TwL  Mhmx^  jeu  d'  esprit  detei^iii  io  be 
pcesdrvied^'  both  on  accbuiit  of  the  4elicaey  of 
&e  satire  If  bonveys^  atid' the  eleganbe^  of  its 
composkioti.  .  >!      ; 

For  the  sake  of  oUr  foreign  readem,  it  may 
be  proper'  briefiy  to  mention^  that,  for  more 
than  thrde  years  past/ the  abolition  of  the  i^ve- 
trade,  carried  on  At>m  the  coast  6^  Afrit^a^  ta 
the  WestJndia  islands,  by  British  sul^ects,  haa 
been  warmly  agitated  in  the  Parliament  of  Bri- 
tain ;  that  a -Gommttteis  pf  the  House  of  Com- 
mons was  appointed  to  examine  witnesses  on 
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that  hrad,  who  <  having  sat  long,  during  two 
successive  sessions  of  parliament,  asnd  collected^ 
a  great  body  of  evidence,  the  same  was  printed 
for  the  information  of  the  members.     But  as 
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this  consisted  of  a  large  volume  in  fi>lio»  aa 
abridgement  of  the  whde  was  made  and  print- 
ed also  for  the  use  of  the  members*  Several 
abridgements  of  this  abridgraaent  were  after- 
wards made  and  published*  These  were  sent 
through  every  part  of  the  nation;  and  the 
people,  in  general,  having  read  these  puUica- 
tions,  warmly  espoused  the  part  of  the  abolition. 
Petitions  were  presented  to  Parliament^  from 
almost  every  description  of  men  in  the  king* 
dom,  pra]»ag  that  this  traffic,  which  they  deem- 
ed a  disgrace  to  humanity,  and  a  reproach  to 
the  name  of  Christians,  might  be  abolished 
The  House  of  CiHnmons,  bavia^  tdten  these 
petitions  Icito  consideration^  came,  iu  a  com* 
mittee  ojF  the  whole  house,  during  the  pres^ot 
session  of  parliament,  to  a  resolution,  that  tiie. 
dave-trade  was  impr<^er  to  be  continued;  but 
ihatt  on  account  of  certain  considerations  of 
expediency,  it  ought  to  be  gradually  aboHshed. 
A  law  to  this  effi^t  was  passed^  permitting  the 
trade^  under  certain  limitations^  to  be  carried 
oil  till  the  first  of  January  1 7961,  after  which 
time  it  should  be  totdly  prohibited.  When  this 
iMHwas  carried  to  the  House  of  Peers,  they 
fimnd  it  was  not  consistent  with  the  dignity  of 
liiat  house  to  admit  of  any  evidence,  that  had 
not  been  taken  at  their  own  bar,  and  of  tmuai^ 
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they  went  once  more  intd  the  :exuiiBation  of 
uritnesses ;  iand  as  this  examination  could  not 
}fe  closed  during  the  present  session  of  parlia« 
menty  the  bill  is  necessarily  ktet  for  the  present 
year.  The  allusions  to  these  circumstances  in 
diis  little  performance^  will  be  easily  perceived 
by  every  reader. 
**Sheweth, 

.^Th^  ytKur  petitioners  are  a  numerous  body, 
and)  at  present,  in  a  verjr  flourishing  situation^ 
o^ng  chiefly  to  the  constant  viritation  of  the 
iditpping  of  your  island. 

^l%iat  by  hovering  round  these  floating  dun- 
Keons^  ycM  petitioners  are  supplied  with  large 
quantities  of  their  most  favourite  food— human 
flesh. 

^^  That  your  petitioners  are  sustained,  not 
only  by  the  carcasses  of  those  who  have  fidlen 
by  distempers,  bift  are  frequently  gratified  with 
rich  repasts  fi*om  the  bodies  of  living  negroes, 
who  voluntarily  plunge  into  the  abodes  of  your 
petitioners,  preferring  instant  destruction  by 
their  jaws,  to  the  imaginary  horrors  of  a  linger* 
ing  slavery. 

*<That  among  the  enormQus  breakers  and 
sUr&  which  roll  on  the  shores  of  your  peti<» 
tioners,  numbers  of  English  boats  are  destroyed^ 
the  crews  of  which  usually  fall  to  their  lot>  and 
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tbem*  fnany  a  delicious  meal ;  but,  above 
a&9  thiri:  hxfge '  vessels,  crowded  with  negfoes^ 
afe  sometiiaes  dasbed  on  the  rocks  and  shoals, 
wiiieh  abound  in  the  regions  of  your  petitioners, 
wliereby  hundreds  of  human  beings,  both  black 
and  white,  are  at  once  predpitated  into  their 
element,  where  the  gnawing  of  human  flesh, 
and  the  crashing  of-  bones,  affi>rd  to  your  peti- 
tioners the  highest  gratification  which  their  na- 
tures are  capable  of  eiigoying. 

^f  Ihus  benefited,  as  your  petitioners  are,  by 
this  widely-extended  traffic,  a  traffic  which  haa. 
never  before  been  molested,  it  is  with  the  ut* 
most  ind%nation  th^.  hear  that  there  are  in 
Britain,  m^i,  who,  under  the  specious  plea  of 
humanity,  are  endeavouring  to  accomplish  its 
abolition*— But  your  petitioners  trust  that  this 
attempt  at  innovation,  tiiis  flourishing  of  the. 
trumpet  of  liberty,  by  which  ^more  is. meant 
than  meets  the  ear,'  will  be  effectually  firus- 
trated. 

^^  Should  the  lower  branch  t>f  the  legislature 
be  so  far  in&tuated.  by  this  new-iangled  hu- 
manity, as  seriously  to  meditate  the  destruction, 
of  this  beneficial  cammerce,  your  petitioners 
hav£  the  firmest  reliance  on  the  wisdom  and 
felkw-feelings  of  the  lords  spiritual  and  tem-. 
poral  of  Great  Britain. 


« 
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^^  Your  petitipuers  know,  that  the  truly  ben^ 
volent  will  ever  be  consistent, — ^that  thi^  will 
npt  sacrifice  one  part  of  animated  nature  to  the 
preservation  of  another, — ^that  they  will  not 
suffer  sharks  to  starve,  in  order  that  negroes 
may  be  happy ; — ^yet  your  petitioners  are  ap- 
prehensive, that  the  balefiil  influence  'of  this 
philanthropic  mania  is  already  felt,  even,  within 
the  walls  of  your  lordships,  wherefove  they 
crave  to  ]be  heard  by  counsel,  at  the  bar  of 
your  august  assembly,  when,  notwithstanding 
the  wild  ravings  of  fanaticism,  they  hope  to 
evince,  that  the  sustenance  of  sharks,  and  the 
best  inter9at3  of  your  lordships,  are  inlamately 
counected  with  the  traffic  in  human  flesh. 

<<  Fear&l  of  becoming  tedious,  yoitr  peti- 
tioners have  only  to  add,  that,  should  the  abo- 
lition take  place  (which  the  gods  of  sharks 
avert ! )  the  prosperity  of  your  petitioners  will 
inevitably  be  destroyed,  and  their  numbers,  by 
being  deprived  of  their  accustomed  fbpd,  ra- 
pidly diminished.  But,  on  the  other  hand, 
should  your  lordships,  in  yoiu:  legislative  ca- 
pacity, scorn  the  feelings  of  the  vulgar,  and 
nobly  interfere,  either  openly,  or  by  procras- 
tination, to  preserve  this  invigorating  trade 
from  the  ruia  that  now  seems  to  s^wdt  it,  your 
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petitioners,  and  their  wide-mouthed  posterity, 
as  by  nature  urged,  will  ever  ever  prey,  &c.** 

The  Bee,  voL  x.  p.  34,  July  11, 1792i 


THE  AFRICAN  BOY. 

**  Ah !  tell  me,  little  moumfiil  Moor, 
**  Why  still  you  linger  on  the  shore  ? 
**  Haste  to  your  playmates,  haste  away, 
**  Nor  loiter  here  with  fond  delay. 
^  Whea  mom  unyeiled  her  radiant  eye^ 
**  You  hailed  me  as  I  wander'd  by, 
**  Returning  at  th'  i^proach  of  eve, 
**  Your  meek  salute  I  still  receive/' 

Benign  inquirer,  thou  shalt  know 
Why  here  my  lonesome  moments  flow  s 
*11s  said,  thy  countryi^aen  (no  more 
Like  raving  sharks  that  haunt  the^shoie) 
Return  to  raise,  to  bless,  to  cheer. 
And  pay  compassion's  long  arrear; 
'Tis  said  the  numerous  captive  train, 
Late  bound  by  the  degrading  chai% 
Triumphant  come  with  swelling  sails, 
'Mid  smiling  skies  and  weftem  gales. 
They  come  with  festive  heart  and  glee, 
Their  hands  unshackled— minds  are  free  ; 
They  come  at  mercy's  great  command. 
To  repossess  their  native  land.« 

The  gales  that  o'er  the  ocean  stray. 
And  chase  the  waves  in  gentle  play, 
Methinks  they  whisper  as  they  fly^ 
Juellen  soon  will  meet  thine  eye ; 
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'Tjs  thii^,  that;  soothes  her  liltle  6oii» 
Blends  all  his  wishes  into  one. 
Ah  I  were  I  clasp'd  in  her  embracei 
I  could  forgive  her  past  disgrace ; 
Forget  the  memorable  hour 
She  fell  a  prey  to  tyrant  pow'r. 
Forget  her  lost  ^stracted  air. 
Her  sorrowing  voice,  her  kneeling  pray  V. 
The  su]^liant  tear  that  gall'd  her  cheeky 
And  last  her  agonizing  shriek ! 
JLiOck'd  in  her  hair,  a  ruthless  hand 
Trail'd  her  akmg  the  flinty  strand ; 
A  ruffian  train,  with  clamours  rude, 
Th'  impious  spectacle  pursued ; 
Still  as  she  moved,  in  accents  wild. 
She  cried  aloud,  ^'My  child !  my  child  f'' 
The  lofty  bark  she  now  ascends. 
With  screams  of  wioe  the  air  she  rends  | 
The  vessel  lessening  from  the  shore. 
Her  piteous  wails  I  heard  no  moleJ 
Now  as  I  stretched  my  last  survey. 
Her  distant  form  dissolved  away. 
That  day  is  past ! — I  coase  to  moum^ 
Succeeding  joy  shall  have  its  turn';   ^ 
Beside  the  hoarse-resounding  deep^ 
A  pleasing  anxious  watch  I  keep ; 
For  when  the  morning  clouds  shall  break. 
And  darts  of  day  th9  darkness  streak. 
Perchance  al^ng  the  glittering  main 
(Oh,  may  this  hope  not  throb  in  vainl)^ 
To  meet  these  long-desiring  eyes^ 
^uellen  and  the  sun  may  rise. 

Tiis  Bi;s,  voL  YiiL  p.  106,  March  21,  \li%^ 
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This  pathetic  little  peem  is  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Jcr- 
ningham.  I  venture  to  add  another,  in  a  higher  strain,  tfas 
production  of  Mr*  Edwards,  on  seeing  a  negro  fimeral: 

Mahal  i  diei  I  0*er  yonder  plain 
HiB  bier  is  borne:  fbe  sable  train 

By  yoatlifiBl  virgias  led  : 
Dangliters  of  iignrM  Afric,  say 
Why  raise  ye  thus  th'  heroic  lay. 

Why  (riamph  o*er  the  dead  ? 

No  tear  bedews  their  fixed  eye  ; 
'Tii  now  the  hero  lives,  they  cry ; — 

Releas'd  from  s1aT*ry*s  chain : 
Beyond  the  billowy  surge  be  flies. 
And  joyful  views  his  native  skies. 

And  long-lost' bowers  agaia. 

On  Koromantya's  palmy  soil. 
Heroic  deeds  and  martial  toil 

Shall  fill  each  glorious  day ; 
Love,  fond  and  faithfU,  crown  thy  nights. 
And  bliss  nslKiaght,  nnmiz'd  delights. 

Past  cruel  wrongs  repay. 

Xor  lordly  pride*s  stem  avariee  there, . 
Alone  shall  nature's  bonnties  shaMi 

To  ajl  her  children  free. — 
For  thee,  the  dulcet  reed  shall  spring, 
0ifr  balmy  bowl  the  €V>co  bring, 

Th*  Aoana  bloom  for  tiMe. 

The  thunder,  harit  I  *Tis  Afric's  God, 
He  wakes,  ho  lifts  th*  avenging,  rod. 

And  speeds  th*  impatient  hours:, 
From  Niger's  golden  stream  he  calls; 
Fab*  freedom  comes,— oppression  falls  $ 

And  vengeance  yet  is  oars  I 

Now,  Christian,  now,  in  wild  dismay, ' 
Of  Af ric's  proud  revenge  the  prey. 

Go  roam  th'  affrighted  wood ;  • 

Transformed  to  tigen,  fierce  and  fell, 
*         Thy  race  shall  plbwl  with  savagt  yell,  ' 
And  glut  their  rage  for  blood  I 
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But  loft,  beneath  yon  tamarind  tbade, 
Now  let  the  heroes  Umbt  be  laid ; 

Sweet  slomben  bUM  the  bra^e  t 
There  shall  the  breescs  shed  perfmne. 
Hot  lUid  lightniop  bbMt  the  bloeai 

That  dcfilu  Mahali't  g  cmTe. 


.  / 
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No.  CLVII. 

Ouales  e(  qnaotoi  viros  { 

Ilea  indeed  of  emiDence  and  of  high  attaiaawata. 

Norn  TO  Puafvm  of  LiTcaAToai^ 


Gibbon  is  by  no  means  a  favourite  author  with 
me.  His  style,  which  you  seem  to  admire,  ap- 
pears to  me  the  very  reverse  of  what  I  should 
most  esteem  in  an  historian.  The  first  requisite 
in  historic  skill,  is  perspicuity ;  and  in  this  par* 
ticular,  no  historian  I  ever  read,  not  even  Ta* 
citus  himself,  is  so  defective  as  Gibbon.  His 
expressions  are  quaint,  and  studiously  inverted; 
and  he  is  at  so  much  pains  to  avoid  colloquial 
phrases,  that  we  find  a  perpetual  strain  to  pro- 
duce something  new  and  more  elevated  than 
any  one  else,  that  renders  it  often  difficult  to 
understand  what  he  would  say,  even  when  nar* 
rating  the  most  common  occurrences.  The 
same  train  of  ideas  seems  to  have  influenced  his 
^mind  in  the  choice  of  incidents,  and  in  the 
manner  of  introducing  them  to  the  notice  of 
his  reader.  Every  thing  is  unnatural  and  in- 
verted.    Digressions  are  introduced  within  di. 

■» 

gressions,  which  perpetually  distract  the  mind 
"of  the  young  inquirer.    He  feels  himself  intro- 
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duced,  as  it  were,  into  an  enchanted  palace,  in* 
volved  in  a  blaze  of  torch-light,  which,  reflected 
in  various  ways  from  concealed  mirrors,  preset^ 
before  him  all  at  once  a  multiplicity  of  objects 
with  which  he  is  entirely  unacquainted ;  gor- 
geous  in  the  extreme,  indeed,  but  moving  past 
with  such  velocity,  that  his  senses  are  con- 
founded He  contemplates  the  whole  as  a  most 
brilliant  magical  exhibition,  which  is  enchant* 
ing  for  the  present;  but  which,  when  gone^ 
leaves  nothing  but  an  indistinct  remembrance 
of  gaudy  objects,  which  he  can  never  again  re* 
cognise  in  the  scenes  of  nature.  No  writer,  in 
any  language,  seems  to  me  so  improper  to  be 
put  into  the  hands  of  youth,  as  Gibbon ;  were 
it  merely  because  this  manner  of  writing  tends 
to  corrupt  the  taste,  by  encpuraging  a  propen<- 
sity,  which  is  but  'too  natiu^  to  youth  to  ad« 
mire,-7-a  superfluity  of  ornament.  Bat  whea 
we  likewise  consider  that  he  has  a  perpetual 
tendency  to  make  indirect  attacks  upon  reli* 
gion,  which  ought  not  to  be  introduced  in  this 
light  manner  into  historical  compositions,  as  well 
as  to  introduce  philosophical  disquisitions,  which 
can  neither  be  in  this  manner  explained  nor 
understood ;  his  history,  therefore,  appears  to 
me  to  be  a  work  highly  exceptionable ;  and  for 
young  and  uninformed  minds,  exceedinj^^  im« 

VOL.  IV.  h 
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proper.  It  gives  them  a  slight  smattering  of 
many  things  that  they  cannot  thoroughly  un- 
derstand ;  makes  them  petulant  and  assuming, 
and  ever  upon  the  catch  to  display  the  bril- 
•liancy  of  their  talents,  than  which  nothing  can 
be  more  disgusting. 

Stuabt.-— Oilbert,  like  most  of  those  who 
iiave  gone  before,  possessed  talents  of  no  or- 
dinary sort  i  but,  like  them  also,  his  writings 
Jhave  great  defects  which  detract  much  fitnn 
their  merit.  As  an  historian^  no  reliance  can 
be  liad  upon  him.  The  violence  of  his  pre- 
judices against  living  authors,  led  Iiim  perpe- 
tually astray.  The  object  with  him  seems  rather 
to  .have  been  to  prove,  that  those  he  disliked 
had  gone  wrong,  than  to  be  right  himself;  and 
the  quickness  of  his  talents  enabled  him  to  do 
this  with  a  wondrous  degree  "of  fadKty.  As  his 
knowledge  of  mankind,  too,  was  chiefly  con- 
fined to  those  of  the  most  dissolute  class,  his 
ideas  were  gross,  and  often  expressed  with  little 
delicacy.  His^  style  is  therefore  characterised, 
when  he  wrote  without  affectation,  as  being  ner- 
vous rather  than  elegant;  but  in  the  last  pieces  h^ 
wrote,  it  Was  afiected  and  unnatural  in  the  ex- 
treme, and  so  full  of  Grallicisms,  that  it  may  be 
called  Frenchified  English.  It  was  a  wretched 
model  to  copy;  buthaving  seen  Johnson  andGib- 
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bon,  each  attain  a  high  degree  of  celebrity,  by 
adopting  a  style  equally  unnatural  and  barbar- 
ous,  he  seems  to  have  aimed  at  obtaining  &me 
in  the  same  way.  As  far  as  his  influence  goes, 
I,  therefore,  consider  him  as  one  of  the  cor- 
ruptors  of  good  taste  in  English  compo-^ 
sition,  and  of  course  unfit  to  be  put  into  the 
hands  of  youth,  should  there  be  no  other  objec- 
tion to  his  writings  ;  of  which,  in  truth,  there 
are  but  too  many.  How  often  have  we  occa- 
sion to  regfetj  in  the  course  of  this  survey,  that 
great  talents  should  be  prostituted  to  such  un- 
worthy uses ! 

Perhaps  it  is  more  difficult  to  acquire  an  easy 
unaffected  natural  style  in  writing,  than  any 
other  ;  and  when  it  is  acquired,  it  affords  more 
pleasure  to  the  attentive  reader  than  any  other, 
it  excites  less  enthusiastic  admiration,  than  that 
turgi^,  unnatural,  and  affected  mode  of  writing 
I  have  so  often  had  occasion  to  reprehend. 

Of  all  the  writers  already  named,  Franklin 
is,  in  this  respect, .  the  purest ;  Hume  and  Ro- 
bertson follow  after.  The  others  I  wish  not 
more  to  name,  because  I  could  not  do  it  with- 
out expressions  of  high  disgust. 

But  if  you  wish  to  see  the  natural  style  in 
the  highest  perfection,  read  the  works  of  the 
la,te  Dr.  John  Gregory;  all  of  which  possess  that 

L  2 
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charm  which  Horace  would  have  called  the 
simplex  munditiis  in  a  high  degree.     But  in 
particular,  his  Comparative  View,  which  in  re- 
spect to  natural  ease,  and  unafifected  elegant 
simplicity  of  style,  is  not  to  be  exceeded  in  any 
language ;  and,  in  as  far  as  my  reading  has  ex- 
tended, has  not  been  equalled  by  any  other 
composition  in  English.     You  have  probaUy 
read  it;  and  if  you  have,  I  will  venture  to  say, 
you  went  through  the  whole  book  without  ever 
once  having  had  your  attention  called  off  from 
the  subject,  to  admire  the  style.    So  ptopedy 
are  the  words  chosen  to  convey  the  idea,  that 
they  always  lead  the  mind  directly  forward  to 
the  object  in  view,  without  the  smallest  rub  of 
any  kind  to  call  off  the  attention ;  and  it  is 
only  after  you  have  completed  your  journey, 
and  have  time  to  look  back,  that  you  begin  to 
perceive  the  beauty  and  the  perfection  of  that 
road,  which  conducted  you  so  happily  to  your 
journey's  end.     A  writer  may  be  compared,  in 
some  respects,  to  a  player.     He  who  by  im« 
natural  gestures,  and  exaggerated  contortions  of 
countenance,  outrages  nature,  is  sure  to  set  the 
whole  house  in  an  uproar,  by  the  continued 
plaudits  of  the  undisceming  multitude.     But 
when  a  Garrick  appears,  the  player  is  forgot ; 
he  seems  to  be  the  very  simple  clown,  himsdV^ 
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he  represents;  aad  the  uninformed  spectator 
wonders  why  any  one  should  admire  that  which 
he  sees  every  day  among  lus  simple  neighbours. 
Or  if  he  represents  a  scene  of  dignified  distress^ 
the  representation  is  so  naturs^,  so  irresistibly 
pathetic,  that  the  mind  has  no  leisure  to  attend 
to  any  thing  else  but  the  affecting  object  before 
it.  Admiration,  applause,  and  every  other 
feeling,  are  suspended  in  the  agony  of  silent 
heart-felt  sympathy ;  and  a  stranger  at  that  time 
entering  and  observing  the  audience,  without 
att^iding  to  the  stage,  ^  would  wonder  why 
they  were  so  silent.'  Never  is  a  player  treading 
with  prefer  dignity  the  tragic  stage,  when,  ip 
an  interesting  scene,  the  audience  can  find  lei- 
sure to  admire  the  art,  and  the  high  attainments 
of  the  actor.  It  was  a  high  eulogium,  indeed, 
that  a  &imd  of  mine  once  paid  to  Mrs.  Craw* 
ford,  then  Mrs.  Barry,  as  an  actress,  when  he 
said,  that,  in  a  very  full  house,  the  audience 
were  so  overcome,  as  scarcely  to  venture  to 
breathe  *,  ^^  You  might  have  heard  a  pin  (said 
he)  drop  upon  the  floor."  How  different  this 
from  the  noisy  applause  that  overstrained  gri* 
mace  so  necessarily  excites!  Gregory's  style 
may  be  compared  to  the  acting  of  Garrick  j— 
it#^  only  by  a  retrospective  view,  that  its  su- 
perior excellence  can  be  discovered. 
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I  am  happy,  that  I  can  close  this  letter  with 
one  sincere  eulogium  at  least ;  for  I  am  afraid 
the  precedinjg  part  of  my  remarks  would  appear 
to  you  so  severe,  that  you  might  suspect  they 
were  dictated  by  ill-nature  or  envy  of  some 
sort.  To  those  who  know  me  less  than  you  do, 
Ihis  would  be  so  natural,  that  I  should  not,  per- 
haps, have  ventured  on  giving  my  opinion  so 
freely  to  others  as  I  have  done  to  you.  I  have 
not  yet  exhausted  this  subject;  but  I  will  not  run 
the  risk  of  effacing  these  pleasing  impressions 
on  your  mind,  by  any  farther  remarks  at  pre- 
sent ;  as  it  is  but  very  seldom  indeed,  that  I  can 
have  occasion  to  bestow  applause  with  as  little 
abatement  as  in  the  case  just  now  before  us.  It 
is  by  contemplating  the  chaste  models  of  an- 
tiquity, and  the  very  few  modern  productions 
that  can  vie  with  them,  that  you  can  attain  a 
just  notion  of  what  is  meant  by  beauty  of  com- 
position ;  but  when  you  do  attain  it,  you  will 
find  it  is  a  source  of  great  enjoyment.  Adieu. 

The  Bee^  voL  xiy.  p.  99,  March  20, 1793. 
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No.  CLVIII. 


Nee  desinat  noqnam 


Tecam  Graia  loqai,  tecum  Romaoa  Tetostas. 

CLAUIMAlf. 

Kor  foil  to  stody,  with  all  doe  regard, 

Of  Greece  aad  Rome  each  ancient  aage  and  bard. 


I  AM  glad  to  find,  that  you  have  paid  so  much 
attention  to  the  slight  hints  I  gave  in  my  last, 
respecting  the  classics,  and  will  be  happy  if 
that,  or  apy  thing  else  I  can  say,  shall  induce 
you  to  give  a  more  particular  attention  to  that 
branch  of  study  than  you  otherwise  might  have 
jdone.  I  wish  you  not,  however,  to  conceive 
that  I  am  such  a  blind  admirer  of  the  ancients^ 
as  to  recommend  them  without  discrimination. 
They  deserve  high  applause  when  their  merits 
are  duly  appreciated;  but  those  who  bestow 
exaggerated  praise  upon  them,  only  hurt  the 
cause  they  intend  to  serve. 

Classical  learning,  in  the  present  state  of 
things,  I  consider  not  to  be  of  great  utility, 
in  as  &r  as  regards  the  acquisition  of  knowledge 
only,  unless  in  respect  to  the  study  of  the  law, 
zsfl/i  the  more  easy  attainment  of  a  few  books 
in  physic.    To  .those  who,  like  yeu,  only  wish 
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to  acquire  a  general  knowledge  of  history^ 
physics,  and  philosophy,  there  are  so  many 
translations  of  all  the  good  books  in  these 
branches,  that  a  man,  withoi^t  any  classical 
knowledge  at  all,  may  make  nearly  as  great 
proficiency  in  them,  as  if  he  were  ever  so  learn- 
ed  in  the  languages.  But  when  you  consider 
what  the  French  caU  belles  lettres,  and  objects 
of  taste  in  composition,  the  case  is  quite  dif- 
ferent; and  the  benefits  to  be  derived  &ovk 
classical  learning,  in  this  point  of  view,  are  very 
great ;  for  there  is  to  be  found  in  the  compo^ 
aitions  of  many  of  the  ancients,  a  chasteness  of 
style,  a  justness  of  arrangement,  a  happy  adec* 
tion  of  words,  and  an  elegance  in  die  whole  art 
of  composition,  that  we  but  very  seldom  find  in 
modem  performances.  By  reading  and  attends 
ing  to  these,  a  taste  for  similar  chastity  in  lite« 
rary  composition  is  gradually  acqmred,  and  a 
habit  of  propriety  in  expression  ia  attained, 
which  gives  the  highest  pdUsh  to  the  man  of 
letters,  and  the  gentleman.  For  these  reasonsy 
kowever  useless  it  may  be  to  the  mediaiiic  or 
the  artisan,  or  even  to  those  who  are  only  emu- 
loos  of  acquirii^  knowledge  in  philosophy,  I 
conceive  classical  learning  must  ever  coostttnte 
a  very  essential  part  of  the  education  of  the  man 
df  taste  and  polite  acqoipementa. 
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In  a  mare  didactic  perforaiuice,  themeaaing 
indeed  can  be  clearly  and  completelj  transfused 
from  one  language  into  another,  by  a  good  trans- 
lation ;  but  it  is  quite  otherwise  with  regard  to 
w<nrks  of  taste.  No  man  who  never  read  Ho^ 
mer  in  the  original,  can  form  an  adequate  idea 
of  the  beauties  of  the  Iliad.  So  much  depends 
upon  the  nice  arrangement  of  the  parts,  and 
the  delicate  ideas  that -are  conveyed  by  parti* 
cular  expressions,  that  whenever  you  derange 
them  in  any  way,  you  lose  the  ineffiible  beauty 
which  constituted  their  principal  excellence; 
and  mstead  of  an  ardent  glow  of  ideas,  which 
communicated  a  wann  train  of  enthusiastic  rap« 
ture  at  every  step,  you  are  presented  with  the 
dead  and  lifbless  carcass,  which,  from  its  sym« 
metry  and  profK>rtions,  you  can  conceive  may 
have  been  once  extremely  beautiful,  but  which 
now  can  only  be  contemplated  vdth  a  sort  of 
cold  indiffisrence.  To  attempt  to  put  it  into 
another  language,  ia,  as  if  you  were  to  pull  off 
all  the  feathers  from  a  bird  of  the  most  beau<^ 
tiful  plunii^^  and  then  stick  them  into  a  cork  v 
model,  representing  the  body  of  a  bird.  You 
may  thus  have  something  like  the  general  ap* 
pearance;  but  the  grace  and  beauty  which  were 
so  remarkaUe  in  the  original,  are  entirely  gone^ 
This  is  my  idea  of  translations  in  general ;  and 
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where  there  are  so  many  works  of  taste,  of 
great  elegance,  as  are  confessedly  to  be  met 
with  in  the  languages  of  Greece  and  Rome,  he 
who  has  a  mind  turned  for  such  studies,  will 
find  the  pains  that  he  is  obliged  to  bestow  in 
the  acquisition  of  these  languages  abundantly 
repaid  by  the  pleasure  they  will  afS^rd. 

Even  with  regard  to  historical  compositimis, 
in  which  the  facts  may  be  attained  widi  pre* 
cision  from  translations ;  yet  so  much  of  the 
pleasure  to  be  derived  from  reading  depends 
upon  the  elegance  of  the  composition,  that 
there  will  be  found  an  infinite  difierenct  be* 
tween  the  perusal  of  the  original  authors,  and 
any  translation  of  them  that  can  be  made.  For 
these  reasons  I  advise  you  to  apply  at  present 
with  great  ^assiduity  to  your  classical  studies : 
you  are  now  past  the  initiatory  and  disagreeable 
part  of  them ;  and  a  very  little  perseverance  will 
enable  you  to  read,  with  great  satisfaction, 
every  author  in  these  languages.  I  beg  of  you 
therefore  to  attend  to  this.  In  the  works  of 
Thucydides,  Xenophon,  Plutarch,  you  will  find 
much  usefiil  infi>rmation,  independent  of  their 
beauty  as  objects  of  taste  in  literary  composi- 
tion ;  and  though  old  Herodotus  is  to  be  read 
with  some  difiidence  (as  indeed  all  the  Greek 
writers  are)  with  regard  to  historical  precision. 
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yet  there  Is  such  a  chann  in  the  simplicity  of 
his  manner,  and  the  harmony  of  his  style,  and 
you  here  see  the  mode  of  thinking  that  pre- 
vailed among  the  people  at  that  early  period 
so  distinctly  pourtrayed,  that  you  will  find  it  a 
most  interesting  performance.  With  regard  to 
the  writings  of  Aristotle,  Plato,  Demosthenes, 
and  the  philosophers,  rhetoricians,  and  poets  in 
general,  you  will  do  well  to  deny  yourself  the 
indulgence  of  dipping  into  them  till  you  are 
critically  skilled  in  the  language,  and  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  manners  of  the  people,  and 
the  History  of  those  times ;  by  that  time,  your 
taste  will  be  so  formed^  as  not  to  relish  the  more 
gaudy  tinsel  of  some  of  their  compositions ;  and 
your  judgment  will  be  so  matured,  as  to  be  in 
no  danger  of  being  misled  by  the  subtilty  of 
their  metaphysical  speculations. 

You  are,  yourself,  sufficiently  acquainted  with 
the  Latin  authors,  M  render  it  unnecessary 
for  me  to  be  particular  on  that  head ;  only  I 
beg  of  I  you  to  be  upon  your  guard  against 
adopting,  without  great  caution,  the  ideas  that 
are  generally  thrown  out  by  English  authors, 
concerning  the  writings  of  Cicero  and  Tacitus, 
whose  compositions  have  been  often  held  up  to 
view,  as  possessing  a  much  greater  degree  of 
perfection,  than  I  think  you  will  be  willing  to 
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aDow  to  them,  when  you  shall  come  to  judge 
maturely  for  yourself. 

But  if  your  taste  will  be  improved,  by  read- 
,ing  classical  authors,  it  has  an  equal  chance  of 
being  debased  by  dipping  into  French  Htera- 
ture.  For  near  a  century  past,  the  writers  ii 
that  language  have  been  strenuous  in  their 
effi>rts  at  obtaining  celebrity  in  regard  to  beau^ 
of  style ;  and  these  effi>rts  have  engendered  an 
infinity  of  productions,  which,  in  a  variety  of 
ways,  have  sinned  against  nature  and  truth,  tiD 
they  have,  at  last,  degenerated  into  an  indiscri*' 
minate  torrent  of  bombast ;  every  one  trying 
who  shall  outstrip  his  neighbour  in  his  umuu 
tnral  efforts.  To  contemplate  the  whcrfe  group, 
appears  to  me  as  if  I  saw  a  multitude  of  men 
before  me,  who,  disdaining  to  walk  upon  their 
legs,  as  nature  intended  them,  were  each  emu- 
lous of  adopting  some  locomotive  power,  which 
he  conceived  would  render  him  the  admiration 
of  all  around  him.  Some  of  these  are  mounted 
upon  stilts ;  some,  walking  upon  their  hands, 
turn  their  heels  upwards ;  but  by  far  the  great- 
est part,  having  fabricated  for  themselves  a 
kind  of  wings,  attempt  to  use  them  for  the  pur- 
pose of  raising  themselves  to  a  high  degree  of 
elevation,  but  who,  in  their  unnatural  exertions, 
are  perpetually  tumbling  in  the  mire,  and  again 
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Utempting  Co  display  tbdr  wings  with  inefSsc* 
tual  efforts ;  while  a  few,  having  laid  hold  of 
balloons,  are  lifted  above  the  clouds,  where 
they  for  a  time  remain  beyond  the  human  ken, 
till  they  fall  down  at  last,  and,  like  poor  Rosier^ 
are  smashed  to  pieces*  Never  was  there  found 
in  any  language  such  an  overflowing  of  unintel- 
ligible jargon,  as  is  to  be  met  within  the  French 
publications  o£  the  present  day. 

Yet,  among  the  number  of  men  of  genius  who 
have  written  in  the  French  language,  there  are 
some  who  have  written  with  elegance  and  taste« 
Voltaire  possessed  a  clear,  nervous,  and  concise 
style  of  language,  that  has  seldom  been  exceed* 
ed ;  and  every  one  knows,  that  in  the  lively 
satirical  vein,  he  never  perhaps  has  had  an 
equal ;  and  Rousseau  in  strength,  propriety, 
elegance,  and  pathos,  is  altogether  unrivalled. 
Voltaire  seldom  attempts  either  the  pathetic  or 
the  sublime;  and  where  he  does  attempt  it, 
even  in  his  dramatic  writings,  there  is  so  much 
more  of  art  than  nature  in  the  composition, 
that  the  heart  is  never  touched.  Rousseau  is 
every  where  simple,  enchantingly  pathetic,  and 
often  sublime.  His  pathos  always  reaches  the 
heart,  and  affects  it  almost  instinctively ;  and 
where  he  is  sublime,  he  rises  as  if  it  were  with- 
out efibrt,  and,  with  him,  raises  the  mind  of  his 
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reader  to  a  high  degree  of  exaltation.  Voltairq 
amuses  the  fancy,  and  exhibits  such  a  super- 
libundance  of  ludicrous  pictures,  as  can  scarcely 
fail  to  exhilarate  the  most  phlegmatic  readeri 
Ilousseau  seizes  the  heart,  and  compels  the 
reader  to  go  along  with  him.  The  writings  of 
both  these  authors,  however,  should  be  read 
with  great  caution.  Rousseau,  warm  and  ardent 
in  his  conceptions,  expresses  his  ideas  in  too 
bold  and  unguarded  a  manner,  not  to  ;Outstrip 
the  comprehension  of  most  readers;  so  that  what^ 
if  thoroughly  explained,  might  be  understood, 
appears  to  be  only  bold  and  paradoxical  as  he 
has  left  iL  Hence  arose  those  persecutions  to 
which  he  was  subjected,  and  which,  on  account 
of  the  imprudence  of  thus  throwing  out  ideas 
which  might  tend  unnecessarily  to  mislead  the 
minds  of  well-intentioned  readers,  was  not  en- 
tirely unmerited.  Voltaire,  on  the  other  hand, 
with  his  natural  levity  of  disposition,  when  he 
meets  with  an  opportunity  of  turning  any  ob- 
ject that  is  generally  respected  into  ridicule,  is 
sure  to  embrace  it ;  and  his  talents  for  that 
species  of  composition  were  such  as  to  enable 
him,  with  a  single  dash  of  his  pen,  to  convert 
the  most  dignified  object  in  nature,  into  the 
most  ludicrous.  No  man,*  whatever  his  judg- 
ment and  his  disposition  may  be,  is  proof  against 
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the  power  of  such  kind  of  attacks.  His  writings, 
with  all  their  charms,  are  in  great  danger  of 
perverting  the  judgment,  and  giving  an  im*- 
proper  bias  to  youthful  minds.  I  would  except, 
however,  his  general  history  from  this  censure, 
which  is  a  masterly  performance,  and  seems  to 
have  been  written  with  much  more  care,  than 
we  could  have  expected  from  such  a  lively  pen. 
It  has  produced  a  total  change  in  the  ideas  of 
mankind  respecting  historical  composition,  and 
has  introduced  a  mode  of  writing  history  that 
is  entirely  new  in  Europe.  When  you  are  suffi- 
ciently acquainted  with  historical  J&cts  respect- 
ing modem  Europe,  you  will  read  this  work 
with  great  pleasure ;  for  it  ought  to  be  rather 
considered  as  a  memorandum-book  for  an*ang- 
ing  the  ideas  of  persons  of  knowledge,  than  an 
introduction  to  history  for  those  who  are  un- 
informed. 

Raynal  has  obtained  a  temporary  reputation 
for  writing  a  history  in  a  very  rhetorical  style, 
which  pleased  the  public  at  first,  on  account  of 
its  novelty.  That  performance  is  now  found  to 
be  erroneous  in  many  particulars ;  and  the 
public,  tired  of  that  kind  of  flowery  writing,  are 
disposed  to  find  many  faults  with  it.  Thus  it 
^yer  happens,  when  an  attempt  is  made  to  found 
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a  reputation  on  any  thing  but  truth  and  nature, 
the  success  may  be  brilliant  for  a  time,  but  the 
reputs^on  that  is  thus  acquired  is  of  short  du- 
ration. '  In  any  other  light  than  as  an  amusing 
fierfonnance,  I  would  not  recommend  thisboc^' 
to  your  perusal.    If  you  were  to  ground  your 
notions  of  trade  and  commerce,  on  the  views  be 
gives  of  them,  you  will  find  that,  at  a  futore 
period  of  life,  you  will  be  obliged  Xo  alter  them 
entirely.     Indeed,  I  wish  you  to  ke^  d^ir  of 
this  branch  of  study  for  some  time ;  for  we  are 
yet  but  groping  our  way  in  it,  and  have  scarcely 
got  a  glimpse  of  light.     It  is  as  yet  only  a 
maiden  science.    It  is  not  impossible  that,  be- 
fore you  have  made  yourself  master  of  other 
branches  of  knowledge  which  claim  your  at- 
tention, some  person  may  step  forward,  and 
elucidate  it  more    clearly  than  has  yet  been 
done :  all  I  wish  you  to  do  at  present,  is  to 
avoid  forming  decided  notions  on  this  subject ; 
and  to  read,  if  you  read  at  sdl,  with  great  dis- 
trust, whatever  shall  fell  in  your  way  respecting 
political  economy.    There  is  one  French  writer 
(the  Marquis  de  Casaux^T  who  has  thrown  out 
some  striking  hints  on  this  subject ;  but  he  has 
not  explained  them  in  such  a  way  as  to  be  in- 
telligible  almost  to  any  one.   His  book  is,  there* . 


£ire»  a  vuj  tmpioper  .ono  to  be  put  into  the 
Juind«  of  youtb* 

Then  is  one  pexftmnance  in  tibe  Fr^ch  lu^ 
^uflge   which  is  itltogether  a  imiqoe.    It  is 
%eilJier  poetry  nor  prose.    It  is  bo  iinUke  any 
thing  that  has  appeared  in  any  other  language^ 
that  I  ahbuld  have  been  tempted  to  say  it  must 
<be  lumatoral ;  yet  the  ideas  it  suggests  are  so 
piearing»  and  the  expressions  flow  so  easily, 
Ihat  even  I  myself,  who  am,  perhaps,  rather  fia- 
tidious  in  this  respect,  cannot  venture  to  con* 
dcnm  it  You  will  easily  conceive  I  here  allude 
to  the  Telemaque  of  Fenelon.    It  is  oqie  of 
dme  perfimnances,  which,  if  it  had  not  been 
made,  we  should  have  said  could  never  be  pro- 
duced.   It  is  one  of  those  originals  which  it  is 
impossible  not  to  admire ;  but  which  no  man  of 
diicemment  will  ny  ought  ever  to  be  imitated^ 
Wie  have  had  plenty  of  prose  run  mad  in  Bri« 
tam  (  but  nothing  tbat*can  be  compared  with 
ibis  performance.   It  deserves  to  be  studied  for 
lis  siilgularily;  It  deserves  to  be  admired  for 
ita  beastttes*    In  its  present  state  it  must  prove 
hi^y.  interesting  to  youth,  wha  are  ardent  in 
the  pursuits  of  virtue,  and  emulous  of  distinc*^ 
lion.     Were  some  of  the  prolix  details  lopped 
^Wi  it  wxMild  be  a  worjL  interesting  even  to  the 
^aged. 

VOL*  rr.  M 


Ifi2  XHE  OUBAUBS.  Jr6«  US. 

\    MassiUoBy  Bburdalue,  FletcUier,  ami  Boamet, 
are  all  celebrated  writers,  who,  having  possemei 
jpeat  talenb  .and  great  knowledge  of  the  fi)ibla 
^fiiieir.cpia|i&txiots,  acqpiireda  high  d^ree  of 
«piititk»,  during  their  o^n  lift-thnc,  in  aha* 
.ripus  ciHirt,  and  laid  the  fimndatiota  of  that 
rhetorical  style  of  pulpit  oratory  which  has  Ipo- 
duced  siich  a  torrent  of  bombast  in  the  oompoi^ 
tion  of  latter  times.    The  eloges  which  have  been 
fffonounced  on  the  death  of  illustridua  persons 
•in  France,  since  the  accession  of  Loma  XIV. 
£>rm  an  immense  mass  of  the  most 'nauseating 
bomposkions  that  ever  were  conceived  by  man. 
I  hope  the  spirit  which  now  begins  to  itppcar, 
will  check  the  taste  for  this  kind  of  writing ;  and 
I  should  be  well  pleased,  if  you  could  throw 
every  thing  of  that  kind  aside*    But  that  spirit 
of  exaggerated  praise  and  pompokis  extravi^ 
gance  in  rhetorical  %ures,  hath  been  ad  inti- 
mately conjoined  with  biography  of  all  sorti^ 
that  it  is  impossible  to  acquire  any  fcnowtedg^ 
of  eminent  men,  without  beli^.  cloyed  wk& 
that  bombast.    What  a  noble  figure  does  fhi^ 
tardh  make,  when  surrounded  by  this  mode/ 
group!  It  is  the  statue  of  Antinous  amidst  a 
company  of  dancing-masters. 

Thb  Bbb,  voL  xir.  p.  IK,  April  S,  1791 
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€6d;  he  is  the  ttiott  dangeioui mod eedufBthre  of«niien;  anA 

I  gladly  seize  the  opportunity  of  introducing  an  admirably^ 

written  corrective,  firom  a  volume  just  published  under  the 

-title  of  ^Extracts  from  die  DiHry  of  a  Loter  of  Litenrtwe  ^ 

-•  work  which,  though  amgolarly  deaultory  in  its  constructiMI^ 

founds  in  tOne,  good  sense,  and  nervous  composition.   I 

am  sorry  that  want  of  room  must  limit  my  quotation  ftom 

iMs  wviler  to  las  strictures  on  the  Nouvelle  Hekrfse,  the 

jBost  penndousi  however,  of  the  produe^ioos  of  the  Freiich* 

man, 

**  Rousseau  is  a  character  who  has  by  turns  tran^rted 
me  with  the  most  violent  tfnd  opposite  emotions  of  deh'glit 
ttid  disgusi,  admiration  and  contempt,  indignation  and  pi^ : 
but  my  ultimate  opinion  of  him,  drawn  as  it  is  from  a  pretty 
attentive  consideration  of  his  writings  and  actions,  will  not,  I 
<tfiink,  easily  be  changed. 

^Of  aU  the  modes  Kji  inouldtting  opinion,  that  whicjli 

-brings  before  us  a  vivid  representation  of  real  life,  where  overjr 

thing  lives  and  moves  and  breathes  at  the  disposition  of  the 

fancy ;  which  indirectly  enforces  its  sentiments  by  the  energy 

4if  ^diaracter  and  action,  and  impressively  stamps  them  on  A* 

mind  by  the  interest  and  fascination  of  circumstantial  narra^ 

tive,  has  unquestionably  the  fairest  chance  for  rapid  apd  po- 

•ptllair  eflfect.    Feeble  and  impotent  is  the  most  animated  ex^ 

hortadon,  lifUess  tmd  inert  are  the  most  aulhoritatiiw  pre- 

\ccpts,  compared  with  the  powerftil  and  reductive  influence  Of 

a  well  conceived  ai^  well  conducted  novel;  whicb|  While  h 

awakens  breathless  curiosity,  and  enchains  expectant  8tteii!% 

.^n,  by  tke  nagio  of  its  fiible,  while  it  agitatea  atpleasyi% 

)Mld  in  modes  most  conducive  to  its  purpose,  all  die  varied^i 

of  passion,  silently  liquefies  and  moulds  to  its  wiH,  the  taste, 

'the  turn  of  thought,  the  moral  sentiments,  and  the  raoril 

character  of  its  reader.    Of  compesitmns  like  these,  I  ikM, 

■always  take  the  liberty  to  celleet  the  atp^  from  the  final  and 
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ff^jimimii  Imfimmoa  wkUkAvf  kBm%  apoa  ihe  mind.  If 
Umir  iffftoify  ii^  ayon  the  whabf  to  rdax  die  oUigstioQa  lo 
^vtoef  MdMoeetb thedeclmUei tDTioCt  byneane whicfak 
if  M  entirely  in  tlie  -peirer  of  ihe  writer  to  mafioj  and  io 
"epMori^k  is  not  may  decknitio»  en  his  pert,  nor  mxj  come- 
,lff«  he  nmy  put  ia  Us  omi  loeutli,  or  in  those  of  iho  penos- 
eges  he  brings  forwerd*  no,  nor  any  lenieDt  qiiali6cetioo  he 
jMifqr  deem  it  prudent  to  introduce  in  the  moral  govenHnest 
^h^dffime,  whjch  shall  soothe  my  onguerded  innwispefti^g 
4iimplMty»  into  a  pemuasion  of  ^  innocent  apiril  of  the 
wprk,  or  the  virtuous  views  of  the  author.  The  effisct  it  ii 
impossible  to  mistake ;  the  intentiont  at  bett,  is  eqnhocsL 
With  what  in^essionst  then,  do  we  rise  from  the  pcmssl  sf 
:Jnlia?  WUb  a  considerable  abatement,  I  think*  in  our  sa* 
qnisite  sense  and  high  esdmatioii  (to  say  no  more)  of  thne 
meat  fanpQrtant  rcfulations  m  life ;  rcigalalipna,  which,  ea- 
grafied  as  they  are  upon  the  dearest  of  oar  peieoiud  wai 
kfmom  inleresls,  atrike  deep  into  the  cempoaition  of  our  seve- 
fal  ^laiaotecs,  ndngle  with  the  whde  texture  ef  our  doBMsrir 
Aseonqmy,  aad  aftct,  remotely  indeed,  but  powerfully,  the 
«pftive>  fiibric  tf  chril  society  >—theaei  I  anean,  which  eiyria 
tlhe  puiest  chastity  in  ftmales  before  aoMHriage;  adefiwenoe 
40  pareniai  authority,  in  the  dispoiial  of  theyr  afectiona  aad 
4^ir  persons ;  and  a  sacred  honor  to  whatever  nwgr  teni. 
Jifter  nuirriege,  to  ulienate  their  conjugal  regards^  liovt, 
.  which,  il  is  the  abject  of .  these  regulations  to  checb  firem  dif- 
luiioii  or  perremion,  and  to  eonduct  into  iu  regular  ftuc* 
•li%rmg  chanadm  has  so  unirsmal  and  absolute  an  influence, 
.enters  into  our  QomposiliaB  nt  so  green  an  age,  andagitatsi 
the  teodet  genu  with  #ucb  an  impetuous  and  tender  impnlss, 
;ihat,  in  the  oultivatien  of  the  human  mind,  it  cannot  be  lee 
f  igibintly  watched,  or  sedulously  trained*  This  imperieui 
passioi|»  from  whieh  we  derive  our  bejng  and  transmit  it,  and 
;in  a  great  dqp^ee  our  chamcterf  too,  it  has  been  the 
jrottt  of  Reuamaii  te  eMfpetnie  intp  an  ioq^atisnoe  ef  all 
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trotti ;  and  to  t<mfM  9nto  iiii  en^ne  ib/  T^eiUfidmlttgf  i^'* 
natttnil  f^tttodiftim  imd  pr 6tik;tm«,  ft^  fyt-aimioBl  ttMpm  imt 
th^  Hgfits  of  natiire.  What  i«  tli«  mCgtjt  he  bffngs  heStte  }iit\ 
A  yotnig*  hriy,  th<$  dt^j^  abd  dftrfing'  ehUd  ttf  ti  tMA  €t  innk^ 
affd  prcnid  of  that  mnk^  concmefi  a  pa^otiate' attadnn^t' 
for  a  yoQth  totnisted  itith  the  deKcate  diarge  cf  her  edtrcc(«^ 
tion;  a  clandestine  intercourse  is  carried  on ;  the  impossibility 
of  union  reverberates  the  flame,  and  kindles  intolerable  ar- 
dour; the  youth  is  modest  and  reserved;  the  enamoured  maid 
invites  him  to  her  bed,  and  rewards  his  passion  with  the  last 
favour  a  virgin  can  bestow :  an  improper  sjnoipathy  is  sus- 
pected by  the  father ;  he  proposes  and  presses  an  equal  match 
on  which  he  had  long  set  his  heart ;  she  reluctantly  consents; 
she  dismisses  her  lover;  she  marries;  she  resumes  her  old 
correspondence  with  her  fiivourite  paramour ;  she  admits  him^ 
with  her  husband's  permission,  an  inmate  in  the  house;  she 
is  indulged  with  opportunitfes  of  renewing  with  him  the  pas* 
sionate  scenes,  and  reviving  the  harrowing  remembrancesi  of 
former  days;  and  expires  in  this  unnatural  intercourse.  When, 
these  things  are  ihirly  set  before  us,  in  all  their  naked  defor* 
mtjf  we^want  no  monitor  to  prompt  our  aversion  and  disgust. 
We  see  by  an  intuitive  gUmce,  we  feel  by  an  instfaictive 
dirill,  aO  the  pestilent  disorders  which  would  flow  in  upon  us, 
from  our  encouragement,  from  our  toleration,  of  such  prao* 
tices ;  from  our  not  driving  them,  as  we  do,  by  common  con* 
sent,  flrom  society,  with  shame  and  scorn  and  detestation.  It 
requires  no  logic  to  convince  us,  that  if  the  settled  restric- 
lk>ns  on  these  subjects  were  once  removed,  and  nothing  sub* 
stituted  but  loose  personal  discretion,  swayed  by  evary  gust 
of  appetite  and  passion,  that  all  domestic  security  and  com* 
Ibrt,  all  parental  ca)re,  all  filial  duty,  all  pure  and  haUowed 
afiectkm,  all  conjugal  confidence  and  endearment,  would  be 
overwhelmed  under  a  flood  of  gMss  adulterous  lust  and  cor- 
rupted sentiment.  What  shall  we  think  then  of  a  writer, 
who,  by  the  fiuiciiiatioii  of  his  firibte,  the  mehiDg  fervour  of 
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hit  lentiniyitg,  and  the  Ynrid  force  of  his  thrilling  descripr 
tiopi^  iodiioet  usy  not  to  palliatt  as  w^nki  erron,  not  to  ap- 
prove as  amiable  failini^  but  to  ent^r  ii^  and  to  adopt  ai 
OQT  awfu  to  cherish, as  coniolatonr  axDcdienta*  md  embiaoe 
as  a  sort  of  sanctqary  and  refuge  from  despair^  these  flagnnt 
vjolatbns  of  4eUca^,decencj^  and  chastity?''   P.78»74«. 
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NaCLIX. 

£t  taotuB  coDstuv  in  lerftate  wal  etL 
Coaitml  n  ieUfoest  akae. 


Sir, 

I  LAY  before  you  a  sketch  of  the  principal  inci- 
dents which  have  occurred  in  the  life  of  a  Conn* 
try  Curate ;  a  life  sufficiently  varied  to  interest 
the  inquisitive,  and  sufficiently  marked  with  er- 
ror to  afibrd  admonition  to  the  incautious. 

I  was  bom  at  a  considerable  distance  from 
the  metropolis.  My  father  was  one  of  those 
clergymen  who  cavil  at  creeds  and  propose 
emendations  to  the  liturgy;  and  of  those  articles 
which  are  jointly  considered  as  the  standard  of 
genuine  orthodoxy,  of  many  he  would  confess 
his  utter  disbelief,  and  of  some  his  sovereign 
contempt.  It  is  easy,  therefore,  to  imagine,  that 
he  was  never  dignified  by  patronage,  or  exalted 
to  preferment.  His  friends,  indeed,  were  nu- 
merous ;  but  his  enemies  were  active.  They 
who  had  assented  to  doctrines  into  which  they 
never  inquired,  will  not  look  favourably  on 
those  in  whom  inquiry  has  produced  incredu- 
lity ;  and  they,  whom  doubt  has  not  deterred 
^om  assent,  are  little  delighted  with  honesty 
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greater  than  their  own*  .  Thus,  his  learning  and 
labilities,  which  weregeneraUy  acknQwledged, 
procured  him  only  unsubstantial  praise ;  and  a 
life  which  had  passed  in  obscurity,  terminated 
in  a  condition  very  remote  from  affluence. 

At  his  death  I  was  eleven  years  of  age.  He 
had  from  my  earliest  in&ncy  destined  me  to  a 
learned  profession ;  and  having  no  other  ^duld, 
he  had  dedicated  his  whole  leisure  to  my  im« 
provement.  By  the  generosity  of  beeefiurCois, 
who  are  attentive  to  the  voice  of  ingenuous 
complaint,  the  seeds  of  liberal  knowledge^  which 
had  abready  been  sown  in  my  mind,  were  enabled 
to  attain  maturity ;  and  after  several  yean  em- 
ployed in  a  public  school  in  Londcm,  I  was  it* 
moved  to  Cambridge,  enriched  by  a  lAock  of 
learning,  perhaps,  somewhat  above  medioerityi 
and  warmed  with  a  love  of  letters,  which  I  ^ve 
cherished  through  life. 

During  my  residence  at  the  university  I  dis- 
covered the  fickleness  of  temper  which  has 
been  the  occasion  c^  all  my  misfortunea.  I 
pursfted  no  study  with  that  pertinacity^  whidi 
alone  can  ensure  success.  Nature  aetmed  to 
have  countecacted  the  useful  prcqpensittes  of  my 
mind,  by  withhokiing  from  me  thoAe  qualities, 
by  whose  co»operation  they  have  eiftct ;  I  pos- 
sessed emulatioB  without  the  power  ^  pose^ 


vfeisnee^  prides  \dthout  a  proper  senae  <^  digtii-»  ^ 
ty»  and  talents  without  resolution  to  exert  them* 
Ivrasy  therefore,  in  all  my  struggles  for  reputs* 
tiiMi)  the  victim  of  disappointment ;  yet  I  gene-* 
rally  received  the  mortifying  ccmsolation,  that  I 
was  next  in  merit  to  those  who  had  defeated  me^ 
and  that  a  very  small  degree  of  additional  ap^^ 
plication  would,  perhaps,  have  rendered  me  their 
sttperion  In  the  last  instance^  however,  my 
friends  were  less  satisfied  than  myself,  with  the 
decision  given  against  me.  There  was  indeed 
some  reason  to  surmise,  that  I  was  obnoxious  to 
party  zeal;  and  he,  who  has  more  than  once 
been  fairly  vanquished  in  contests  for  &me,  is 
with  little  difficulty  repulsed.  He  has  to  op« 
pose  the  united  powers  of  inclination  and  pre- 
judice; and  few  are  willing  to  beKeve,  that 
strength  cMi  be  acquired  by  defeat.  Scilicet 
acrior  miles  redibit  ? 

Shall  he^  who  once  ignobly  deifs'd  to  yield. 
With  new-born  ardour  geek  th'  embattled  field? 

It  would  have  been  a  proof  of  insensilSility, 
rather  than  of  fortitude^  to  have  felt  no  depres- 
sion of  spirits  from  my  various  disappointments: 
yet  they  never  so  fer  operated  on  my  mind  as  to 
p]:oduce  local  disgust,  or  to  imbitter  die  remem* 
brance  <tf  hopes,  which  were  bpm  only  to  pe« 
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lisb*  I  look  bade  to  the  hours,  yrMdi  I  spent 
at  college, — ^with  pleasing  fond  regret,  and,  in 
TSkin,  ^h  £)r  their  return.  My  feelings  at  this 
SMMBMit  are  admirably  ei^pressed  in  some  chann- 
iQg  lines  of  Cowley's  Dedicatory  Elegy  ;  a^d  as 
tb^y,  hi^pily,  have  not  beeir  ^  blown  upon" 
(Uy  use  the  phrase  of  Addison)  by  the  awarm  of 
learned  flies,  who  do  little  else  than  quote,  I 
diall  3ub}oin  the  whole  passage,  together  with  a 
Sonnet  written  in  imitation  of  it, 

O  mihi  jucundum  GrantCy  saper  omnia  nomen  I 

O  penitns  toto  corde  receptus  amor ! 
Jkh  f  mihi  si  Testne  reddat  bona  gaodia  seda^ 

Detque  Dens  docti  poese  qniete  frui! 
Qiudift  cram>  cum  me  tranquiM  mente  sedentem 

Vidisti  in  rip^  Came  serene,  tua; 
Mulcentem  audisti  juTenili  flumina  canta; 

me  quidem  inmierito,  sed  tibi  gratus  erat. 
'    '  Time  liqmdis  laeitisqae  stmul  mes  vita  diebus, 

Et  similis  vestrae  candid^fluxit  aquat; 
At  nmic  coenosoe  luces  atque  obioe  multe 

Rwspitiir  aefatit  tmbidus  ordo  mea?. 

Cambridge !   dear  name,  at  whose  transporting  soimd 

A  pang  of  fond  remembranoe  thrflls  my  breast ; 

O  could  those  hours  return  which  friendship  blest. 
Which  lettered  ease,  the  muse^  and  C*«««**««  cnmiMl 

How  cabn  my  soul,  when  ofl  at  parting  day 
Cam  saw  nae  musing  by  his  willowy  side. 

The  while  I  would  recite  some  raptured  lay. 
Whose  HogeriDg  marmufB  doated  down  the  tide* 
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Yet  ah!  too  short  it  youth's  fiuitastic  cbreaniy 
Ere  manhood  wakes  th'  unweeting  heart  to  woe } 
Silent  and  smooth  Cam's  loitering  waters  flow ; 
^o  glided  lifey  a  smooth  and  silent  stream : 
Sad  change !  for  now  hy  choking  cares  withstood  * 

it  gca»c€ly  bunt  its  way»  a  troubled  boisterous  flood* 

But  the  brief  period  of  three  years  had  slipt 
insensibly  away ;  and  the  time  was  now  at  hand. 
In  which  I  was  to  launch  into  the  world.  I  re- 
ceived offers  of  various  appointments,  none  of 
which  were  eminently  tempting  to  ambition ; 
and  though  an  enumeration  of  them  is  not  ne« 
cessary  to  the  design  of  this  narrative,  yet  T 
cannot  forbear  to  mention  two  of  them ;  the 
one  as  an  instance  of  the  higli  dignity  of  educa- 
tion, and  the  other  of  the  sacred  inviolability  of 
engagements. 

I  had  noticed  in  a  newspaper  an  advertise- 
ment, stating  that  "  a  head-master  was  wanted 
in  an  eminent  classical  school  in  Dublin.''  On 
making  application  to  a  gentleman  referred  to 
in  London,  I  received  the  following  letter 
yrritten  by  the  advertiser.  ^ 

"  Sir, 
•*  I  am  the  proprietor  of  an  eminent  gram- 
mar-school in  this  city,  and  want  the  service 
of  a  person  who  is  qualified  to  be  the  head* 
jpaster.    He  must  be  thocoughly  acquainted 
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with  the  Latin  and  Greek  languages ;  and  he 
must  also  be  perfect  master  of  History  ancient 
and  modern.  Chronology,  Mythology,  Natural 
Philosophy  and  Geo^aphy«    He  must  be  a  good 
judge  of  Criticism,  as  he  will  have  to  coitect 
the  exercises  of  the  first  class.     He  will  be 
treated  in  all  respects  like  a  gentleman.     He 
must  not  love  wine,  and  must  retire  from  table 
as  soon  as  grace  is  said.     He  must  be  glad  of 
confinement,  as  he  will  have  to  keep  eyes  over 
the  boys,  not  only  during  their  school-hours,  but 
also  during  their  hours  of  recreation,  to  prevent 
them  doing  mischief     He  will  not  expect  to 
have  a  bed-chamber  to  himself,  but  will  wil- 
lingly sleep  with  some  of  the  senior  scholars. 
The  salary  to  a  layman  will  be  40/.  a  year,  or 
to  a  clergyman  SOL  because  he  can  assist  me  in 
my  church  duty.     I  am  willing  to  pay  his  ex- 
penses hither  as  far  as  8/. 

*'  I  am,  sir, 
•*  Dublin,  "  Yours,  John  A . 

^  26  Jan.  1799. 

"  If  this  does  not  suit  you,  I  hope  you  will 
recommend  it  among  your  friends." 

Thank  heaven !  I  loved  my  friends  too  well  to 
recommend  to  them  so  severe  a  mortificadoo  tff 
their  lustSy  with  jso  little  prospect  of  rewatd.    I 
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therefore  declined  the  proposal  in  the  name  of 
myself  and  all  my  acquaintance ;  at  the  same 
time  complimenting  the  Hibernian  on  his  won** 
4er^l  liberality,  and  his  no  less  Wonderful 
letter. 

The  other  situation,  which  was  offered  me, 
was  far  more  eligible  than  the  former,  and  such 
gs  I  gladly  accepted.  It  was  to  be  an  assistant 
at  one  of  the  great  public  schools  i  a  situation, 
at  once  desirable  for  its  emolument,  and  not  hu- 
miliating to  pride.  I,  therefore,  requested  the 
gentleman  who  had  been  commissioned  to  dis-^ 
pose  of  the  appointment  to  secure  it  for  me ; 
and  his  recommendation  being  approved  by  the 
master  of  the  school,  I  sat  down  in  quiet  expec* 
tation  of  the  time  when  my  labours  were  to 
commence.  A  fortnight,  however,  had  elapsed, 
when  the  Dr.  wrote  word  to  his  acquaintance  in 
the  university,  that  a  certain  great  man  had  just 
proposed  a  gentleman  to  fill  the  ensuing  vacancy 
in  the  school,  and  that  to  so  intimate  a  friend 
lie  could  deny  nothing. 

About  this  time  I  wrote  to  some  of  my  fa- 
ther's fijends  in  London,  men  of  considerablei 
interest,  who  had  always  professed  their  esteem 
Oi  flpte  from  respect  both  to  my  &ther*s  memory 
fmd  my  own  merits,  to  use  their  influence  in 
grocuriug  me  some  employment,  which  a  iay« 
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JEsliuU,  et  toio  discoBfeBit  ordine  ?ite» 

Still  flM^  witk  Ike  tlde»  hb  plan  an  ntwtr  izt. 


The  Curacy,  which  I  was  destined  to  serve^ 
was  that  of  a  large  village  in  the  county  of 
Worcester.  After  having  been  ordained  at  Ely, 
in  April,  1779, 1  took  leave  of  the  university,  and 
proceeded  to  my  parish.  The  pangs  of  separa- 
tion firom  my  favourite  habits  of  life  were 
sharpened  by  being  contrasted  with  the  scene 
before  me :  for,  whatever  schemes  of  haj^iness 
my  imagination  had  devised  for  the  approaching^ 
period,  the  pleasures  of  elegant  society  could 
not  reasonably  be  placed  in  that  number.  My 
Rector,  indeed,  had  the  reputation  of  consider- 
able learning,  added  to  exemplary  virtues ;  but, 
as  he  generally  resided  on  another  living,  I  could 
not  hope  to  derive  great  advantages  from  his 
acquaintance. 

On  my  arrival  at  the  village,  I  was  directed 
to  a  fium-house  which  from  time  immemorial 
had  been  the  habitation  of  the  curates.  The 
treatment  I  received,  was  puch  as  has  been' 
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honoured  with  a  memorial  from  a  far  greater 
apostle  than  myself;  for  with  him  I  may  truly 
say,  ^^  the  barbarous  people  shewed  me  no  little 
kindness/'  My  parishioners  were  honest,  hos- 
pitable, gaping  rustics,  who,  while  they  were 
unacquainted  with  the  arts  of  good-breeding 
and  refinement,  had  not  vitiated  their  intercourse 
with  fashionable  hypocrisy,  or  destroyed  the 
efficacy  of  language  by  the  introduction  of  polite 
&lsehoodw  For  some  days  I  was  almost  over- 
whelmed by  an  inundation  of  civilities  ;  which, 
however  they  merited  my  g^titude,  and  conci- 
liated my  ai&ction,  were  still  little  calculated 
to'promote  my  happiness,  or  to  make  me  pleased 
with  my  situation.  I  had  lately  been  accustomed 
to  the  society  of  the  learned,  the  polished,  and 
the  gay ;  but  had  never  heard  the  clamours  of 
rustic  merriment,  or  been  accosted  with  the 
rudeness  of  boisterous  salutation.  It  was  not, 
therefore,  to  be  wondered  at,  if  I  often  disgusted 
toy  Hosts  by  the  serenity  of  a  countenance,  which 
ought  to  have  been  distorted  with  laughter ;  or 
if  I  passed  for  a  dull,  insipid  sort  of  guest,  as  I 
never  was  observed  to  be  exhilarated  with  ale. 
I  soon  found  that  comparisons  were  made 
between  myself  and  the  former  curate,  not  at 
all  favourable  to  his  successor ;  and  it  became 
^sufficiently  plain,  that  little  as  I  was  entertained 
VOL.  rv^.  N 
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with  die  conversation  of  my  flock,  they  were 
still  less  delighted  with  the  manner  of  their 
pastor.  This  they  at  length  evinced  by  con- 
stantly neglecting  to  invite  me  to  their  feasts,  ' 
and  sometimes  forgetting  me  even  at  their 
christenings. 

To  want  the  power  of  pleasing  those  who 
cannot  impart  pleasure  in  return,  is  a  species  of 
mortification  easily  sofiened  by  pride.  Though 
I  was  desirous  of  acquiring  praise,  where  praise 
would  have  been  sincere,  I  was  soon  reconciled 
to  the  neglect  into  which  I  had  fidlen,  and 
determined  to  seek  happiness  in  solitary  study. 
But  what  pursuit  of  man  does  not  forcibly  re- 
mind him,  that  he  was  formed  for  society  ?  Even 
he,  who  devotes  his  leisure  to  solitary  study, 
and  rejoices  in  his  security  from  intrusion,  still 
looks  round  him  for  some  one  of  similar  habits 
with  himself,  to  whom  he  may  impart  his  favourite 
ideas  "warm  from  the  brain.'*  With  such  a 
friend  was  I  blest  at  the  university,  and  with  him  I 
still  corresponded;  yet  epistolary  correspondence, 
where  information  alone  is  required,  is,  in  aii 
intercourse  of  literary  friendship,  a  very  inade* 
quate  substitute  for  conversation ;  it  cannot 
communicate  the  instantaneous  enmtions  of  sym- 
pathy, or  express  the  tones  of  poetic  rapture. 
3ut'my  situation  was  rendered   still  more 
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comfortless,  than  it  otherwise  would  have  been, 
by  a  dearth  of  books :  for  though  at  college  I 
had  collected  as  many  volumes,  as  my  income 
would  allow,  my  library  was  too  small  to  enable 
me  to  prosecute  any  important  undertaking. 
It  was  vain  to  expect  assistance  from  libraries 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  as  I  believe  that,  except 
by  myself  and  by  the  vicar  of  an  adjacent  parish, 
who  had  a  closet  laden  with  a  cargo  of  theology, 
twenty  volumes  could  not  have  been  produced 
within  twenty  miles  of  my  residence. 

In  this  solitude  I  remained  eighteen  months. 
At  length  I  determined  to  quit  it ;  when  some 
friends  invited  me  to  town  with  a  view  of  pro- 
curing me  an  appointment  to  a  vacant  lecture- 
ship in  the  city.  The  prospect  of  a  settlement 
in  London  presented  to  my  imagination  every 
thing  which  I  wished.  I  foresaw  that  it  would 
give  me  access  to  valuable  libraries,  and  open  to 
my  mind  all  the  fountains  of  knowledge.  Ac- 
cordingly, I  accepted  the  proposal  of  my  friends, 
and  bade  adieu  to  my  parishioners  on  the  banks 
of  the  Severn. 

Some  of  your  readers,  sir,  may  not  be  ac- 
quainted with  the  duties  and  situation  of  a 
lecturer.  He  may,  then,  be  defined  to  be, 
**  A  pensionary  Parson,  who  is  chosen  by  the 
votes  of  the  house-keepers  of  a  parish,  and  is 
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dependent  upon  their  generosi^  and  Mn  €iwft 
tervilityfor  his  daily  subsistence/'  TbecamS- 
dates  at  the  present  vacancy  were  four ;  each 
of  whom,  in  turn,  was  directed  to  preach  a 
probationary  sermon,  that  the  electors  mi^ 
be  able  to  decide,  which  of  us  was  the  most 
deserving  man  in  point  of  voice,  figure,  and 
address,  and  the  other  qualifications  of  a  worthy 
clergyman.  It  was  evident,  from  the  beginning 
of  the  contest,  that  the  successful  candidate, 
whoever  he  might  be,  would  succeed  by  a^malt 
majority:  the  greater  number  of  the  parishioners 
bad  promised  their  AOtes,  and  were  exerting  sH 
their  interest  in  behalf  of  their  respective  candi- 
dates:  a  few,  however,  preserved  a  strict  neu- 
trality, and  were  to  be  preached  into  preference. 
Of  these  I  gained  over  the  greater  part,  not  by 
my  own  merit,  but  by  the  defects  of  my  com- 
petitors; the  first  of  whom  was  uglier  than 
Caliban ;  the  second  detained  his  auditors  fifty- 
five  minutes  in  the  cold ;  and  tlie  third,  either 
by  desi^  or  from  ignorance,  was  woefnUy 
heterodox.  I  was  duly  elected  by  a  majonty 
of  seventeen  votes ;  the  whole  number  consist- 
ing of  four  hundred  and  twenty  one,  which 
were  otherwise  almost  equally  distributed^ 

Soon,  however,  was  I  convinced,  that  I  had 
gained  little  by  my  victory.    The  coUectioa 
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annually  xnade  fbr  my  predecessor,  who  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  chosen  without  opposition, 
had  amount^  to  upwards  of  ninety  pounds ;  but 
as  I  had  been  elected  by  a  sort  of  parochial  fee* 
tion,  scarcely  exceeding  the  fourth  part  of  the 
inhabitants,  I  found  myself  in  the  receipt  of  less 
than  half  that  sum,  a  sum  which  fell  short  of  the 
emolument  of  my  curacy;  though  my  expenses^ 
by  living  in  town,  were  considerably  augmented* 
My  curacy,  however,  was  lost ;  and,  with  it,  I 
lostthe  friend  who  had  patronised  me  at  coll^^« 
As  I  had  omitted  to  consult  him  about  my 
removal,  till  it  was  already  too  late,  he  never 
afterwards  regarded  me  with  warmth  or  tender- 
ness, but  considered  me  as  a  young  man  of  un* 
settled  choice  and  fluctuating  desires,  whom  it 
was  difficult  to  serve,  and  who  ought  to  be  left 
to  his  fate. 

But  my  lecturer-ship  grew  continually  less 
and  less  lucrative ;  for  even  of  those  who  had 
voted  in  my  favour,  some  had  been  alienated  by 
my  aversion  to  cringing,  and  gradually  reduced 
their  quotas  of  my  pension ;  finding,  therefor^ 
that  I  should  shortly  be  starved  into  a  re^ 
signation  of  my  office,  I  determined  to  retire 
honourably,  and,  at  the  expiration  of  two  years, 
restored  to  the  parishioners  their  full  powers  of 
electioneering.  ^ 
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Thus  was  I  once  more  adrift  in  the  world ; 
when   I  received  a  letter   from   a  friend   in 
Candiridge,  proposing  to  me  the  af^intment 
oC  a  travelling  tutor.     Had  fortune  emplojFed 
whole  years  in  an  endeavour  to  gratify  my 
wishes,  she  could  not  have  been  more  successfril; 
unless,  indeed,  she  had  oflfered  me  advantages 
which  would  be  permanent.     My  pupil  was  the 
son  of  a  gentleman    in    Cheshire,  who    had 
formerly  been  of  the   college   of  which  my 
correspondent  was  a  fellow.    I  instantly  repaired 
to  Cambridge  to  be  introduced  to  my  employer ; 
who,  after  having  agreed  to  pay  me  a  liberal 
stipend  for  my  friture  services  to  his  son,  and 
traced  upon  a  map  the  route  he  wished  us  to 
pursue,  dismissed  us  on  our  tour.     It  is  not 
necessary  to  trouble  you  with  the  particulars  of 
our  expedition,  or  to  enter  into  a  detail  of  the 
natural    and    artificial  beauties  which  may  be 
met  with  in  Switzerland  and  Italy.     Suffice  it 
to  observe,  that  we  were  three  years  absent  from 
England ;  that  my  pupil,  a  youth  vdth  many 
excellent  qualities,  was  an  example  of  the  efiects 
of  injudicious  education ;   and  that   I   could 
rarely  divert    his  attention  from  gaiety    and 
amusements  to  the  investigation  of  antiquity,  and 
contemplation  on  classic  scenes.    On  our  re- 
tun),  however,  his  frtther  expressed  his  wannest 
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approbation  of  my  services;  and  I  have  no  doubt, 
had  he  possessed  borough-interest,  or  any  of  the 
avenues  to  church  preferment,  he  would  have 
been  happy  to  have  rewarded  me  with  a  living. 
Hitherto,  amidst  all  my  inconveniences,  I  had 
never  been  disgusted  with  drudgery ;  but  had 
enjoyed  the  otia  sacra  Camoenis,  leisure  sacred 
to  the  Muses,  and  had  projected  many  literary 
undertaldngs,  wliich  my  want  of  persc^verance 
eonstamtly  rendered  abortive.  The  scene, 
however,  was  about  to  change ;  but,  since  from 
this  period  commences  a  new  series  of  events, 
I  shall  reserve  the  conclusion  of  my  history  for 
'  a  future  letter. 

Your  constant  readep^ 

Lipooiiislure^  MuTABILIS. 

F^h.  — ,  1795, 

The  Coontry  Spsctator,  No.  21,  Febniary  26, 1799. 
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No.  CLXI. 


•VetastQin 


SerYitiom,  senlper^iie  ipoTvoi. 

Claudiait. 

Tis  slaYery  stiU,  thoagb  Yarying  oft  its  fonn. 


Sir, 

I  HAVE  already  appeared  before  "  your  readers'' 
in  the  several  characters  of  an  undergraduate  at 
the  university,  a  curate  in  a  country  village, 
a  lecturer  in  London,  and  a  travelling  tutor. 
At  the  time  of  my  return  to  England  fihom  my 
tour,  I  was  in  my  thirtieth  year  ;  yfet  my  loco- 
motiVte  propensities  still  acted  with  all  their 
force  :  my  constant  amusement  was  to  pore  over 
a  map,  which  gave  me  the  idea  of  a  change  of 
place,  and  no  music  was  so  delightful  to  my  ear 
as  the  rattling  of  a  post-chaise. 

Having  waited  some  time,  to  no  purpose,  in 
the  hope  of  employment,  I  accepted  the  appoint- 
ment of  an  assistant  at  a  large  i&ee-school  in 
Kent.  This  was  my  first  attempt  at  the  business 
of  education ;  and  what  can  be  more  pleasant 
in  the  theory  ?  But  experience  will  convince  all, 
who  need  conviction,  that  ^'  to  rear  the  tender 
thought,  and  teach  the  young  idea  how  to 
shoot,"  is  not,  at  least  in  a  free-school,  a  very 
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*'  delightful  task.*'     I  soon  found  that  my  usher- 
ship  entitled  me  to  little  or  no  respect,  either 
among  the  scholars  or  the  inhabitants  of  the 
town  ;  and  the  efforts  which  I  made  to  raise 
my  importance,  served  only  to  subject  me  to 
ridicule  and  contempt :  for  how  was  it  possible 
far  an  uaher  to  be  a  gentleman?  But  the  want 
of  respect.  J  could  easily  have  endured :  the 
Want  of  ease   and  of  every    comfort    was    a 
£ir  weightier  evil.     The  hours  of  confinement 
were  ho  less  than  ten  in  the  day:  and  almost 
the  whole  burden  of  teaching  fell  upon  myself. 
The  master,  being  a  clergyman  without  prefer- 
ment, ingeniously  contrived  to  make  a  benefice 
of  his  schooL     It  was  his  custom  to  hear  the 
boys  their  first  lesson  on  the  Monday  morning, 
and  thus  to  conclude  his  labours  for  the  week. 
Out  of  the  endowment,  which  was  two  hundred 
and  fifly  pounds  annually,  he  regularly  paid  me 
the  odd  fift:y  pounds,  for  being  (what  he  called 
with  great  accuracy  of  language)  his  assistant. 
The  mastership  was  in  the  gifl  of  one  of  the 
companies  in  London :   and  it  had  generally 
been  their  practice  to  appoint  the  usher  to  fill 
the  vacancy.     This  was  a  piece  of  intelligence 
which  my  employer  took  especial  care  to  have 
me  acquainted  with*     He  repeatedly  reminded 
me,  *^  that  he  was  sinking  apace  into  the  vale  of 
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years,  and  I  iras  a  healthy  young  man,  wBo 
might  reasonably  expect  to  survive  him;  that 
the  character  he  had  given  of  me  to  the  trus- 
tees Tfould  infallibly  ensure  my  election;  and 
that  he  thought  my  prospect,  if  I  persevered 
in  my  undertaking,  highly  flattering  and  desir- 
able."  AD  this  rhetoric  went  only  to  prove, 
that  he  was  very  well  satisfied  with  his  usher ; 
but  as  the  satisfaction  was  not  reciprocal, 
at  the  expiration  of  two  years  from  my  ori- 
ginal engagement  with  him,  I  retired  fitm  his 
service* 

Scarcely  had  I  been  settled  in  another  situa^ 
tion,  when  my  late  employer  actually  died :  and, 
to  my  great  mortification,  I  heard  of  iny  suc^ 
cessor's  promotion  to  the  vacant  place  after  a 
service  of  a  very  few  months.  Repentance  fiw 
having  resigned  my  post,  however  vain,  was 
imbittered  with  the  reflection,  that  I  had 
changed  my  condition  not  at  all  for  the  better, 
and  I  have  sometimes  thought  for  the  worse. 
I  was  once  more  in  a  curacy;  but  a  very 
different  one  from  that,  in  which  I  had  embarked 
at  my  departure  from  college.  It  was  the  curacy 
of  a  market  town  in  Yorkshire,  containing  five 
f>r  Mx  thousand  inhabitants.  How  I  came  to 
accept  it,  I  now  scarcely  recollect ;  my  accep* 
tance  of  it,  however,  forms  an  epoch  in  my 
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history,  as  it  opened  to  me  a  scene  of  life  alto- 
gether new. 

At  my  entering  on  my  oflSce  I  found,  that  I 
was  little  indebted  to  my  predecessors  for  any 
advantages  which  I  was  to  enjoy.     It  had  &e- 
quently  been  the  policy  of  the  rector  to  take 
into  his  church  such  men,  as  would  be  most 
likely  to  submit  to  drudgery  without  repining 
or  reluctance  ^   men  of  unaspiring  hopes  and 
confined    prospects,    and   who    felt    not    the 
generous  pride  inseparable  firom  liberal  educa* 
tion.     The  curacy,  therefore,  was  considered, 
as  it  well  might  be,-  a  very  mean  employment ; 
not,  indeed,  so  low,  as  to  be  incapable  of  exalta- 
tion ;  and  to  entail  certain  discredit  on  all  who 
should  undertake  it,  but  in  some  measure  de- 
pendant on  the  conduct  of  the  curate.     After 
this  statement,  it  may  subject  me  to  the  charge 
of  vanity,  to  inform  you  that  I  gradually  rose 
into  the  esteem  of  the  inhabitants,  and,  at  length, 
was  treated  with  a  degree  of  respect  scarcely  in- 
ferior to  that  which  was  the  portion  of  the 
rector  himself:  yet  the  obligations  of  truth  and 
gratitude  are  too  binding  to  be  violated  on  any 
consideration  whatever.     The  parishioners,  for 
the  most  part,  were  people  in  business ;  I  do 
not  mean  petty  tradesmen,  but  extensive  mer- 
^ants,  or  men  who  speculated  largely  in  their 


188  THE  GLEANER.  KO,  IQL 

several  concerns.  Their  hospitalitj  was  such, 
as  I  have  not  experienced  elsewhere,  either 
before  or  since.  Their  entertainments  were 
frequent,  and  manners  friendly.  Their  re&ie* 
ment  was  in  that  middle  state,  which  is  equally 
removed  from  the  gross  familiarity  of  ray 
Worcestershire  friends,  and  frcnn  the  flimsy 
intercourse  of  &shionable  life.  This  was  the 
general  character  of  the  people,  from  whom  I 
received  repeated  proo&  of  real  friendship^  and 
instances  of  attachment  which  will  ever  hold  a 
place  in  my  remembrance. 

Such  were  the  agreeable  circumstances  in  my 
condition  :  and  had  all  other  parts  of  it  corres- 
ponded with  these,  I  should,  probably,  have  re« 
mained  in  it  to  the  present  day,  or,  at  least,  I 
should  not  have  quitted  it  with  disgust.  The 
drudgery  of  the  parish  duty,  almost  all  of  whidi 
fell  to  the  lot  of  the  curate,  was  so  great  as  to 
be,  to  any  man  given  to  reading  aud  study, 
nearly  intolerable.  There  were  prayers  onee 
every  day  throughout  the  year,  and  very  fre» 
quently  twice :  and  the  occasional  duty,  which 
in  so  large  a  parish  must  always  be  oj^ressive^ 
had  received  an  additional  weight  from  the 
pusillanimity  or  thoughtless  compliance  of  my 
predecessors.  In  this  place  it  had  become  the 
of  the  curate  to  nm  all  over  the  town. 
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at  the  call  of  any  idle  gossip,  for  the  purpose  of 
giving  children,  private  baptism.     For  this  class 
aS  visits  no  hou^  was  deemed  unseasonable,  and 
BO  weather  unpleasant:  at  noon  or  midnight, 
in  the  sunshine  or  during  a  storm,  the  demand 
was  made  indiscriminately,  and  was  urged  in 
the  peremptory  language  of  compulsion,  though 
the  urgency  of  the  case  was  never  certified  and 
not   always  pleaded.     Against  a   practice   so 
directly  contarary  to  the  order  of  the  church,  so 
different  from  the  custom  generally  established, 
so  utterly  destructive  of  the  comfort  of  the 
minister,  and    altogether    so  needless  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  a  church,  at  first  I  made  a 
spirited  remonstrance ;   but    being    at  length 
weary  of  repeating  old  arguments,  and  exposing 
the  same  absurdities,  I  gave  up  the  contest,  and 
determined  to  bear  every  burden  which  might 
be  imposed  on  me,  in  the  hope  that  the  term  of 
my  hardships  would  be  short:  spe  finis  diira 
ferentem.    I  wished,  indeed,  to  merit  the  thanks 
of  my  successor,  by  making  his  employment  less 
laborious  than  I  had  found  it :  but  rights  once 
established  are  not  easily  laid  aside,  and  bigotry 
wttl  always  quote  precedents  in  the  support  of 
error. 

ITiis  cure  I  had  very  early'  determined  to 
rerigU)  as  soon  as  I  could  do  it  without  appear^ 
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ing  to  be  fickle :  I  retained  it,  therefore,  fifteen 
months ;  nor  wera  the  smiles  of  the  corpora* 
tion,  who  were  the  patrons  of  the  living,  a 
sufficiently  powerful  inducement  with  me  to 
alter  my  resolution.  Accordingly  I  took  a  house 
in  the  neighbourhood  with  the  view  of  being 
employed  in  private  tuition.  After  waiting  a 
year,  in  which  time  two  young  gentiemen 
only  were  offered  to  me  for  instruction,  I 
thought  the  prospect  of  success  very  unpromis- 
ing, and  resolved  no  longer  to  be  the  qport  of 
caprice  or  wilgar  criticism,  but  to  accept  the 
first  easy  curacy  which  might  present  itself 
This  happened  to  be  situated  in  the  fens  of 
Lincolnshire,  from  which  place  my  narrative  is 
written.  Scarcely  had  I  come  hither,  when 
several  letters  arrived  from  gentiemen,  who 
were  desirous  of  placing  their  sons  under  my 
care :  but  my  scheme  of  life  was  altered,  and 
their  proposals  arrived  too  late.  In  my  .present 
sitiiation  there  is  little  to  raise  my  admiration  or 
delight.  I  have  an  eye  capable  of  deriving 
pleasure  from  the  beauties  of  nature ;  but  here, 
wherever  I  look,  I  see  nothing  during  half  the 
year  but  an  extended  plain  of  waters :  I  am  not 
averse  to  social  intercourse;  but  here  I  am 
doomed  to  uninterrupted  solitude.  Wearied, 
however,  with  disappointments  and  restiessness 
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of  change^  I  have  given  up  the  pursuit  of 
happiness,  and  will  content*  myself  with  inter- 
cepting her  as  she  may  come  into  my  way.  In 
this  place  I  have  now  resided  forty  months,  and 
am  in  my  thirty-eighth  year.  Thus  am  I 
struggling  with  the  difficulties  of  life,  when  I 
ought  to  be  enjoying  its  comforts. 

How  dangerous  a  propensity  is  this  love  of 
change  ?  In  almost  every  situation  into  which' 
fortune  has  thrown  me,  I  might,  by  patience  and 
perseverance,  have  acquired  a  competency;  but, 
like  the  eager  husbandman,  I  have  never  waited 
till  the  fruits  of  my  labour  have  attained  maturity, 
but  have  pronounced  the  soil  barren,  which  has 
not  been  immediately  productive. 

I  am,  sir,  &c. 

Lincolnshire,  MUTABILIS. 

April  — ,  1793. 

The  CevNTRY  Spectatok»  No.  28,  April  16, 179S. 
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No.  CLXII. 

ThoQ  captivating  simplicity !  *tis  thine'at  once  to 
dfoct  wlu|t  all  the  aitiicet  of  rbctoiir,  with  all  fu 
tropes  and  iigaret,  tediously  and  ▼ainty  labonr  to 
accomplish. — From  our  admirable  trauslation  of  the 
Bible  aa  English  writer  nMy  select  a  diction  better 
suited  to  raise  the  sympathy  of  grief,  than  from  the 
most  celebrated  models  of  human  composition. 

KWOK. 


I  AH  not  SO  much  surprised  at  your  fondness 
for  the  writings  of  Sterne,  as  disappointed  at 
finding  your  praise  so  vague  and  indiscriminate. 
It  is  time  for  you  to  learn  that,  in  this  world,  the 
good  and  the  bad  are  so  intimately  blended 
together,  that  there  is  no  possibility  of  finding 
either  the  one  or  the  other  pure  and  unadul- 
terated. No  man  is  so  perfect,  but  there  is  some- 
thing about  him  that  might  be  amended  -,  and 
none  are  so  bad,  but  we  may  find  something  be- 
longing to  them  that  merits  applause.  The 
great  business  of  candid  criticism  is,  to  separate 
the  chaff  from  the  com,  and  neither  to  approve 
nor  condemn  by  the  lump. 

Few  writers  are  better  calculated  for  capti- 
vating youthful  minds  than  Sterne.  Through- 
out his  whole  works  there  are  interspersed  many 
lively  sallies  of  wit,  many  happy  strokes  of  hu- 
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mour.  Even  the  desultory  mapnet  in  which  he 
proceeds  seems  to  be  so  natural  to  him,  and  is  so 
well  suited  to  the  volatiUty  of ,  youthful  minds, 
that  it  is,  to  them,  rather  alluring  than  disgust- 
fill ;  and  the  innumerable;  touches  of  nature ,  sq 
frequently  recurring,  and  so  happily  expressed^ 
give  to  his  writing  »a  eh^rm  that  is  inefiabl)^ 
{)leasing«  Without  being  able  to  distinguish 
what  itre  the  particular  ingr^ients  in  this  tout 
ensemble  that  please,  they  admire  even  hi^ 
qUaintnesses  and  eccentricities.  They  think  too 
oflen  that  the  charm  proceeds  from  the  levity 
and  frivolity  of  his  manner,  when  it  in  fact  arises 
&<>m  the  singular  powers  of  his  mind.  To  this 
circumstance  we  are  to  attribute  those  countless 
swarms  of  iinitators  of  his  manner,  ami  the  dis* 
gusting  insipidity  of  these  miserable  productions. 
A  talent  for  discriminating  humi^n  characters, 
and  delineating  their  traits  with  perfect  accu- 
racy, is  one  of  the  rarest  gifts  of  heaven ;;  and 
whoever  possesses  that  talent  in  an  eminent  de- 
gree, will  not  fail  to  produce  performances  that 
will  obtain  a  high  degree  of  applause,  whatever 
may  be  their  defects  in  other  respects.  Shak- 
speare,  who  possessed  this  happy  talent  in  a  der 
gree  superior  to  that  of  any  other  of  the  sons 
of  men  who  have  yet  speared,  on  the  globe, 
ba99  notwithstanding  the  innumerable  defects 
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that  abound  in  hh  works,  obtained  a  degree  «f 
celebrity  that  nothing  else  could  ever  hanp«  given 
Mm;  and  which,  notwithstanding  the  attadsi 
of  simrling  critics,  wifi  continue  to  increase  as 
long  as  the  language  in  which  he  writes  tii$3i  be 
understood.  There  have  been  people  wetk 
enough  to  believe  that  if  they  could  iaiitate 
Shakspeare  in  the  irregularity  of  his  plots,  m 
the  disregard  of  the  mnch*taIked«of  unities,  in 
the  antiquated  turn  of  hie  phrases,  and  in  the 
low  bufibonery  of  some  of  his  scenes,  they  wodd 
be  entitled  to  a  c6nsiderable  share  of  that  ap* 
probation  which  has  been  so  liberally  bestowed 
iipon  him^  They  did  not  advert  that  it  was  kit 
superlative  genius  which  made  him  triumph, 
not  in  consequence  of  these  defects^  but  in  vpkc 
of  them. 

In  like  manner,  Sterne  possesses  in  a  very  emi« 
nent,  though  &r  inferior  degree,  tint  rare  talent 
of  discriminating  characters,  and  of  delineatii^ 
them  with  precision  by  light  touches  of  nature, 
which  ever  and  anon  occur  even  in  the  most 
trifling  scenes.  It  is  this  which  gives  to  these 
t>therwise  trifling  scenes  an  interest  wbidi  no- 
thing else  could  ever  have  conferred  upon  them. 
It  is  from  the  certainty  of  meeting  with  diese  de^ 
Itcate  touches  of  nature,  that  the  man  of  taste  is 
Induced  to  tolerate  that  nauseating  aflfeetation 


and  puenlky  vfUdi  is  liable  to  turn  his  stomach 
at  every  line:  but  misenble  is  the  ddusion^ 
aftd  perverted  is  the  judgment  of  diose  who 
diink  that  those  pitifid  quaintnessev  of  ^xpr es« 
Sion,  and  filthy  allusions,  which  so  frequently  oc* 
cur,  constitute  the  essence  of  that  charm  which 
has  captivated  so  many  of  his  readers.  The 
&te  of  his  imitators  has  proved  the  truth  of  these 
remarks*  They  have  all  sunk  into  dbiivion. 
Happily  the  time  is  now  arrived,  when  even  the 
siUiest  of  his  admirersy-— admirers  to  be  sure  who 
are  unable  to  perceive  even  a  glimpse  of  his  true 
exceUence,  see  the  folly  of  attempting  to  imitate 
him  in  his  execrable  ribaldry.  Sterne  is,  in 
jnany  respects,  the  most  detestable  writer  in  the 
Ikiglish  language.  In  some  respects  he  has  no 
superior  but  Shakspeare  alone.  What  pity  that 
euch  fine  talents  should  have  been  coi]goined 
with  such  a  vitiated  taste,  and  perverted  underw 
atanding!  It  is  a  parcel  of  pearls  kneaded  up  in 
a  lump  of  ordure. 

I  heartily  commend  ymi  for  the  ardent  wish 
you  express  of  obtaining  a  knowledge  of  that 
whsdi  constitutes  what  you  call  chasteness  of 
composition  in  the  English  or  other  languages ; 
but  you  must  not  hope  to  Be  able  to  attain  a 
dear  perception  of  that  at  once.  This  must  be 
'the  work  of  time  and  experience  $  for  those  only 
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Arhofle  minds  have  ^yeeh  calmed  by  eiq>meiice, 
|ind  an  attentive  obacrvation  of  the  olgects 
round  tltem,  and  the  effects  that  varaous  inci* 
dents  produce  upon  the  human  mindy  can  pert 
ceive  those  deviations  jfrom  nature  and  truth, 
which  constitute  a  bad  taste  in  literary  compo- 
fiitions.  In  the  early  stages  of  life,  whatever  ap- 
pears to  be  brilliant,  is  thought  excellent ;  what- 
ever surprises,  whatever  seems  to  be  be3W>nd  the 
/ordinary  course  of  nature,  excites  admiration  at 
that  period  of  life ;  hence  extravagance  is  ac» 
counted  perfection,  and  tlie  wildest  eccentricities 
are  deemed  beauties.  By  degrees,  the  mind  be^ 
ironies  sensible  of  the  absurdity  of  such  conceits, 
^n  time  loaths  them,  and  gradually  acquires  a 
settled  predilection  for  that  modest  propriety  of 
expression  which  leads  the  mind  directly  towards 
the  objept  the  writer  had  in  view,  without  dis* 
traction  or  embarrassment.  It  is  this  last  kind 
of  writings  which  aged  men  have  dignified  with 
the  name  of  chastened  compositions,  and  which 
they  admire  as  models  of  perfection  in  literatiue. 
I  cannot  recommend  a  more  perfect  pattern 
of  this  kind  to  your  notice  than  the  common 
EngHsh  version  of  the  Bible.  The  language  is 
there  at  all  times  plkin,  simple,  and  unaffected ; 
and  the  construction  natural  and  easy,  though 
the  tone  IB  grave  and  dignified.    I  know  noper- 


fbrmance  that  des^rv^  ao  high  a  degree  of 
praise^  when  considered  merely  as  a  yrork  of 
literary  merit ;  and  it  tias .  happily  given  a  sta- 
bility and  perfection  to  the  English  language  it 
never  otherwise  could  h^ve  attained*  From  the 
univer^  attention  it  has  obtained  from  all  ranks 
of  people^  especially  in  Scotland,  even  the  vul« 
gar  there  understand  the  meaning  c^  most  of  the 
words  in  the  language,  so  as  to  be  able  to  use 
them  with  a  much  greater  degree  of  accuracy 
than  people  of  the  same  rank  in  any  other  part 
of  the  world*  To  this  circumstance  I  imagine 
vre  are  to  ascribe  the  fitcility  that  people  even  of 
ordinary  rank  in  Scotland  find  in  becoming  au* 
thors ;  and  did  they  not  undo  in  some  measure 
the  lessons  they  have  thus  imperceptibly  ac- 
quired in  their  youth,  by  attempting  to  imitate 
other  nlore  faulty  models,  which  the  changing 
whim  of  fashion  has  exalted  into  celebrity  for 
the  time,  we  should  probably  have  been  able  to 
produce  a  much  more  respectable  list  of  classical 
writers  than. we  yet  can  boast  of.  It  is  impossible 
for  me  to  contemplate  that  performance  (I  speak 
here  merely  of  the  translating  of  it  into  English), 
without  feeling  a  strong  emotion  of  respect  and 
adniiration  for  the  persons  who  achieved  it,  and 
viewing  it  as  one  of  the  most  striking  monu- 
ments .of  hum^nJIodustry  and  genius.  Open  the 
book  where  you  will,  and  you  will  find  the  Ian- 
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goage  every  where  simple^  grave,  and  natural; 
alike  when  the  subject  reqilires  the  plain  tone 
c^  humble  narration,  ot  rises  into  the  moat  ex- 
alted heights  of  poetic  enthusiasm.  like  everj 
translation,  indeed,  from  fangoages  c^  such  re- 
mote«ifeHpHfy,  obscurities  do  now  and  dien  oc* 
cur,  which  have  been  occasioned  by  misimder* 
standing  allusions tocircumstaaces,now,perhqp8, 
for  ever  lost  and  unknown ;  but,  even  on  diese 
occasions,  though  the  sense  may  be  obscured, 
the  language  lA  never  debased.  On  no  ocou 
sion  does  it  degenerate  either  into  vulgarity  and 
meanness,  or  into  affectation  and  bombast.  As 
a  contrast  to  this  performance,  and  as  a  striking 
example  of  the  d£flference  betvreen  a  modest 
chastened  style  of  writing,  and  that  aflfectedly* 
ornamented  style  which  I  wish  you  to  shun,  you 
need  only  take  up  Castalio's  Latin  translation  of 
the  bible,  and  read  a  few  pages  of  it.  Yon  will 
there  find  a  perpetual  eflbrt  to  dress  up  eveiy 
phrase  in  the  most  ornamented  maimer.  It  is  as 
if  a  man,  instead  of  gravely  walking  forward, 
were  forced  to  move  in  a  kind  of  measured 
dance.  Instead  of  that  sober  dress,  and  stayed 
manner,  which  is  so  becoming  for  an  aged  per* 
son,  it  is  as  if  a  matron  of  three-score  were  o^* 
namehted  with  flowers,  and,  in  the  gaudy  girlidi 
frippery  of  fiftebl,  hobUtng  ttid  stammering  iA 
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mwkward  imitation  of  the  childish  levities  of 
youth.    Can  any  thing  be  more  ridictiloua  or 
igbsurcl?    EquaHy  absurd  and   ridiculous    are 
those  affected  modes  of  writing,  where  the  aiy 
thor  by  departing  from  nature  endeavours  to 
^bstititte  artificial  ornament  in  place  of  chaste 
propriety  i^  expression.    And  diough  fashion 
mvy9  for  m  time,  render  these  conceits  so  familiar 
4o  die  w>taries  of  that  capricious  goddess,  as  to 
appear  to  tiiem  not  only  not  idbsurd,  but  even 
lughly  beautifiil ;  yet  in  a  short  while,  when  the 
Ashioft  ehjugeS)  they  then    i^ear,  like  the 
dresses  ^  our  grandmothers,  ridiculous  and  diflk 
gusting;   wfaile  those  ccmipositions  which  de- 
viate not  from  nature,  like  tlie  statue  of  Apollo 
or  AntinouAt  continue  to  be  admired  as  long 
as  ih^  exist. 

On  tliese  accmmts  and  many  others,  on  which 
I  will  not  now  enlarge,  I  warmly  recommend 
the  frequent  perusal  of  the  sacred  volume  to 
your  attention.  I  may,  perhaps,  take  anodier 
epportuHsity  of  developing  more  fiilly  my  ideas 
on  the  many  other  benefits  you  will  derive  from 
the  stxiAy  of  the  Bibk,  which  die  facility  alone 
with  whidh  it  can  be  Obtained  makes  young  taien 
4oo  much  disregard.  I  have  often  anmsed  my- 
self with  endeavouring  to  fi>nn  an  idea  of  ihe 
wrprise,  the  M^mntim^  the  eptCasy  that  would 
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have  been  excited  among  literary  men,  had  thtf 
volume  been,  by  some  accident,  first  introduced, 
among  them.  No  power  of  thought  can  reach, 
88  I  should  imagine,  the  universal  interest  it 
must  have  excited  amongst  mankind- 
Many  persons  have  expressed  a  wish  to  have 
a  new  translation  of  the  Bible,  for  the  purpose 
of  modernising  the  language;  but  you  wiD 
easily  believe  I  cannot  concur  in  this  opinion; 
Indeed,  I  know  of  no  innovation  in  philological 
iiteratiire  I  should  more  deplore.  I  have  no 
objection  to  as  many  new  transl^ons  as  yoa 
please^  and  critical  commentaries  tending  to  re- 
move ambiguities  and  correct  mistakes;  these 
are  proper  exercises  for  the  man  of  letters  and 
the  divine,  and  may  be  of  much  utility  for  illus- 
trating the  sacred  text ;  but  let  them  continue, 
as  they  have  hitherto  been,  the  private  exertions 
of  men  and  nothing  more.  Let  each  of  diem 
bear  that  influence  their  intrinsic  merit  shaU 
command,  unaided  by  authority.  If  we  may 
judge  from  the.specimen§  iwe  have  aJteady  seen 
of  these,  we  may  well  ^ay  of  oiu*  old  translation, 
Ihat/Stake  it  fbr  all  and  all,  we  never  shall  see 
its  like  again/'  In  regard  to  our  language  in 
particular,  it  serves  like  ballast  in  a  vessel,  to 
keep  .it.  firm ^md  steady  in  the  midst  of  those 


N^  10Sr  THE  OLSAKCR^  90V 

sttMins  which  so  freqfuently  assail  it,  and  which^ 
without  this  aidy  would  long  ere  now  have 
beea  tori)  in  piecw:* 

-'  le^y  last  I  had  occasion  to  bestow  a  just 
tribute  of  pirake  on  the  classical  remains  of  an-  ^ 
tiquity.  .  There  is  no  r^on  to  believe  that  the 
writers  of  antiquity,  however,  were  less  capriU 
clous  in  their  taste  than  those  of  modem  times; 
a.nd  we  may,  therefore,  suppose  that  many  works 
were  then  penned  which  abounded  with  a£fecta^ 
tfon  and  unnatural  conceits,  just  as  at  present; 
but  when  the  £ishion  of  the  day  changed^  these 
writings  would  of  ccmrse  become  antiquated 
and  despised ;  no  one  would  take  the  troi^e  to 

-  *  In  pablidiiiig  this  just  eulogitim  on  the  language,  of  the 
Bible,  the  editor  wishes  the  ingenious  writer  had  taken  more 
pains  to  guard  against  misapprehension  of  his  real  meaning. 
It  is  pretty  obvious  he  means  to  recommend  the  natural  con- 
atruiction  of  the  language,  and  the  plain  sense  in  which  the 
words  are  so  carefuUy  employed,  as  objecta  of  imitation,  with- 
out confounding  these  with  the  eastern  manner,  borrowed 
from  the  original  writers,  in  which  the  narrative  is  conducted; 
«udb  atf,  *^  And  it  came  to  pass,'*  and  soon ;  to  imitate  which 
wanner  of  writing  would  produce  an  afiectation  very  disgusU 
ing,  and  directly  the  reverse  of  what  he  so  strongly .  recom- 
mends. It  cannot  be  supposed,  either,  that  he  means  to  re- 
commend the  now  antiquated  phrase  **  which  was,'"  »  ap- 
^li^d,  to  aiMmated  beings  The  frriter  has  evidently  thought 
his  pupil  was  here  in  no  danger  of  mistaking  him  ;  but  when, a 
critique  of  this  sort  is  published  to  the  world  at  large,  there 
cannot  be  too  much  care  taken  to  guard  against  mistakes.- 
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tranacribe  then;  and  as  fsw  copiea  of  tham 
wouid  be  made,  these  would  deeay  and  foe  Saaailf 
lost  It  is  those  writings  alone  winch  possessed 
a  more  than  an  ordinaiy  diare  of  meritf  parti- 
cularly  with  re^ct  to  simplicitj  and  unafibeted 
ornamentS9  that  have  fallen  preserved ;  and  to 
this  circumstance  alone,  I  am  convinced,  we 
must  ascribe  that  sitpjiirior  elegance  iHiich  the 
remains  of  antiquity  confessedly  possess  above 
die  mass  of  modern  compositions.  The  same 
circumstance  will  tend  to  preserve  the  chaste 
writings  of  modern  times  to  a  remote  antiquity ; 
tor  parity  of  language,  and  natural  ease  of 
jnanner  have  a  much  greater  chance  of  ensuring 
this  kind  of  immortality,  than  the  greatest  pro- 
fimctity  of  thought,  or  talent  finr  accurate  ob- 
servation. Just  thoughts,  where  the  mode  of 
expression  is  faulty,  may  be  moulded  into  a 
more  elegant  form  by  succeeding  writers ;  and 
then  the  original  authors  who  su^ested  these 
will  fall  into  oblivion.  Hence  then, — if  you 
shall  ever  have  an  ambition  to  become  an  aUf 
tJior,  and  to  have  your  name  revered  in  fytmt 
times,  study  to  acquire  that  simplicity  of  style 
which  alone  can  continue'  long  to  please ;  and 
avoid,  as  yon  would  do  poison,  those  nngidarw 
ties  of  style  and  quaint  conceits,  which  fashion, 
for  a  time,  blasvms  aa  the  quinteasence  o(f  ei^ce^ 
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ieht^V  for  arsenic  will  not  more  certainly  put  H 
termination  fo  the  natural  life  of  die  body,  than 
these  will  iqpeedily  put  a  perioid  to  the  literaiji 
existence  of  those  writings  in  which  they 
abound. 

The  Bee^  loL  xiv.  p.  SOI,  April  31, 1798^ 

**  Hie  poetical  passages  of  Scripture  (observes  Dr.  Knox) 
are  peculiarly  pleasing  in  the  present  translation.  The  lan- 
guage, though  it  is  simple  and  natural,  is  rich  and  expresshre. 
Solomon's  Song,  difficult  as  it  is  to  be  interpreted^  vmy  bb 
read  with  delight,  even  if  we  attend  to  little  else  but  the  bri]« 
liancy  of  the  diction ;  and  it  is  a  circumstance  which  .increasea 
Its  grace,  that  it  appears  to  be  quite  unstudied.  The  Psalms^ 
as  well  as  the  whole  Bible,  are  literaUy  translated ;  and  yet  that 
trandation  abounds  with  passages  exquisitely  beautiful,  and 
irresistibly  transporting.  Even  where  the  sense  is  not  V617 
clear,  nor  the  connection  of  ideas  obvious  at  first  sight,  the 
mind  ik  soothed  and  the  ear  ravished,  with  the  poweHbl  yet 
unafiected  cfaarmt  of  the  s^le.  It  is  not,  indeed,  necessary 
to  enlarge  on  the  excellencies  of  the  translation  in  general ; 
for  its  beauties  are  such  as  to  be  recognised  by  feeling  more 
than  by  description :  and  it  must  be  owned,  jdiat  they  have 
been  powerfully  felt  Igr  the  majority  of  the  nation  ever  since 
the  first  edition.  In  many  a  cottage  and  farm-house,  where 
the  Bible  and  Prayer-book  constitute  the  library,  the  sweet 
songs  of  Israel,  and  the  entertaining  histories  of  Joseph  and 
fais  brethren,  and  of  Saul  and  Jonathan,  constitute  a  never- 
fiuling  source  of  heart>felt  pleasure. 

^  It  is  false  refinement,  vain  philosophy,  and  an  immoderate 
love  of  dissipation,  which  causes  so  little  attention  to  be  paid 
to  this  venerable  book  in  the  busy  and  gay  world.  If  we  do 
aot  disclaim  all  belief  in  its  contents,  it  is  surely  a  great  omi»- 
lion  in  many  gentlemen  and  ladies  who  wish  to  be  completely 

or  think  themselves  so  abvfidy,  to  be  atter^ 
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nmcqiiaiBted  with  the  sacred  yoliiiiie.  It  it^Mir  duty  to  in- 
pect  it ;  imd  it  is  gnunonsly  so  ordered,  that  our  ^tj  in  this 
nistanoe  may  be  i^  pleasure ;  for  the  Bible  is  truly  pleasiiig, 
eodiidered  only  as  aooUection^fTwy  ancteat  and  curious  his^ 
Vry  and  poetry/' 

xlix.  Edidon  17U. 
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OflD. 

Of  tniBsfomiatioDS  new  and  strange  I  tell. 


AwmG  the  extraordinary  discoveries  with  which 
this  ingenious  age  has  abounded,  hone  appear 
more  curious  than  a  late  experiment  in  chemicsy 
which  is  said  to  have  succeeded  admirably. 
Modem  ingenuity  seems,  indeed,  to  have  abun* 
dantly  surpassed  ancient  researches,  not  only  in 
the  success  but  in  the  subjects  of  its  exercise* 
The  transmutation  of  metals,  for  example,  it  is 
weU  known,  employeid  the  learned  attention  of 
centuries ;  and  the  distinguished  epithets  of  the 
Greek  orators  were  transferred  to  certain  golden 
philosophers  of  the  crucible,  w^o  pursued 
through  a  disappointed  life  the  rich  dream  of 
alchymy.  Their  want  of  success  is  the  more  to 
be  lamented,  as  their  pursuit  was  doubtlessly 
disinterested,  and  persevered  in  merely  for  the 
advancement  of  learning. 

The  process,  however,  still  remains  fruitless ; 
and  the  subject  of  it,  it  is  to  be  feared,  will  long 
continue  the  grand  desideratum  in  the  world  of 
science. 


But  the  newly-acquired  knowledge  may  be 
considered  at  least  as  equivalent  in  point  of 
curiosity^  and  more  so  as  to  use.  The  chai^  of 
lead  or  iron  into  gold,  though  it  carries  with  it 
something  very  pleasing  to  the  imagination, 
would  be  found  in  effect  little  advantageous  to 
the  Midas  who  should  accomplish  it,  or  to  the 
Peru  or  Mexico,  where  it  should  be  aceom- 
plished^ — ^The  modem  discovery,  on  the  con- 
trary, of  the  transroutafailky  of  the  human  hodf 
to  a  spermaceti  candle  (for  such  is  the  exixa^ 
ordinary  suliigect  of  the  ingenious  and  successk 
ful  research  to  which  I  allude)  cannot  fiul  of 
being  equally  beneficial  to  the  jn-qjector  and 
the  puUic. 

My  reader  wiU  probabfy  be  as  much  mf^ 
prised  as  I  confess  myself  to  have  been,  if  he 
has  not  happened  to  meet  with  an  accoubfit  of 
this  transfimnation,  in  some  of  the  late  publi* 
cations.  But  it  comes  to  us  so  circumstantially 
related,  that,  by  a  new  process  of  chemistiy  just 
discovered,  the  best  spermaceti  may  be  procored 
from  dead  human  bodies,  that  it  challenges  pe- 
culiar attention. 

Ti^hether  this  new  metamorphose  be  con- 
sidered in  a  moral  or  a  literary  light,  it  will  be 
found  equally  satisfactory.  No  mean  master 
of  philosophy,  the   tmivcrsal  Sfaakspeare,  haa 


already  moraliBed  on  the  contrasted  state  to 
which  the  material  part  of  us,  even  kings  and 
heroes^  k  subject : 

Imperial  desar,  4ead,  and  turnM  to  day, 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away : 
0»  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe» 

Should  patch  a  wali,  t'estpel  the  winter^s  flaw. 

• 

How  much  more  plrasing  the  contempiatiotiy 
especially  to  the  literary  labourer^  that  his 
earthy  part,  after  having  been  animated  by  the 
genius  of  his  mind,  should  not  degenerate  into 
tiie  unworthy  offices  foreseen  by  Hamlet  ^  but^ 
on  the  contrary,  should  aspire  to  the  generous 
purposes  of  repaying  the  fiivours  it  had  received 
fifom  its  old  companion-«-of  shining  with  grate- 
ful flame  on  the  study  of  those  very  pages,  which 
the  labours  of  the  mind  had  composed  by  the 
less  brilHant  glimmerings  of  the  lamp ! 

It  wafii  long  a  doubt  among  the  learned, 
whether  spermaceti  were  a  mineral  or  an  animal 
substance.  On  that  head,  if  any  difierence  of 
i^hnion  oould  halve  remained,  it  would  now  be 
entirely  cleared  up  in  &vour  of  the  latter 
hypothesis,  by  the  late  noble  experiment ;  prov- 
ing,  exclusively  of  its  cetaceous  origin,  firom 
which  the  &vourers  of  tiu^  hypothesis  deduce 
it,  that  it  may  be  procured  from  a  much  nobler 
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animal  sUligectt  ^'  not.  very,  Vke  a  whale>*  to 
recur  to  Haoilet  again,  but  nbich  superior. 

It  is  to  be  observed,  that  in  considering  .t^il 
novel  question,  it  is  only  regarded  in  a  philoso- 
phical point  of  view;  contradistinguished  to 
any  judgment  that  may  be  formed  on  its  pro- 
priety, considered  on  more  high  and  solemn 
grounds.  The  advantages  of  the  science  of 
.anatomy  to  the  conservation  of  health  antd^pro*' 
kmgation  of  life,  are  too  well  known  tOr  be  in- 
sisted on ;  and  the  penitmt  practice  of  mak&o- 
«tor8  becoming  bene&cfanrs .  to  the  country  by 
the  disposal  of  their  personal  property  after  their 
decease,  appears  to  have  flourished  in  the  time 
of  the  Spectator,  from  the  bargain  recorded  by 
him,  as  sold  by  ^^  a  bite  who  was  to  be  haJigod 
in  chains/'  Whether  this  particular  privily 
should  be  cKtended,  and  a  general  power  of  sdi^ 
alienation  be  ^  allowed,  evta  for  *^he  meful  9dA 
new  lights  intended  by  the  modem  discov^, 
it  is  not  for  an  humble  observer  to  decide  >7r 
doubdess,  the  present  luitainaries  of  chwch  imi4 
state  will  either  warmly  support,  or^  fimttrely 
cmtinguifth,  the  new  project^  aa  it  may  deserve. 
In  the  mean  time^  supposing  it  not  to  be  sniifibd 
d^t  the  moment  it  has  been  lighted,  it  may  be 
raried  into  more  gmeral  view;  and  we^mi^ 
•^e  permitted  to  qpeculatet  on  the  various  supp)/ 
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that  might  be  found  from  human  nature,  for  the 
diflferent  sorts  of  lights  required  in  the  purposes 
of  life. 

The  relation  bettreen  body  and  mind,  though 
not  particularly  understood,  is  generally  ad* 
mitted ;  aiid  their  reciprocal  influence  is  uiiiVer*» 
sally  felt.  It  is  pretty  clear,  therefore,  in  disi- 
tributing  the  several  subjects  of  the  supposbd 
eoiporeal  tmnslumination,  that  At  characfeip 
which  each  has  sustained  before  it,  is  to  regu^ 
late  the  class  of  luminary  in  which  he  is  posthu^ 
mously  to  shine.  So  it  may  appear  literally^ 
according  to  the  beautifhl  metaphor  of  the  poet. 

Even  in  our  ashes  live  our  wonted  fires ! 

Indi^A  otgects  naturally  occur  to  Indian  ob* 
servatien,  and  the  most  splendid  first  strike  the 
eye«  The  high  3ehauder,  for  instance,  wheo^ 
hii  ihcMtal  fire'^is  out,  woyld  blaze  away  with 
peculiar  prc^riety  in  the  brilliant  brandUigfata 
that  we  have  heard  of  in  Calcutta,  preceding  the 
pomp ;  while  the  buck  might  continue  to  burn 
in  a  flaming  massaul,  stiU  lighting  the  nocturnal 
lads,  as  Falstaff  proposed  to  his  luminoujf  friend 
Bardolph  ;  who  may  be  meptfiimed  indeed,  on 
^hifl  occasion,  as  at  the  same  time  jan  anticipa- 
tion of  the  plan,  and  «n  authority  fbv  the  prfHS- 
tice. 

VOL.  rf,  p 


210  THJK  OJL£ANB&.  NPOU  l^S*. 

'  The  native  dnefi  vfbo  shine  in  wfir,  vEdf^ 
continue  in  splendour,  lighted  upon  the  watU 
they  have  defended ;  or  more  naturally  still,  in 
fockets  to  be  thrown  from  them:  smd  the 
brunette  beauties  of  the  counti^,  not  less  kiUiag^ 
could  add  the  brightness  of  their  ^yes  to  the 
brilliancy  of  the  blue-lights,  and  stiU  ds^e  the 
beholders. 

.  The  gentle  maiden,  untimely  torn  £rom  a 
world  she  had  just  begun  to  adorn,  should  stiU 
beam  the  purest  ray  from  the  virgin  wax  taper, 
to  communicate  the  chaste  afiections  a£  surviw 
ing  lovers}  and  the  nuptial  torch  should  be 
lighted,  at  the  same  instant,  by  the  united  and 
'*  wonted  fires'*  of  the  happy  wedded  pair 
who  had  lived  and  died  together,  and  who 
'shine  a  constant  and  equal  example  of  die  bciy 
flame. 

Spendthrifls  would  be  candles  lighted  at  both 
ends,  and  a  miser  would  continue  to  die,  as  the 
snuff  of  a  wick  on  a  save-all.  The  litde  ductile 
wax,  lighted  witiiout  warmth,  might,  like  ita 
constituent,  the  petit  maitre,  attend  hisjaoiatpeai 
to  the  toilet,  and  then — go  out :  while  the  bully, 
vapouring  below  in  a  huge  flambeau,  should 
emit  volume^ of  smoke  from  very  little  fire. 

*  The 'hypocrite,  the  traitor  to  his  firi^id,  the 
systematic  seducer,  the  deep  designer  of  Crzudf. 
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and  the  man  of  self,  would  iaU  be  woitfayi  candi- 
dates for  the  honour  jof  ilhiniiijatitigiime  side  of 
a  daric  lanttmr 

Irascible  men,  subject  to  sudden  fits  .andv 
starts  of  passion,  would  bounce  about  very 
naturally  in  squibs  and  crackers  ;  and  if  obsti- 
nately choleric,  might  arrive  at  the  dignity 
of  fire-works. 

A  plain  steady  man  and  a  decent  mould- 
candle  might  agree  very  well ;  but  a  dirty  fellow 
should  be  a  dipped  tallow ;  and  a  mean  scoun- 
drel a  farthing  candle. 

Authors  would  very  naturally  be  ardent  to 
relumine  their  garrets ;  and  the  plagiarist 
would  be  quite  at  home,  as  a  thief  in  their  can- 
dle. 

How  admirably  would  democrats  be  displayed 
in  fire-brands,  •  and  the  advocates  for  equality 
crackle  in  a  general  conflagration. 

Lawyers,  according  to  the  use  of  the  legal 
lights  of  their  *^  brief  candle"  in  life,  would 
either  guide  the  dark  way  of  the  traveller,  from 
the  friendly  beacon  ;  or  puzzle  him,  as  ignes 
&tui,  in  the  labyrinth. 

Bonfires,  rejoicing  for  glorious  successes, 
would  require  the  ardour  of  the  soldier  who 
had  fallen  fo  acquire  them  ; — ^patriots  and  heroes 
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would  bum  in  fiatikihceDse,  and  still  Uve  grate* 
iul  to  the  sense  of  their  country  e---an4  the  mao 
of  God  might  continuis  to  enlighten  the  people^ 
^om  |lie  watch-tower  on  hig^. 

The  Ikdian  Obsbever,  No,  23,  peb^  11, 17  4? 
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tt«!t  fiuMJy  foWo^M  him  throu^  fotnidg  waVet 
To  distAot  shores,  and  she  woold  sft  and  wieep 
At  Ulat  a  sailor  suiferi  i  fancy ^  tod, 
DelnsiTe  niott  wbtre  ilratmrst  willies  are^ 
Would  oft  flntictiMite  l^ls  f;;lad  return. 
And  dream  of  tlimsports  she  wai  not  to  koow. 

Cowp£K, 


|l^  the  following  little  tale  should  be  thou^t 
defective  in  point  of  incident,  the  reader  is  in-^ 
formed,  that  it  Is  not  offered  to  him  as  the  e£K)rt 
of  a  fertile  imagination,  and  that  its  simplicity 
arises  from  the  reality  of  the  events^  Should  it 
he  censured  for  want  of  novdty,  the  charge^ 
perhaps,  cannot  be  obviated,  but  the  inference 
to  be  drawn  from  it  is  so  much  the  more  just  $ 
for  when  misery  roams  abroad,  why  sleeps  be- 
nevolence? 

At  a  village  on  the  coast  of  Sussex  lived 
WiUoii  and  Mary.  They  had  been  married  to 
each  other,  while  they  both  were  young,  and 
found  in  connubial  life  the  comforts,  which  all 
expect,  and  few  enjoy.  He  had  been  brought 
up  to  the  occupation  of  a  fisherman ;  and  the 
profits  arising  from  his  employment,  together 
with  a  small  annuity  purchased  for  him  by  his 
fiither,  produaed  an  income,  which  t^^avon^^ 


himself  and  Mary  far  above  the  pressure  of  want, 
and  allowed  the  indulgence  of  every  wish  which 
their  breasts  had  learned  to  frame.  They  were 
richer  m,  their  humble  lot  jthga  ase  tlie  aspiring 
great,  and  far  more  blest  than  those  whom 
fortune  holds  up  to  envy/ 

That  elegance  of  sentiment  is  necessary  to 
the  existence  of  happiness  in  ourselves,  or  to 
our  perception  of *it  in  others,  is  the  dream  of 
lettered  pride  or  frivolous  refineinent,  Wilson 
and  Mary  were  regarded  by  the  cottagers  as  the 
•happiest  couple  in  the  village :  and  thos<s  who 
remember  tihem,  still  recount  instances  of  thek 
mutual  tenderness.  As  soon  as  the  tide  came 
in,  Mary  with  her  children  would  be  the  first  oo 
the  beach,  to  welcome  the  return  of  Wilson's 
boat,  and  to  solace  with  her  smiles  the  labours 
he  h^d  endured  for  herself  and  her  little  ones. 
When  he  h^  been  successful,  she  would  draw 
his  attention  to  the  children ;  and  when  he  had 
bufietted  the  billows  in  vain,  she  would  impute 
his  failure  to  the  roughness  of  the  sea^  which  on 
the  morrow  would  be  calm. 

When  France  had  engaged  to  assist  the  colonies 
in  establishing  their  independence,  Wilson  felt  a 
desire  to  exchange  the  inglorious  life  of  a  &her- 
man,  for  the  mote  honourable  duties  of  a  Britffih 
Se&man.  He  was  influenced,  partly,  by  the  preju- 
dices against  the  French,  which  among  our  sea- 
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firing  people  are  hereditary ;  and  partly,  by  tlie 
lui^  of  prize-money,  which  suggested  to  him  the 
hope  of  enriching  his  family  by  some  fortunate 
achievement.  When  he  mentioned  his  project 
to  Mary,  she  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and 
tlien,  for  the  first  time,  doubted  his  attachment 
to  her;  she  reproached  him  with  cruelfy  in 
wishing  to  desert  a  wife  and  &mily,  whose  wej- 
fere  depended  wholly  on  his  safety:  the  hope  of 
prize-money  she  treated  as  a  suggestion  of 
avarice  and  discontent :  "So  long,  as  you  live,** 
said  Maiy,'  **  I  am  rich  and  happy ;  but  if  ybti 
iare  determined  to  leave  me,  something  witfiin 
me  says,  we  shall  never  meet  again." 

Wilson,  moved  by  the  persuasive  eloquence 
c^  female  tears,  desisted  from  his  purpose,  and 
resolved  to  pursue  his  ordinary  occupation. 
He  continued  to  enjoy  domestic  comfort ;  and 
his  boat,  towards  the  end  of  the  ensuing  season, 
had  been  more  successful  than  any  on  the  coast; 
One  evening,  however,  when  the  fishermen  had 
ong  been  expected,  the  tide  was  observed  to 
retreat,  and  not  a  single  boat  had  arrived.  The 
sea  was  calm,  and  the  wind  favourable  to  their 
return.  The  fears  of  Mary  were  soon  awakened 
for  the  fate  of  her  husband,  and  at  length  every 
countenance  throughout  the  viHage  was  marked 
with  anxiety  and  terror.     When  two  hours  had 
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elapsed  from  the  beginning  of  the  ebb»  some  fiab* 
ennen  arrived  with  the  intelligence,  that  as  they 
were  returning  home,  they  discovered,  between 
themselves  and  the  land,  a  frigate,  who  had 
brought-to  several  trading  vessels  in  order  to 
press  their  men ;  that,  to  avoid  her,  they  wera 
obliged  to  put  farther  out  to  s^a,  and  to  niake 
a  large  circuit,  before  they  could  steer  with 
safety  for  the  land ;  that  a  part  of  the  slup's 
crew  had  gone  in  pursuit  of-  them,  and  that 
Wilson,  with  several  others,  had  been  carried  on 
boar4*  At  this  information  Mary  was  ahnost 
distracted.  Not  only  was  her  husband  torn 
away  from  her,  but  she  knew  not  what  had 
become  of  him.  The  conjectures  concemiDg 
the  ship's  course  were  various  and  contradictoiyt 
She  wished  immediately  to  follow  Wil^n,  but 
Gould  gain  no  tiding,  where  he  m^ht  be  found 
After  three  days  of  agonising  suspense,  she 
received  a  letter  from  him,  dated  from  oa  board 
a  tender  lying  at  Chatham.  She  instantly  took 
the  coach ;  and  in  two  days  was  admitted  to 
the  presence  of  her  husband.  The  regulating 
officer,  whose  feelings  had  not  acquired  an  in- 
crease of  sensibility  from  frequent  spectacles  of 
distress,  was  touched  with  the  tenderness  of  this 
interview.  Her  entreaties,  however,  for  Wilson*^ 
release,  were  ineffectual  ^  and^  after  being  per* 
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jnitted  to  converse  with  him  awhile  in  private, 
she  was  prdered  tobe  taken  ashore.  The  im^ 
prised  m^n  were  immediately  transferred  from 
the  tender  to  a  man  of  war,  which  sailed  out  of 
the  Med  way  the  same  afternoon.  Mary  follow- 
ed the  ^faip  with  her  eye,  till  it  was  no  longer 
visible,  and  then  gave  herself  up  to  melancholy 
aiid  grie£ 

After  remaining  at  Chatham  tor  a  day,  she  sum- 
moned resolution  to  revisit  her  cottage.  But  it 
WM  not  now,  as  heretofore,  the  abode  of  happi- 
ness and  pefice ;  the  fire-side  had  lost  its  powers 
of  imparting  comfort;  and  the  coming-in  of  the 
fishing-boats  served  only  to  remind  her  of  Wil-r 
90Q.  By  degrees,  indeed,  she  recoveredher  for-* 
mer  spirits,  and  began  to  amuse  her  imagination 
with  the  distant  prospect  of  her  husband's  re« 
turn.  Some  letters  from  him,  in  which  he  pic<» 
tured  to  his  fancy  speedy  conquest  and  accumu* 
lated  wealth,  contributed  to  this  end;  till  at 
length,  she  became  reconciled  to  his  absence^ 
and  regained  her  accustomed  cheerfulness. 

It  was  the  lot,  however,  of  Wilson  to  serve  in 
Jxird  Rodney's  squadron,  which  engaged  the 
Spanish  fleet  commanded  by  Langara.  The 
event  of  that  fight  is  well  known  to  have  been 
hcmourable  to  the  British  arms.  But  the  glory 
of  nations  is  not  to  be  purchased  without  the 
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blood  of  individuals.  In  that  contest  were  sa- 
crificed  the  lives  of  many  brave  seamen,  and, 
among  others,  that  of  the  humble  hero  of  this 
narrative.  After  he  had  distinguished  himself, 
during  the  heat  of  the  action,  by  signal  instances 
of  courage  and  intrepidity,  almost  the  last  shot 
which  the  enemy  fifed  severed  him  in  two.  His 
comrades  lamented  his  loss  with  the  sincerity  of 
sailors,  and  amidst  the  acclamations  of  victory 
committed  him  to  the  deep. 

It  was  some  time,  before  Mary  received  the 
fetal  intelligence;  her  first  expressions  of  grief 
were  wild  and  frantic,  but  the  nearer  prospect 
of  penury  threw  over  her  countenance  the 
thoughtful  air  of  settled  dejection.  At  the  de- 
cease of  her  husband  his  annuity  was,  of  course, 
no  more ;  and  a  few  pounds,  which  were  due 
from  his  country  to  his  past  services,  formed  al- 
most the  whole  of  the  little  subsistence  by  which 
she  and  three  children  were  henceforward  to 
be  supported.  She  immediately  took  leave  of 
the  cottage,  which  was  no  more  to  be  gladdened 
with  the  presence  of  Wilson,  and  retired  to  a 
meaner  habitation.  Here  she  endeavoured  to 
obtain  a  maintenance  by  employing  herself  and 
children  in  making  nets  for  the  fisliermen ;  but,as 
most  of  them  had  families  of  their' own,  this  ex- 
pedient afforded  her  little  encouragement.   Her 


.  fl[lisfi»rtiiii6s  dieing  known  in  liie  neighbcmrbocidy 
a  gentleman,  who  had  formerly  been  in  the 
<ndvy,  otoerved- **^  that  it  was  a  pity  three  such 
:£nfii  bey  9^^  should  not  servehis  Majesty;''  and  a^- 
.Dordihgly  sent  them  to  ^the  Marine  Society  in 
London ;  bufc  upon  beii^  sc^cited  to  procure 
some  means  of  sufasktenee  for  the  widow,  he  re- 
plied,.^^^  ^that  he  did  not  kmow  of  any  provision 
■made  f6r  her  by  the  government,  or  that  she 
had  ai^  reason  to  ^ipeet  it ;  for  that  her  hus- 
.band  and  her  children  were  now  out  of  her  way, 
and  she  was  free  from  all  incumbrances  as  be- 
fore she  was  married.'' 

To  have  known  better  days,  will  scnnetimes 
recommend  us  to  gratuitous  relief,  but  rarely  to 
employment.  Prosperity  is  not  supposed  to 
have  prepared  the  mind  for  humiliation  and  de* 
piendence  ^  and  the  obedience  of  those  who 
have  been  unused  to  servitude,  will  always  be 
thought  insufficient.  Wherever  Mary  offered 
hjsr  services,  she  was,  as  is  usual,  constantly  in- 
terrogated respecting  her  last  place ;  and  on 
the  recital  of  her  story,  as  regularly  rejected. 
Sqmetimes,  indeed,  the  humane  would  afford 
her  temporary  succours ;  but  fevours  once  con- 
ferrcd  are  not  often  repeated.  Many,  however, 
would  coldly  remark,  that  her  distress  was  not 
peculiar  to  herself,  and  that  the  same  provi- 


ucm  was  made  for  her^  as  for  th«>  poor  in  gt* 
xieral. 

Hunger  now  stared  her  in  the  &oe  j  yet  i 
sense  of  f(hame  still  fcnrbade  her  to  »k  relief  6f 
a  pfldsh,  in  which  she  had  lived  with  credit  and 
respect  But  her  distresses  did  not  escape  the 
.v^ilance  of  the  overseer  of  the  poor^  who  gave 
her  to  understand  that  she  had  no  settlement  in 
the  village,  as  har  husband  had  never  been  in- 
cluded in  the  rates.  She  was  bom  at  a  sea*port 
town  in  Kent,  seventy  miles  from  her  present 
residence ;  to  this  place  she  was  ordered  to  be 
removed.  Having  submitted  to  the  insolence 
and  cruelty  of  the  parish-officers  in  the  towns 
through  whidb  she  passed,  and  having  survived 
the  £ttigue  of  a  journey  rendered  dangerous  by 
the  weakness  of  her  health,  she  arrived  at  the 
place  of  her  destination,  and  was  sent  to  the 
workhouse.  She  had  there  been  supported 
near  three  years,  when  deatli  put  an  end  to  her 
sorrows.  Two  of  her  sons  are  now  in  the  ser- 
vice of  their  countiy,  and  inherit  their  father^s 
bravery;  perhaps,  his  fate.         ' 

Thk  Country  Spectator,  No.  ^^  April  9,  I7fl8» 
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No.  CLXV. 

Mism  Knum  ac  JoTennm  d^nsantar  Aiaera ;  nolliiiii^ 
fevn  caput  PrMcrpte  fogH. 

HoKAT« 

Both  agr  and  yoath,  proadMooai,  crowd  Ike  tmab  § 
No  mortal  licad  caaihuii  th'  impcndiag  doom. 


'Fhat  the  good  and  evil,  the  felicities  and  mis^ 
fortunes  of  human  life»  are  alike  precarious,  is  a 
great  and  established  truth,  known  and  felt  by 
the  most  rude  and  untutored  people.  Eveiy 
one  knows  that  our  lives,  being  at  the  divine 
disposal,  are  not  for  a  moment  sure.  The  hand 
of  death  hangs  over  us  in  the  joyous  hours  of 
hilarity,  threatens  the  tranquil  pleasures  of  con- 
nubial happiness,  and  meets  us  with  its  pointed 
dart,  amidst  the  dignity  of  religious  and  philo- 
iophic  retirement  Death  shoots  his  stings  from 
levery  side,  and  is  terrible  to  alL  The  rose  of 
youth,  and  the  gray  hairs  of  age ;  the  blushing' 
smiles  of  beauty,  and  the  paleness  of  declining 
idegance;  the  glittering  ma^ificence  of  royalty, 
and  the  humble  roof  of  rural  quietness ;  the 
rudeness  of  unlettered  barbarism,  and  the  polish 
(of  instructed  genius  j  must  all  yield  to  the  in* 
^yitable  blow^ 
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Wheti  the  social  comforts  of  life  thus  drop 
away,  let  us  not,  lik^  Zf  np,  cpldly  refuse  to  pay 
our  tribute  to  departed  worth,  but,  with  all  the 
warmth  of  TibuUus,  dpeak  the  language  of  our 
hearts. 

I  have  been  led  into  these  reflections  by  the 
death  of  that  celebrated  and  illustrious  man, 
who  has  opened  the  long  hidden  mines  of  Ori- 
ental literature,  and  displayed  them  to  the 
l^ppean  world,  with  all  tho  brilliancy  of  Bri-* 
tjsh  eloquence^  And  can  there  b^  a  sukgect 
more  worthy  the  notice  of  an  Indian  Observer, 
than  that  exalted  character?  Tlte  man,  who, 
with  all  the  amiable  and  en^eaiiiig.  qualkies  of 
the  iieart,  disdaining  the  lesser  iu|iu3«ments  of 
l^e,  devoted  his  time  to  the  service  of  <  hi» 
country,  of  science,  and  of  virtitfu  1 
:  Possessing  in  all  the  habitudes  i>f  lift  a  pe* 
rennjal  spring  of  c^eifukiess,  and.  a  conoUiating 
gentleness  of  maai;iers,  warmed  tiy  th^.  pimple 
greatness  of  moral  aflfection,  is  theije  ^  heai;t.  90 
callous  as  not  to  f^el  his  lo^  ?  Is.  there  a  hus- 
band who  knows  the  ten^ei^n^ss  .of  love,  and 
the  purity  of  domestic  feliei^ea ;  i»  tbeie  a 
fiiend  who  glows  with  sincerity ;  -  or  is  -  there 
a  man  who  respects  the  diving  attrSuites  of 
virtue,  who  does  not  deplore  it  with' th^  deepest 
regret? — Tlieir  breasts  beat  in  unison  of  sorrow,^ 
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and,  with  the  caliti  manlineas  of  silent  gtii£,  pay 
their  hqavt-felt  tribute  of  affection,  to  the  me- 
mory of  the  brother  of  human  kindness  ? 

Virtues  so  transcendant,  a  heart  so  perfect, 
and  a  mind  so  sound,  form,  indeed,  a  combi'^ 
nation  of  private  excellencies,  rare  and  ad* 
mirable. 

Religion,  the  source  of  every  moral  goodness^ 
found,  in  him,  a  constant  supporter,  and  an 
obedient  child.  Moderate  and  magnanimous,^ 
he  was  orthodox  without  bigotry,  and  zealous 
without  ostentation.  With  all  the  mildness  of 
Christianity,  he  enjoyed  its  benefits,  and  parti* 
cipated  its  enjoyments. 

Such  endearing  benignity,  seldom  equalled, 
and  not  to  be  surpassed,  added  a  lustre  to  tilie 
/^Jendour  of  his  public  character,  unparalleled 
even  in  the  annals  of  literary  record* . 
-  We  eoQitemplate  both  the  private  and  public 
en4owments  of  Sir  Williltm  Jones,  with  a  cor- 
Ti^ondent  and  pecu|iar«»sati^ctiOn.  At  home 
he  was  always  good,  and  abrcKid  he  was  always 
gfeat. .  As  a  great  man,  whether  we  consider 
the  perspicacity  of  his  genius,  the  variety  of  his 
powers,  or  the  extent  of  his  erudition,  we  are 
^like  enamoured  and  astonished. 

Of  his   mental   qualifications,'  at    once  90 
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i^Iendid  and  extraordinary,  let  me  indulge  id 
the  enumeration.  That  promptitude  of  per« 
ception  which  sees  through  systems  at  a  glance, 
that  brightness  of  understanding  which  no  pa- 
radoxical theorems  can  cloud,  that  solidity  dft 
judgment  which  scepticism  dares  not  appi^^ach, 
and,  above  all,  that  retention  of  memory  which 
carries  worlds  on  its  whtg,  were  j)dssessed  by 
him  in  all  the  amplitude  of  perfection.  Wifli 
such  properties,  a  lively  fancy,  corrected'  by  an 
exquisite  taste,  formed  his  mind,  w^hilfe  he  was 
yet  a  boy,  to  the  charms  of  poetry,  which,  in 
his  maturer  years,  ripened  into  eminence  as  a 
poetical  critic.  But  his  in^t  attachment  and 
partiality  to  the  velvet  paths  ci  the  muses,  did 
n&t  prevent  him  from  penetrating  with  perse* 
\tering  assiduousness  the  thorny  avenues  of 
science.  As  a  lawyer,  he  distinguished  himself 
at  an  early  age ;  and  he  not  only  attasined  a 
superior  knowledge  in  the  laws  of  his  own 
country,  but  in  those  also  of  evety  odier  6Fih% 
civilised  globe:  Withoiit  having  travelled  much, 
but  with  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  anciait 
tongues,  he  not  only  mastered  all  the  polished 
hnguaged  of  Europe,  but  also  those  of  Asia. 
The  Sanskreet,  a  language  of  which^  till  Mu 
Wilkins's  publicrtion,  little  was  known,  but  Ac 
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fiame^  and  the  celebrity  of  those  who  speak  it^ 
he  attempted  unassisted  by  a  grammar,  and 
eraiqiiered  by  that  unwearied  diligence  to 
which  all  other  studies  3delded.  H^  numerous 
and  elegant  translations,  and  particularly  his 
last  very  great  and  curious  production,  posterity 
will  only  need  to  know,  never  to  cease  admir- 
ing. The  present  generation  already  knows 
sufficient  to  render  the  comments  of  an  humble 
essayist  useless  and  unavailing.  The  name  of 
Sir  William  Jones  stands  alone  a  monument  of 
greatness ;  it  commands  the  attention  of  sur- 
SDunding  nations,  and  extorts  the  praises  of 
malignant  criticism.  It  demands  the  gratitude! 
of  the  ignorant,  the  commemoration  of  the 
le«nied,  and  the  primers  of  the  pious. 

Such  were  the  virtues,  such  the  acquirements 
of  this  mighty  genius ;  who  has  at  once  Ulumi* 
nated  the  eastern  and  western  hemispheres^ 
whose  name  resounds  through  both,  with  the 
&ndest  acclamations  of  regard;  and  whose 
death  is  mourned  from  the  throne  to  the  cot< 
tage. 

To  attempt  an  illustration  of  Sir  William 
Jones's  character,  by  contrasting  his  powers 
with  those  of  other  great  men,  is  obviously  un- 
necessary ;   >  ■  i«for  where  can.  a  man  be  named, 

VOL.  IV.  Q 


S86  THE  GLEANER.  'iUKl(i&. 

either  in  ancient  or  modem  history,  of  equal 
knowledge  ?  Others  have  gone  through  the 
beaten  tracks  of  science,  atid  some  have  made, 
roads  of  their  own ;  but  yifhere  can  we  find  a 
mail  besides,  who  has  at  once  done  both,  and 
dug  through  the  almost  inaccessible  precipices 
of  Asiatic  learning!  With  him  the  world  was 
blessed ;  with  him  his  country  was  honoured ; 
with  him  literature  was  graced ;  but  the  sacred 
arm  of  Omnipotence  hath  snatched  him  firom 
us,  to  a  happier  and  more  exalted  place,  where 
he  will  receive  the  rewards  of  virtue. 

On  a  subject  so  distressing,  no  reader  will,  I 
hope,  think  I  should  have  said  more ;  and  I  am. 
sure.  Bene  will  say,  I  should  have  said  less^ 

Thk  Indian  Observer,  No.  4*2,  June  2^,  1791. 

The  late  accomplished  Duchess  of  Devonshire  has  admir- 
ably condensed  into  a  few  lines^  a  just  and  striking  character 
of  this  immortal  man. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  JONES. 

Uoboundcd  learning,  thoogbts  by  genius  framed. 
To  guide  the  bounteous  labours  of  his  pen, 
Dbtinguish'd  him,  whom  kindred  sages  nam^d, 
**  The  mot t  enlighten*d  of  the  sons  of  men.'* 

I    ~        Upright  through  life,  as  in  his  death  resign*d, 
.    His  actioni  spoke  a  pure  and  aii(pnt  brc^t  i^ 
FaithTur  to  God,  and  friendly  to  mankind^ 
Hitideadt  rtretied  hln^  and  his  couatrjr  hlfft» 


165» 


TH£  aXEANER. 


t27 


Admired  and  valued  in  a  distant  land. 

Hit  gentle  mannen  all  affection  won  | 

The  prostrate  Hindn  own'd  hfs  fottering  hand, 

And  Science  mark'd  him  for  her  fiiv'rite  ton. 

Regret  and  pnite  the  general  voice  bestowt. 
And  public  lorrowt  with  domettic  blend  | 
But  deeper  yet  must  be  the  grief  of  those. 
Who,  while  the  tage  they  honoiir*d,  lov*d  the  friend 
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Qai  list  Icgeadi,  q«tt  ia^«oq«e  Mctore  pnecipi 
▼irtui. 


vrhat  books  ihoiild  be  lea^,  ma^  whal  is  tbe  pccii- 
liar  ezcelleace  of  each  aathor. 


There  are  many  excellent  books  written  |n  the 
Italian  language ;  and  it  is  so  pleasing  ^n  ac- 
quirement, that  I  think  it  will  add  mpch  to 
your  enjoyment  through  life,  to  make  yourself 
completely  master  of  it ;  and  now  tl^at  you 
know  the  French,  you  will  find  the  stu^y  of  it 
rather  an  amusing  exercise  than  a  tiresopie  tasL 
In  a  very  few  weeks  you  will  be  able  Uf  read  it 
with  pleasure ;  and  under  the  tuition  of  a  good 
master,  you  will  find  the  pronunciation  veiy 
easy. 

The  best  histories  of  the  early  periods  of  mo- 
dem nations  were  originally  written  in  the 
Italian  language.  Before  the  discovery  of  the 
passage  to  India,  by  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
the  Genoese  and  Venetians  were  the  most  ac- 
tive and  enterprising  nations  on  the  globe,  both 
for  trade  and  manufiictures.  They  were  of 
course  wealthy  and  powerful,  and  their  lan- 
guage for  some  centuries  was  the  most  fashion- 


able  in  Europe.  The  stru^les  they  mfido  tp 
preserve  their  power  ugaipst  the  eQcr<i^m€^« 
of  the  Turks,  the  SpAuiard^,  and  tb^  Fji^eiM^^ 
and  the  internal  convulsions  among  the  little 
independent  states  in  Italy  itself,  afford  abiu* 
dant  matter  fiir  the  historic  page ;  and  many 
books  have  been  written  on  these  subjects. 

Among  their  distinguished  writers,  Machiavd 
justly  holds  a  very  conspicuous  rank*  His  his- 
tpry  of  Florence  is  written  with  a  clearness  and 
perspicuity,  which,  on  a  subject  so  much  in<* 
volved  in  the  deep  machinations  of  viplently« 
contending  parties,  could  never  have  been  doMr* 
but  by  the  exertion  of  talents  of  a  mo^t  supo«> 
rior  kind.  I  know  no  boc^  which  is  more 
{NToper  to  be  read  by  those  who  are  desperately 
in  love  with  republican  institutions,  if  tiiey  wish 
to  consult  experience  as  their  guide :  if  they 
have  a  desire  to  join  reasoning  with  experiences 
his  dissertations  on  the  decades  of  Livy  ar^ 
still  more  deserving  their  notice.  Indeed  every 
thing  that  came  from  the  pen  of  Macbiavel  ip 
super-eminently  great,  and  discovers  that  he 
possessed  a  stretch  of  thought,  and  a  depth  of 
understanding,  that  falls  to  the  lot  of  few  of  the 
aons  of  men.  His  writings  have  had  the  fate 
that  may  ever  be  expected  in  cases  of  the  same 
kindy-^they  have  not  been  u9der3taod}  mil 
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have  been  represented  as  disseminating  doc* 
trines,  so  ridiculously  absurd,  that  he  must  have 
been  a  fool,  as  well  as  a  villain,  if  he  could  have 
entertained  these  notions  for  one  moment 
Even  the  great  Frederick  himself,  when  he 
ventures  to  criticise  Machiavel,  only  beats  down 
a  man  of  straw  of  his  own  creation.  From  this 
drcumstancelam  convinced,  that  this  great  man 
criticised  the  Italian  author,  as  Voltaire  did 
Shakspeare,  without  understanding  the  language 
in  which  he  wrote  ;  for  I  can  scarcely  believe 
that  if  he  had  understood  the  language,  Freder* 
ick  could  so  much  have  mistaken  the  true  scope 
of  MachiavePs  arguments.  The  principle  of 
Machiavel,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  it  to 
you,  contains  more  sound  sense  respecting  the 
art  of  government,  than  perhaps  any  other  trea- 
tise that  has  been  written  since  his  time;  though 
I  should  scarcely  venture  to  say  this  in  public, 
lest  I  should  be  suspected  of  fiivouring  arbitrary 
power,  which  I  detest  But  the  world  is  so 
much  in  the  habit  of  judging  of  this  author 
from  second  hand,  that  I  should  not  wish  to 
run  the  gauntlet  on  the  occasion,  or  to  an- 
swer all  the  silly  things  that  would  be  brought 
forward  on  that  subject.  In  regard  to  matters 
of  government,  which  is  a  subject  too  intricate 
for  the  common  apprehension  of  mankind,  a 
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wise  man  will  in  general  choose  to  say  little,  if 
he  wishes  to  preserve  the  good  opinion  of  those 
with  whom  he  converses ;  and  will  allow  every 
one  to  sport  their  own  notions  on  the  subject, 
without  combating  them.  This  I  consider  to 
be  a  very  harmless  kind  of  complaisance,  which 
tends  greatly  to  preserve  good  humour,  and  to 
promote  the  pleasures  pf  society.  Of  what  con^ 
isequence  is  it  to  the  public  to  prevent  men 
from  talking  a  little  nonsense,  on  this  as  well  as 
other  subjects?  it  only  serves  to  ventilate  the 
spirits,  if  I  may  use  that  phrase,  and  to  preserve 
the, habit  in  a  sound  temperament.  I  give  you 
this  hint  as  an  excellent  rule  for  regulating 
your  c<Hiduct  on  entering  into  the  world,  which, 
if  adopted,  you  will  find  of  much  use  in  your 
passage  through  life.  Hypocrisy  of  all  kinds  I 
abhor ;  but  in  this  case  there  is  no  use  for  any 
kind  of  hypocrisy :  a  little  playfid  sportiveness 
is  perfectly  harmless;  and  under  thedielterof 
that  shield  you  can  easily  allow  opinions  to 
glande  by  you  smoothly,  without  either  directly 
opposing  them,  or  adopting  them  as  your  own; 
I  do  not,  however,  \desire  you  to  read  the 
writings  'of  Machiavel,  till  your,  judgment  is 
matured  by  experience  and  observation;  fi>r  it 
is  then  only  that  you  will  be  aUe  to  perceive 
tlieir  merit,  and  to  appreciate  tbeir  beautsest 


When  you  read  them,  and  adi^rt  to  tiie  tune 
m  which  he  wrote,  you  will  be  amazed  at  th^ 
extent  of  his  knowledge.  His  treatise  op  mi- 
Jitiury  tactics,  I  have  been  assured  by  a  very 
good  judge  of  these  matters,  has  laid  the  fi>un^ 
daticm  of  all  the  improvements  that  have  takoi 
place  in  modem  times  in  this  branch  of  spencer 
.  Guicciardin  writes  on  a  period  of  histoty  diat 
is  less  perplexed,  and  his  work  will  prove  mqie 
iateresting  to  you  than  that  of  MachiaveL; 
though  you  will  still  find  it  difficult  to  follow 
^  vast  variety  of  complicated  interest,  wfaich 
put  such  mighty  powers  in  motion  at  diat  pert 
plexed  period;  but  Guicciardin  writes  wiA 
sttdt  sin^licity  of  manner  throughont  the  whole, 
that  if  you  once  can  get  a  clear  view  of  the 
otgects  aimed  at  I7  tke  difiSerent  parties  at  the 
hegiwaijogi  and  the  grounds  of  their  respective 
daims,  you  will  afinwards  accompany  the  Us* 
torian  through  all  his  details  with  mudi  satm 
^Krtion.  Veiy  few  hkterians,  in  modem  timely 
have  a  l)etter  claim  to  admiration,  than  Ouic^ 
ciafdui* ' -'    ■  ^ 

BeMfvo^o  is  an  easy  atnd  spriglidy  writer* 
One  would  have  9f:arcely  believed  it^pomabh 
ibrsuman  to  write  such  a^  pleasing  biMk,  on  a 
poljoot  so  liorribje  as  he  had  oecasipQ  to  tnat; 
hot  w^  is  inipo8sS>le  lor  the  hw3an  genius  to 
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adcompli^h  ?  BentivogUo  given  a  detsfl  of  the 
aHls^  of  the  low  countries,  under  the  admtais^ 
traction  of  the  Duke  of  Alva  and  his  successors, 
hi  a  series  of  letters  written  in  the  most  agree- 
able tod  interesting  manner ;  and  although  he 
^poilsed  the  cause  of  a  tyrant,  yet  he  repre^ 
^nts  the  struggles  of  the  opj^essed  rebels,  as 
be  calbjthem,  with  so  much  candour  and  dis* 
tiiic¥De8S,  that  his  book  will  be  read  with  plea- 
tord  by  the  warmest  fnend  to  the  liberties  df 
mankind.  I  question  much  if  you  will  be  able 
to  find  a  history  t^that  period,  in  any  language, 
which  will  more  engage  your  attention  than 
that  work. 

But  of  all  the  hktorians  of  modem  times, 
Davila  comes  the  nearest  to  the  idea  that  I 
have  formed  of  perfection  in  that  kmd  of  writ- 
ii^.  Hie  subject  of  his  history  (the  civil  wari 
flu  France)  is  one  of  the  most  dark  and  intri- 
cate periods  he  could  have  chosen  ;  and  being 
present  himsdf  on  the  spot,  at  a  time  when  the 
tiiiiMls  of  9M  around  him  were  roused  into  the 
madness  of  frenzy  by  reciprocal  atrocities, 
one  would  have  supposed  diat  it  was  impossible 
ibr  him  to  avcrid  being  hurried  away  by  the 
toriieBt  <Mi  6ut  tnde  or  the  other,  beyond  the 
boaods  (rf^vtrict  impartidi^.   But  this  he  never 


234  THE  .OI^BANViU  jrO#16& 

^0es>  >  He  ioioves  forward  4t  aU  tunes  with  i 
grai^  and  becoming  digoity,^  that  aq^ears  to  be 
above  the  influence  of  those  little  prejudices 
which  so  much  a^ect  the  conduct  of  weak 
minds.  His  language  is  every  where  pure  and 
jele^nt;  and  it  flows  on  with  a  unifbnnly-dig* 
^fled  tenure  that"  has  scarcely  a  paralleL  Ob 
jio.oqcasion  does  he  descend  to  the  pueriliQf 
4>f  a  witticism,  and  never  does  he  rise  into  the 
jregions  of  bombast.  He  develops  jthe  springs  (rf* 
jaction  df  the  partieB  cpneehied^  vtith  a  perspi- 
cuity  that  has  no  equal  that  I.haye  ^een.  In  dmi^ 
ithis,  indeed, .  he  has  adopted  a  niethod  I  nev& 
could  bear,  with  patience,  in  any  other  author, 
thatof  giving  speeches  of  the  pmlies  in  council 
)bn  extraordinary  occfisions ;  a  practice  common 
to  thQ  Italian  his^rians,  and  which  I  cannot 
ftpprove)  but  which,'  under  his  n^anagement,  I 
Jknow  not^how  to  condemn;  for  one  woul4 
think  it  9carcely  possible  to  do  it  with  so  much 
distinctness  in  any  other  ^^y.  rThis,  i$  another 
instance  of  the  power  o€  gienius^  iiji  nespect  of 
literary  productions^  The  histpry, of  Davjl^ 
commands  my  admiiation  in  a  I^gfi  jdegree^ 
but  he  is  an^ong  thejast  write:^^.IwQuld  recom- 
mend, as  a  model  fpr  one  who  wa^  .about  to 
compose  a  histpry^  .for  withqiHt j  thp  aiogujar 
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talents  he  possessed,  it  .wouId,"like  thei  writings 
of  the  imitators  of  Sterne,  be  a  most  execrable 
performance. 

It  will  be  some  time  after  you  can  read  Ita- 
lian prose  with  ease,  before  you  can  read  the 
poets  with  satisfaction,  —  and  you  ought  not 
perhaps  to  attempt  it  too  soon;  for  the  lan- 
guage of  poetry  and  of  prose  is,  with  them,  ex- 
tremely different  While  you  have  the  benefits 
of  a  teacher,  however,  you  should  begin  to  read 
poetry,  that  you  may  acquire  an  idea  of  the 
peculiarities  of  that  kind  of  writing ;  and  you  will 
find,  contrary  to  what  you  would  expect,  some 
dramatic  writings  the  easiest :  for  although  you 
there  meet  with  familiar  phrases  which  require 
the  assistance  of  a  teacher,  yet,  in  the  comedies 
of  Goldoni  especially^  you  will  find  the  tone  so 
little  elevated  above  prose^  that  you  will  be 
able  to  read  his  works  long  before  you  could 
take  pleasure  in  Tasso  or  Ariosto,  far  less  in 
the  lyric  compositions  of  various  authors,  or 
the  Canzionetti  of  Petrarca,  which  is  perhaps 
the  most  difficult  book  in  the  Italian  language. 

I  never  yet  could  much  admire  the  Gierusa- 
lemme  Liberrata  of  Tasso,  which  has  been  so 
much  applauded.  The  unifi^rmity  and  perpe- 
tual sameness  of  the  measured  stanza,  called 
ottavo  rime,    somewhat  like    the  staaza  that 
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Speoaer  hM&  adopted  m  his  Faiij  Queeiu  be- 
comes extremely  disgusting  in  a  long  work. 
There  appears  to  me  likewise  in  this  perfonm 
ance,  a  feebleness  and  want  of  energy  sufficient 
to  interest  in  so  long  a  work,  though  there  is  i 
pomp  of  description,  that  if  a  verse  be  taka 
Migly  appears  extremely  beautiful.  I  must, 
however,  except  from  this  kind  of  negative 
caisure,  the  character  of  Armida,  which,  to- 
wards the  close  of  the  poem  especially,  is  drawn 
with  a  truth  and  delicacy,  that,  in  some  instances, 
would  not  have  been  unworthy  Shakspeare  him- 
self. Beware  of  reading  the  English  translatioQ 
of  this  work,  if  you  ever  wish  to  feel  the  charms 
of  the  original  painting. 

Ariosto  is  a  much  more  original  writer  than 
Tasso,  and,  though  infinitely  more  regular,  will 
afford  you  much  more  pleasure,  if  your  mind  is 
delighted  with  the  genuine  touches  of  nature, 
which  constitute  the  true  test  of  genius  in  poe* 
tical  composition:  but  you  will  find  his  btt- 
guage  more  difficult  than  that  of  Tasso ;  and 
you  will  lose  infinitely  more  of  the  pleasure  you 
^ught  to  feel,  by  not  understanding  his  fine 
allusions  thoroughly.  Open  not  this  book  then, 
till  you  are  far  advanced  in  Italian  literature. 

Tasso's  Aminta  displays  more  force  of  genius 
than  hk  Gierusalemme ;  but  less  chastity  of 
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juAgmeat.  It  was  a  juvenile  perfommnoe; 
written  witk  great  fire,  while  the  imagination 
was  unrestrained.  There  are  many  fine  touches 
in  it ;  but  there  is  a  luscious  warmth  in  some  of 
the  descriptions^  which  will  be  rather  admired 
than  approved  oil  The  whole  c^  the  plot  is  so 
totally  out  o£  nature,  as  to  deserve  no  sort  of 
criticism. 

The  Pastor  Fi^o  of  Guarini,  viewed  as  a 
poem,  is  a  delightfiil  eomposition.  For  harmony 
of  numbers,  and  beauty  of  descriptions,  perhaps 
it  has  no  superior  in  any  language ;  but  consi- 
dered as  a  dramatic  performance,  it  is  nothing. 
The  author  has  evidently  had  the  Aminta  in  his 
eye ;  and  the  plot  has  the  same  defects,  and  the 
characters  the  same  unnatural  extravagance 
which  prevail  throughout  that  work.  But  in 
the  Pastor  Pido,  we  find  more  fine  poetry ;  in 
the  Aminta,  more  of  the  enthusiasm  of  genius. 

It  is  here  worthy  of  particular  remark,  that 
though  Itahan  poetry,  in  general,  be  shackled 
with  rhyme  and  measured  verse,  as  much  as 
almost  any  of  the  other  languages  of  modem 
Europe,  yet  they  preserve  in  their  dramatic 
pieces,  a  degree  of  freedom  and  ease  that  none 
of  these  languages  can  boast  of.  Rhyme,  ex- 
cept, in  the  lyric  pieces,  they  seldom  adopt) 
and  as  to  measure,  it  is  free,  and  bounded  only 
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by  the  sense  and  the  general  cadence  that  that 
requires.  As  a  specimen  I  shall  transcribe  the 
following  lines,  being  part  of  a  soliloquy  in  the 
Pastor  Fido,  which  you  can  read  perfectly  weU 
by  sounding  every  letter  in  the  same  way  as 
in  the  Latin,  and  the  cA  as  if  it  were  written  ir, 
and  c  as  if  written  ch. 

O  primavera  gioventu  de  I'anno, 
Bella  madre  di  fiori, 
D*  herbe  novelle,  e  di  novelli  amorL 
Tu  tomi  ben,  ma  teco 
Non  tomano  i  sereni. 
E  fortunati  di  de  le  rate  gioie : 
Til  tomi  ben,  ti^  torn]. 
Ma  teco  altro  non  torna, 
Che  del  perduta  mio  caro  tesoro 
La  remembranza  misefa,  e  dolei^. 
Tik  quella  se'  ti^  queOa, 
Ch'eri  pur  dinanzi  si  vezzosa  e  beUa : 
Ma  non  son  io  g\k  quel  ch'un  tempo  fui 
*  Sicaro  a  gli  occhi  altnii. 
O  dolcezze  amarissime  d'amore 
Quanto  €  pid  duro  perdirve,  che  mai. 
Non  haver  c>  provate  6  possedute. 
Come  saria  I'amar  felice  stato 
Se'l  gia  goduto  ben  non  si  perdesse ; 
O  quando  egli  si  perde, 
Ogni  memoria  ancora 
Del  delegnato  ben  si  dileguase.* 

*  The  beginning  of  this  beautiful  soliloquy,  like  the  Integer 
titae  of  Horace,  has  been  translated  into  all  moderR  Ian* 


Nerer  were  tbepe  t^o  performances  which 
had  so  much  similarity  in  name,  and  so  little 
resemblance  in  other  respects,  as  the  beautiful 
Scots  Pastoral,  the  Gentle  Shepherd  of  Allan 
Rainsaj,  and  the  Pastor  Fido  of  Guarini.  In 
tha  first,  the  characters  are  delineated  with  a 
beautifid  simplicity  and  truth,  that  has  no  equal 
in  any  pastoral  composition  I  know ;  but,  at  the 
same  time,  there  is  an  unnatural  stifihess  in  the 
rhyming  measure,  which  totally  destroys  that 
easy  fluency  and  natural  melody,  which  consti- 
tutes a  principal  charm  in  dramatic  colloquy. 
In  the  Italian  poem  this  is  directly  the  reverse ; 
for  nothing  can  exceed  the  easy  flow,  and  de- 
lightful.  melody  of  its  numbers:  nor  can  any 
thing  be  more  unlike  to  nature  than  the  deline- 
ation of  its  characters. 

The  same  thing  may  be  said,  in  a  certain 
measure,  of  all  the  writings  of  Metastasio ;  for 
never  did  any  man  attain  such,  a  high  character 
as  a  dtramatic  writer,  who  was  less  capable  of 
delineating,  than  Metastasio.  If  his  plays,  di- 
vested of  bis  enchanting  lyric  pieces,  were  read 

fuages,  and  imitated  in  them  times  innumerable;  one  of  the 
happiest  imitations  of  it  we  have  seen,  is  by  Drummond,  of 
Hawthoraden,  to  which  the  curious  reader  is  referred.  It 
begins, 

tvwC  iprinri  ^boii  (an*tt  with  all  tbj  |oodly  train.   Epit. 
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attentive  J,  I  know  no  perfermances  that  wdldd 
9pptBT  so  unnatural  and  absurd;  and  I  have 
often  amused  myself  with  thinking  of  the  eflSbct 
that  a  literal  prose  translation  of  the  works  of 
Metastasio  would  produce  on  the  mind  oft 
jDDan,  who  was  acquainted  with  the  characten 
that  occur  in  the  dramas  of  that  celebrated 
writer.  If  he  were  of  a  morose  and  cynical  di^ 
position,  he  would  throw  the  book  into  the  fre 
before  he  had  read  a  dozen  pages ;  bat  if  he 
liad  a  mind  apt  to  be  tickled  with  ludicrous 
combinations,  he  wovld  find  it  a  bundle  of  the 
most  laughable  absurdities  that  could  be  con- 
ceived. Yet,  with  all  these  glaring  defects,  such 
is  the  charm  of  those  inimitable  beautiful  little 
airs  which  occur  in  every  page,  that  no  person 
who  understands  the  language,  and  has  the 
smallest  taste  for  poetical  imageiy,  can  ever  be 
satisfied  with  reading.  There  is  such  an  in- 
effiible  charm  perpetually  draws  him  fi>rward 
that  he  cannot  desist;  he  admires,  admires,  and 
still  admires ;  nor  can  he  find  words  to  express 
in  any  adequate  terms  the  pleasure  that  he 
fe^h  in  their  perusal.  Yet,  though  the  charms 
of  Guarini  and  Metastasio  alike  consist  in  the 
poesy  of  stile,  there  is  great  difierence  between 
the  two,  and  the  effect  they  produce  on  the 
mind.     In  Guarini,  the  beauty  consists  iatha 


lecitetive,  if  I  may  borrow  a  phrase ^m. the 
Italian,  and  apply  it  to  a  work  in  whidi  no 
music  occurs,;  in  Metastasio,  in  the  air.  In 
Guarini,  the  whole  of  the  narrative  is  flowing, 
harmonious,  and  beautiful.  You  are  every 
where  carried  alcmg  with  the  characters  in^e 
drama,  and  have  not  your  attention  carried  off 
by  any  thipg  extraneous ;  you  feel  a  high  de- 
gree of  pleasure^  but  no(eQchan(3nent«  In  Me« 
tastasio,  the  dramatic  characters  are  iscarcely 
interestiQg  at  all,  and  the  connecting  scenes 
pass  over  with  little  notice ;  but  ever  and  anoa 
a  delightfid  lyric  air  occurs,  which,  £rom  the 
melody  of  style  alone,  and  totally  independent 
of  the  aid  of  music,  is  so  enchantingly  deUght- 
ful,  that  I .  think  it  next  to  impossible  for  any 
one  not  to  be  capdvated  with  them.  Grreat  is 
the  fowef  of  genius !  This  is  a  maxim  I  have 
often  occasion  to  repeat  in  the  course  of  these 
disquisitions.  I  think  you  will  deem  the  trouble 
of  acquiring  the  Italian  language  abundantly  re- 
paid, by  the  pleasure  of  reading  Metastasio 
alone.  I  know  no  acquirement  which  would 
affi>rd  to  a  lady  of  fine  taste,  such  a  high  fund 
of  entertainment. 

I  finil  I  have  been  insensibly  hurried  to  a 
greater  length  than  I  intended ;  so  I  must  defer 

VOL.  IV.  K 
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d4s  tHB  ousAinak  ^^  1^ 

antKrering  your  queries  respteting  the  SpmaiA 
writers  till  another  oocasioiL    AdieiL 

Ths  Bsxt  v«L  Kv.  p.  1,  Mty  %  1T9S. 

The  Gienisalemme  of  Tano  is  here  loo  much  depredaled; 
tt  is  assuredly  neither  d^dait  in  harmony  nor  In  Tariety  of 
munben ;  nor  can  I  discoveri  vidi  oi»e  or  two  eixseptioiii»  the 
^ebleneas,  oi-  want  ofeoetgf^  of  which  the  writer  complamSi 
The  poem  certainly  does  not  possess  the  strength  or  sublimk^ 
of  Milton;  but  yet  it  is  sustained  throughout  with  nosmiD 
portion  of  vigour,  excds  in  variety  of  character,  and  exdtei 
an  interest  inferior  to  no  other  epic  but  the  Odyssqr  of 
Homer* 

I  shall  present  my  readers  with  &e  beautiftd  sonnet  of 
Drummond,  referred  to  in  the  note,  only  obsenring  that  tbc 
copies  of  this  sonnet  raiy  in  the  first  and  fifth  lines ;  Mr. 
Headlqr  reads  tum'st,  and  Mr.  Chalmers  com'st.  I  qaote 
firom  the  edition  of  Drummond,  lately  published  by  the  latter 
gOBlfenuuu 

Sweet  ipring,  thoa  coBi*«k  with  all  thy  goodly  traia, 

Tliy  heo^l  with  flamei,  thy  loaaOe  hr%ht  with  Sow'n^ 

The  zephyn  carl  the  frees  lachs  of  the  plaia. 

The  cloodf  for  Joy  in  pcarli  weep  dowa  their  ihow*rt. 

Sweet  fpriaf  y  thoa  codi*il — bat,  ah  I  my  pleaiaat  hoarii 

And  happy  days,  with  thee  coaw  aot  agaiai 

The  sad  memorials  only  of  my  pala 

Do  with  thee  cone,  which  tarn  a^  sweeti  to  foan» 

Thou  art  the  same  wb:ch  still  thoa  wert  hefore, 

Pelicioos,  lusty,  amiable,  fair  { 

But  she  whose  breath  embalm*d  thy  wholasomeair 

Is  goqcj  nor  ^old  nor  gems  can  her  retCora.* 

Neglected  Virtue,  seasons  go  aad  coaie, 

"^Vhcn  thine  forgot  lie  closed  in  a  tomb. 

SoifTfBT  Tti.  Pttrf  t» 

•  In  Mr.  Headle>*s  copy  it  is  **  her 
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Na  CLXVII. 

SttDt  cf rti  deniqoe  fines. 
So0c  certAln  mcin  in  aU  tklap  may  be  foJDnd« 

FRAWCIt. 


A  COALITION  of  a  very  pleaaing  nature  has 
been  attempted  by  some  British  artists,  between 
poetry  and  painting.  Poetry  and  painting  are, 
no  doubt,  congenial  arts.  They  have  some 
principles  or  essential  qualities  in  common,  and 
denote  similar  energies  in  the  mind  of  the  poet 
a.nd  painter. 

It  is,  therefore,  exceedingly  pleasing  to  see  the 
fine  fancy  of  the  poet,  particularly  the  bold  and 
striking  imagery  of  Shakspeare,  as  exhibited  in 
the  Shakspeare-Gallery,  realised  by  the  pencil ; 
and  displayed,  as  it  were,  not  only  to  mental 
but  actual  vision. 

But  the  observation  is  no  less  just  in  cri- 
ticism than  in  morals,  that  where  we  enjoy  a 
^eat  deal  of  pleasure,  we  also  encounter  a 
good  deal  of  danger.  Pleasing  as,  on  many  oc- 
casions, may  be  the  effects  of  this  combination 
lietween  two  of  the  most  elegant  arts,  it  ought 
not  to  be  attempted  in  any  instance,  ^vithout 

r2 
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cautious  deliberation  and  acute  discernment 
In  particular,  much  discernment  and  good  taste 
are  required,  for  ascertaining  what  passages  in 
a  poem  are  proper  subjects  for  painting.  Here 
the  admirers  of  painting,  and  the  partisans  of 
its  alliance  with  poetry,  may  be  inclined  to  ask, 
Are  not  all  fine  passages  in  a  poem  fit  to  be 
delineated  by  the  painter;  are  not  the  arts 
congenial,  and  are  they  not  produced  by  similar 
energies  ?  They  are  admitted  to  be  congenial ; 
but  some  distinctions  must  be  attended  to.  Let 
it  be  particularly  attended  to  and  remembered, 
that  what  is  highly  poetical  is  not  always  pic- 
turesque. Many  fine  thoughts  of  the  poet,  and 
many  objects  presented  by  him  to  the  mind, 
cannot,  by  all  the  creative  power  of  lines,  co- 
lours,'and  shades,  be  rendered  visible.  Can  any 
grief  be  more  natural  than  that  of  Cordelia, 
when  she  is  informed  how  cruelly  her  sisters 
have  treated  her  father  ?  But  who  can  pourtray 
the  feelings  that  shrink  firom  notice,  as  the  sen- 
sitive plant  firom  the  touch,  that  veil  themselves 
with  reserve;  that  fly  even  firom  consolation, 
and  hide  themselves  in  the  secret  mazes  and 
mysterious  sanctuaries  of  the  heart  ? 

Kent.   Did  your  letters  pierce  the  qvieeii  to  any  deiMi- 
istratien  of  grief? 

1 
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Gbv T.  Ay,  sir ;  she  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  presence ; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek :  it  seem'd  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion,  which,  most  rebel  like. 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O,  then,  it  mov'd  her. 

_  • 

Gent.  But  not  to  rage.    Patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Which  should  express  hex,  goodliest.  You  have  seen 
Sun-shine  and  rain  at  once.     Those  happiest  smiles 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes  ;  which  parted  thence. 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd.-r-In  brief,  sorA)w 
Would  be  a  rarity  most  belov'd^  if  all 
Could  so  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  she  i)o  verbal  question  ? 
*    Geht.  Once  or  twice,  she  heav'd  the  name  of  fat}ier, 
Pantingly,  forth,  as  if  it  pressM  her  heiart; 
Cry'd,  listers !  sisters !  what  ?  i'  th'  storm  of  night  ? 
Let  pity  ne'er  believe  it !  then  she  shook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heav'nly  eyes. 
And  then  retir'd  to  deal  with  grief  alone. 

In  like  manner,  the  sublime  and  awful  vision 
in  the  book  of  Job,  the  indistinct  form  of  the 
spirit,  the  portentous  silence,  and  the  solemn 
voice,  shake  and  appal  the  soul ;  but  set  at  de*^ 
fiance  all  the  skill  and  dexterity  of  the  most 
ingenious  artist. 

"  In  thoughts  from  the  visions  of  the  night, 
when  deep  sleep  falleth  on  men,  fear  came  upon 
me,  and  trembling,  which  made  all  my  bones 
to  shake.   Then  a  spiiit  passed  before  my  face ; 
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the  hair  of  my  flesh  stood  up :  it  stood  stifl,  bill 
I  could  not  discern  the  form  thereof;  an  Image 
was  before  mine  eyes ;  there  was  sileqcei  and  I 
heard  a  voioe.'^ 

In  fiict,  persons  of  real  candour^  who  are 
capable  of  discerning,  and  of  giving  attentioa 
to  the  beauties  of  nature,  will  acknowledge  the 
existence  of  many  fine  and  striking  landseapesy 
which  cannot  be  imitated  or  displayed  by  the 
painter.  Exquisite  scenery,  without  being  piof 
turesque;  may  be  distinguished  both  for  beau^ 
and  grandeur.  Or  shall  we  say,  as  I  have  heard 
asserted  by  some  fashionable  connoisseurs,  that 
nothing  in  external  nature,  no  combination 
whatever  ^of  water,  trees,  and  verdure,  can  be 
accounted  a  beautiful  object,  unless  it  be  trans- 
ferred to  the  canvas.  Contrary  to  this,  it  may 
at  least  be  doubted,  whether  many  delightful 
passages,  if  I  may  so  express  myself,  both  at 
the  Leasowes  and  among  the  lakes  in  Cumber* 
land,  though  ga»ed  at  with  tenderness,  or  con« 
templated  with  admiration,  would  not  baffle  aD 
the  power  of  the  pencil.  Though  poetry  oi^t 
to  be  like  painting,  yet  the  maxim  or  rule,  like 
many  other  such  rules  and  maxims,  is  not  to  be 
received  without  due  limitation. 

It  is,  therefore  the  duty  of  the  painter,  who 
by  his  art  would  illustrate  that  of  the  poet,  to 
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consider  in  0^07  particular  Smtaneet  wliathar 
die  description  or  image  be  really  ptetureaqne^ 
I  am  lotii  to  Uame  where  there  is  muth  tm 
commend,  and  where  the  artist  posseaaes  Ugb 
and  deserved  reputation.  Bat  will  k  not  be 
admitted,  tbat  the  pictare  by  Reynolds,  wiiieb 
represents  the  death  of  Cardinal  Bea«fi)rt,  ai 
described  by  Shafcspeare,  is  liable  to  ike  oen* 
sure  of  ii^udicious  selection  in  the  choice  ilf  a 
subject  ?  Or  is  it  possible  for  any  cdlouriBg  ot 
delineation  to  convey  the  horrar  of  the  Situation 
so  impressively  as  in  the  words  of  ^e  pott  t 

Sal.  Disturb  him  not,  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

Kiif^.  Peiace  to  his  eoiil,  Sf  Grod*!^  good  ]^)ea8iiie  bt(<**i 
Lelrd  Cardii^  if  tiiou  thiiik*st  ob  Heav^^'s  Wss, 
H0I4  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hopcu'im  p»> 
tie  dies,  and  makes  no  sign  :<i^0  God,  fotgire  him ! 

The  subject  is  ratitlad  to  more  fNartiimlar 
oonsideraticttr-^  Certain  dispoiittona  of  imnd 
produce  greM^  effects  on  the  body  i  agitBte  <te 
yfhole  lirame,  impress  or  distort  the  leitimiu 
Others  again,  more  latent,  cor  mdire  metfwU 
suppress  their  external  S3n(nptoms,  scqm  or  st^ 
ject,  or  are  not  so  capable  of  eicteroal  display, 
and  occasion  no  remarkable,  or  no  immediate 
change  in  limb,  colour,  or  featinrfiu  Suflitpttni- 
Uar  feelings  and  affeetaons,  averse  10  xtndM 
diemselves  yiaiblew  are  not  jSt  subieets  &r  that 
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art  which  afiects  the  mmd,  by  presen^ig  to  the 
eye  the  resemblant  signs  of  its  objects.  Despair 
is  t)f  this  number :  such  utter  despair  as  that  of 
Cardinal  Beaufort  It  will  not  complain,  far  it 
expects  no  redress ;  it  will  not  lament,  for  it 
desires  no  sympathy ;  brooding  upon  its  hope* 
less  affliction,  it  neither  weeps,  nor  speaks, 
^^nor  gives  any  sign/*  But,  in  the  picture 
under  review,  the  painter  represents  the  chief 
character  in  violent  and  extreme  agitation.  Nor 
is  even 'that  agitation,  if  we  allow  despair  to 
dis[day  agitation,  of  a  kind  sufficiently  aj^ro- 
priated*  le  it  the  sullen  anguish,  the  suppressed 
agony,  the  horrid  gloom,  the  tortured  soul  of 
despair  ?  No  :  it  is  the  agitation  of  bodily  pam. 
The  poor  abject  sufi^rer  gnashes  his  teeth,  and 
writhes  his  body,  as  under  the  torment  of  cor- 
poral suflbring.  The  anguish  is  not  that  of  the 
niind.  No  doubt,  at  a  preceding  moment,  be- 
Ibre  his  despondency  was  completely  ratified, 
tiie  poet  represents  him  as  in  great  perturba- 
tiott ;  but  the  affliction  is  from  the  pangs  of 
death. 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grin. 

*  But  after  his  despair  receives  fiill  .confrma* 
lion  £rom  the  heart-searching  speech  of  HeniT) 
his  feelings  .are  seared   with  horror,   and  his 
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agony  will  "  give  no  sign."  For  the  Tnotiient  of 
the  picture  is  not  when  Beaufort  is  said  to  be 
grinning  with  mmlal  anguish ;  but  the  more 
awful  moment,  when  having  heard  the  request 
of  Henry,  he  sinks,  of  consequence,  into  the 
deepest  despondency.  Before  that,  it  would 
have  been  no  other  than  the  picture  of  a  man, 
of  any  man  whatever,  expiring  with  bodily  pain. 
If  indeed  the  picture  is  to  express  any  thing 
peculiar  or  characteristic,  it  must  be  despair 
formerly  excited,  but  now  ratified  and  confirm- 
ed by  the  speech  of  Henry  : 

Kino.  Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  think^st  on  Heaven'g  blis^. 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope.— ^-> 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign:— O  Qod,  forgive  him! 

In  short,  the  passage,  highly  sublime  and 
affecting  as  it  must  be  acknowledged,  is  more 
poetical  than  picturesque;  and  the  artist  has 
wasted,  on  an  ill-chosen  subject,  his  powers, 
rather  of  execution,  in  this  instance,  than  of  in- 
vention. Surely  we  see  no  masterly  invention 
in  the  preternatural  being  placed  behind  or  be- 
side the  Cardinal ;  for  though  the  poet  has  said, 
in  the  character  of  Henry,  that'a  "busy  med- 
ling  fiend  was  laying  siege  to  his  soul ;  **  yet  as 
the  ^aker  did  not  actually  see  the  fiend,  there 
was  no  occasion  for  introducing  him,  like  the 
devil  in  a  puppet-show,  by  the  side  of  the  bed. 
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Nor  is  there  much  invention  in  the  stal^  ar tiBce 
of  concealing  the  countenance  of  the  king,  be* 
cause  hit  feelings  could  not  be  paintecL  I» 
£ict,  the  affectionate  astonishment  and  pious 
homnr  of  Henrj  were  fitter  for  delineation  thaa 
the  silent,  sullen,  and  uncommunicative  de- 
apdr  of  Beaufort* 

The  rage  of  delineatiog  to  the  eye  all  that  is 
reckoned  fine  in  writmg,  maj  he  ittustrated 
also  in  the  performances  of  other  aUe  and  &• 
mous  artists^  In  Gray's  Ode  on  the  Spring,  we 
have  the  following  allegorical  description  : 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-bosonied  Hours, 

Fair  Venus'  trains  appear. 
Disclose  the  long  expected  flowers. 

And  wake  the  purple  year. 

The  Hours,  accordingly,  adorned  with  roses 
•disposed  as  the  poet  describes  them,  are  repre- 
sented on  canvass,  as  a  company  of  jolly  dam* 
aels,  twitching  or  pulling  another  very  beautiful 
and  buxom  female,  who  is  represented  aa  sle^ 
ing  on  a  bank,  clothed  with  a  purple  petticoat 
Seeii^  such  things,  it  is  impossible  not  to  tbibk 
of  Quarles*s  or  Hugo^s  emblems.  The  thought, 
'^who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this 
death,'*  is  presented  to  the  eye,  in  one  of 
them,  by  the  %ure  of  a  man  enclosed  within 
€he  ribs  of  a  monstrous  and  hideous  skeleton. 
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In  truth,  the  inventor  of  the  prints  iti  soitae 
editions  of  the  Pilgrim's  Prc^ess  (where,  among 
otherS)  Christian  is  represented  as  trudging 
along  like  a  pedlar,  with  a  burden  on  his  back) 
js  entitled  to  the  merit  of  priority,  in  the  ex* 
travagance  of  such  inventions ;  for  let  it  be 
remembered,  that  it  is  only  against  extr»va» 
gancies  and  misapplications,  and  not  against 
the  invention  itself,  that  I  have  ventured  to 
Temoastrate. 

Thk  Philakthropb,  No.  SS. 


TO  SYLVIA, 

Fortaoe  having  smileil  on  rii% 


ild,  tbou  {KMr  bodhig  hearty  go  to  thy  reste. 
Past  is  the  storme,  the  blue  sereene  appeared ; 

Take  holie  rapture  to  thy  throbbing  brcst. 
And  chcere  thy  cheke  from  pensyv^  looks  and  teare9. 

Yes,  sinlesse  babes,  that  rounde  the  bridal  bed 
Slept  on,  all  heedlesse  of  your  parent's  woes. 

The  Lorde  of  mercie  heares  and  gives  ye  bread. 
Makes  streight  our  crooked  paths,  and  strewes  the  ross^ 

Keene  wasting  care  no  inore  our  bowre  invades, 
Npr  shye  distrust,  nor  sorrow  ill  concealed ; 

But  gilded  rays  of  comforte  chase  the  shades. 
And  peace!  thy  balsame,  grieTs  deep  wound  hath  healedl 
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Over  xttj  nwft  no  raven  flappes  his  wing. 
Nor  shall  the  howling  cur-dog  marr^  our  sleepe ; 

But  with  the  raorn,  tlie  lark  shall  up  and  sing. 
Breaking  the  watch  which  angels  deigned  to  keepe. 

TeS  CABIirBT,  TOI.  H.  p.  SM. 

It  is  due  to  the  genius  of  our  lamented  artist,  to  add  the 
following  passage  from  Mr.  Douce's  Illustrations  of  Shak- 
tpeare,  which  will,  in  some  d^ree,  qualify  the  strictures  of 
this  ingenious  paper. 

'*  It  was  the  belief  of  our  pious  ancestors,  that  when  a  man 
was  on  his  death-bed,  the  devil  or  his  agents  attended  in  the 
hope  of  getting  possession  of  his  soul,  if  it  should  haqppen  that 
the  party  died  without  receiving  the  sacrament  of  the  eu- 
charist,  or  without  confessing  his  sins.  Accordingly,  in  the 
ancient  representations  of  this  subject,  and  more  particular] j 
in  those  which  occur  in  such  printed  services  of  the  church, 
as  contain  the  vigils  or  office  of  the  dead,  these  busy  med- 
dling fiends  appear,  and,  with  great  anxiety,  besiege  the  dying 
man ;  but  on  the  approach  of  the  priest  and  his  attendants, 
they  betray  symptoms  of  horrible  despair  at  their  impending 
discomfiture.  In  an  ancient  manuscript  book  of  devotims, 
written  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  there  is  a  prayer 
addressed  to  Saint  George,  with  the  following  very  singular 
passage :  ^  Judge  for  me  whan  the  moste  hedyous  and  dam- 
nable dragons  of  helle  shall  be  ready  to  take  my  poore  souk, 
and  engloute  it  in  to  theyr  infemall  belyes." 

Shakspeare,  who,  in  many  instances,  has  proved  himself  to 
hitve  been  well  acquainted  with  the  forms  and  ceremonies  of 
the  Romish  church,  has,  without  doubt,  on  the  present  occa- 
sion, availed  himself  of  thj  above  opinion.  Whether  this  had 
happened  to  that  prc-emineni  painter,  who,  among  the  nu- 
merous monuments  of  his  excellence  that  have  immortalised 
himself  and  done  honour  to  his  country,  has  depicted  the  last 
moments  of  Cardinal  Beaufort,  with  all  the  powers  of  his  art, 
cannot  now  be  easily  ascertained.    He  has  been  censured 
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finr  penonifying  the  fiend,  on  the  suppotition  thatt  the  poet'i 
language  is  merely  figuratire ;  with  what  justice,  this  note 
may  perhaps  assist  in  deciding.  Some  might  disapprove  the 
renovation  of  Popish  ideas;  whilst  others,  more  attentive  to 
anctent  costume^  and  regardless  of  popular  or  other  pre* 
judices,  might  be  disposed  to  defend  the  pa&tter  on  the 
ground  of  strict  aAierenoe  to  the  maniMrt  of  the  timesk** 
VoL  fi.  p.  19,  20,  Si. 
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No.  CLXVIIL 

The  swee(  eothusjast,  from  her  saered  ftiNe^ 

Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  boandt) 

Aai  ad^  length  to  soleoin  aomids. 

With  naivre's  nather-wit^  aqd  artf  «tiliiMiwli  hffw^ 

Darppr. 


Xas  powerful  influence  of  music  has  been  so 
generally  felt  and  acknowledged  in  all  ages, 
that  it  seems  almost  unnecessary  to  expatiate 
on  it  with  any  illustrations.  Nothing  indeed  can 
more  plainly  prove  its  paramount  power  over 
the  mind,  than  its  ancient  honours  in  the  earlier 
ages  of  mankind ;  when  it  was  the  chosen 
medium  for  the  publication  and  recommenda* 
^on  of  the  laws ;  for  inculcating  the  doctrines 
of  morality  and  the  examples  of  history;  and 
for  inciting  to  the  practice  of  the  highest  duties, 
the  precepts  of  religion,  and  the  worship  of  the 
gods.  Codes  and  systems  of  these  divine  and 
mor^  duties  were  compiled  in  verse,  and 
chanted  in  full  choral  assembly  of  the  people ) 
for  verse  and  song  were  synonimous.  It  is  wcD 
known,  that  from  the  first  great  example  and 
&ther  of  epic  poetry,  to  the  wild  warblings  of 
our  own  minstrel  bards,  the  author  was  th^ 
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wiger  of  his  own  works.  Mu^c  was  his  only 
meiiQs  of  publication;  and  Apollo  his  only 
patr<m.  And  it  is  observable  among  our 
polished  neighbours  of  the  continent,  on  the 
dassic  ground  of  Italy,  where,  though  not  in 
such  bright  blaze,  yet  certainly  are  to  be 
found  traces  of  the  ancient  flame,  the  improvi- 
aatori,  or  extempore  composers  of  verses,  are 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  auxiliary  powers 
of  music. 

Poetry,  indeed,  implies,  in  some  degree,  the 
priqperties  of  music.  It  is  one  of  the  iHanchen 
into  which  this  great  and  extensive  subject  it 
divided ;  musica  poetica ;  metrical  sound  being 
evidently  a  species  of  harmony.  Musica  harmo* 
nica,  however,  is  contradistinguished  to  the 
other  five  parts,  into  which  Porphyry  distributea 
this  comprehensive  art,  as  the  science  of  dispoa* 
iag  and  conducting  sounds  vocal  and  instru- 
mental, separating  them  at  just  intervals,  or 
combining  with  due  proportion  and  relation  to 
each  other.  This  noble  skill,  embracing  the 
other  lovely  harmony  of  poetry,  or,  in  Milton  V 
warm  expresaion, 

Married  to  imxnortal  verse, 

is  omnipotent  over  every  passion.    It  regulates 
ihfi^  violence  of  rage,  and  animates  the  languor 
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of  despondency;  it  assuages  ihi  stings  of 
pain,  and,  gives  new  sense  to  pleasure ;  it  calls 
forth  the  best  energies  of  the  soul ;  and  while 
its  universal  command  can  subdue  and  correct 
the  vices  of  the  mind,  it  knows  also  to  exalt  the 
noblest  virtues  by  its  divine  enthusiasm* 

On  the  sublimest  of  all  subjects,  it  is  peculiarly 
observable,  that  the  power  of  music  triumphs 
over  other  arts.  In  them  the  greatest  masters 
have  in  vain  attempted  to  personify  to  the  imagi- 
nation  the  ineffiible  attributes  of  the  deity,  or 
to  represent  the  sacred  mysteries  of  immortal 
existence.  The  infernal  regions  of  Angelo  or 
Dante,  though  blazing  with  the  brightest  coloiir* 
ing  that  painting  or  poetry  could  give  them, 
disappoint  the  mind  with  expression  evidently 
and  infinitely  imperfect.  Of  the  former  indeed, 
though  from  a  genius  so  sublime,  the  eflfect  to 
the  eye  has  appeared  directly  the  contrary  to 
what  the  imagination  expects ;  and  the  flaminf 
limbs  of  the  demons  are  perhaps  truly  criticised, 
as  rather  ridiculous  than  terrible. 

If  any  glance  of  mortal  ken  could  soar  *^  from 
eartli  to  heaven,''  or  penetrate  the  mysteries 
of  other  worlds,  it  may  fairly  be  prmioanced, 
even  by  English  critics,  without  any  imputation 
of  partiality,  that  the  poet  of  Paradise  possessed 
the   peculiar   power.     Certainly,   the  sublime 


KO.  1 6&%  THE  GLEANER.  S5? 

horrors  of  hell  have  never  been  so  powerfully  pour- 
trayed  by  human  imagination ;  and  his  astonish-^ 
ing  cr^tive  genius  has,  with  more  daring  wing 
than  any  other^  passed  ^^  the  flaming  bounds/' 

But  the  most  that  genius  can  do,  is  to  create 
new  combinations  of  ideas,  originally  received 
through  the  senses.  So  received,  they  are  com- 
pared, distinguished,  and  classed,  or  mixed  and 
multiplied,  by  reflection.  But  the  materials 
can  be  only  Supplied  from  experience  of  sensa- 
tion :  and  invention  is  no  more  than  the  dis- 
coviery  of  new  modes  of  representing  them.  It 
is  to  be  feared,  therefore,  that  if  Milton  succeeded 
better  in  his  description  of  the  fallen  angels,  than 
of  those  who  enjoyed 

Heaven^s  purest  light, 

that  the  cause  may  be  traced  to  the  imperfec* 
tions  of  human  nature ;  less  qualified  by  expe- 
rience to  imagine  the  perfect  purity  of  the 
divine  attributes,  and  celestial  enjoyment,  than 
the  errors  of  disobedience  and  pride,  and  their 
consequent  punishments. 

For  the  warmest  admirer  of  our  immortal 
poet  must  confess,  that  even  his 

•  •  •  • 

Seraph-wing  of  ecstasy 

fails  under  him,  when  he  a^res  to  display  the 

VOL.  IV.  s 
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glories  of  heaven,  and   the   majesty    of  die 
Ahnighty. 

So  in  his  truly  sacred  poem  of  Paradise  Re- 
gainedy  the  powers  even  of  his  &ncy  cannot 
avail  him.  Heaven  is  too  high  for  mortal  wing 
to  soar:  too  vast  for  human  understanding  to 
comprehend  :  too  perfect  for  poetical  pan^yric 
to  praise. — In  the  emphatical  words  of  the  great 
critic  on  the  subject  of  sacred  poetry,  no  le^ 
eminent  for  the  acumen  of  his  mind  than  the 
piety  of  his  heart,  "  Omnipotence  cannot  be 
exalted;  infinity  cannot  be  amplified;  perfec- 
tion cannot  be  improved.** 

If  the  noblest  strains  of  poetry  and  snblimest 
images  of  painting  be  thus  defective,  they  must 
yield  the  palm  to  the  power  of  sacred  music ; 
which,  though  it  cannot  amplify  or  improve 
infinity  or  perfection,  can  yet  exalt  the  sov!^ 
more  highly  than  any  other  human  means  to 
^ore  them ;  and  inspire  more  of  the  sublime 
and  enthusiastic  fervour,  suitable  to  the  sacred 
subject  :— 

Can  take  the  prisoned  soul,— • 
And  lap  it  in  Elysium. 

On  this  sublime  effect  of  sacred  song,  the   ' 
feelings  of  every  hearer  must  speak  for  them- 
selves.   To  them  the  appeal  may  safely  be  made, 
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ifwe  may  judge  fixim  the  experience  (^the  latdf 
celebrated  commemoration  of  Handel,inhis  own 
immortal  music.  As  the  full  choir  was  animated 
with  but  one  unison  strain,  and  every  concur^ 
ring  instnmoient  poured  forth  the  same  swell  c^ 
harmony,  so  the  transported  hearers  seemed 
to  be  informed  with  but  one  soul ;  and  all  that 
soul  to  be  possessed  alone  with  the  sacred  en^ 
thusiasm. 

It  is  evidently  impossible  to  reason  on  effects 
like  thesc-^The  best  explanation  will  be  fotind^ 
perhaps,  in  the  high  praise  and  preference  which 
the  great  poet  gives  to  the  sister-art  which  he 
admired: 

But  let  ttiy  due  feet  never  &il 
To  walk  the  studious  cloisters  paie» 
And  love  the  high  embowed  roo^ 
With  antique  pillars  masiy  proof, 
.    And  storied  windows  richly  dight. 
Casting  a  dim  religious  light : 
There  let  the  peahng  organ  blow 
To  the  full-voiced  choir  below ; 
tn  service  high  and  anthems  dear, 
As  may  with  sweetness  throu^  mine  ear 
Dissolve  me  into  ecstasies. 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  mine  eycs^  .   ■■ 

The  following  just  picture,  from  the  master- 
hand  of  Armstrongs  will  also  better  elucidate 
than  I  can  pretend  to  do,  the  merits  of  this 
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admirable  art  Whoever  reads  it  with  ^^  music 
in  his  soul''  will  re^juire  00  other  comm^it  >^ 
and  whoever  sees  it  without  that  congenial  light, 
stands  already  sentenced  and  ex-communicated 
bj  the  chief  judge  of  the  liuman  heart 

There  is  a  charm,  a  power  that  t^i^s  the  breast ; 
Bids  every  passion  revel  or  be  ^till ; 
Ihspires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  dissolves ; 
Can  soothe  distraction,  and  almost  despair. 
That  power  is  music ;  fir  1>eyond  the  stretch 
Of  those  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  stage ; 
Those  clumsy  heroes,  those  fit^headed  gods. 
Who  move  no  passion  justly  but  contempt: 
ll^o,  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  strong!). 
Do  wond'rous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fiult  is  ours ;  We  bear  those  monstrous  aru : 
Good  heaven !  We  praise  them :  we,  with  lou^kst  peak, 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highest  lifts  his  heels. 
And  with  insipid  shew  of  rapture,  die. 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  muse's  laurel  justly  shared, 
A  poet  he,  and  touched  with  heaven's  own  fire. 
Who  with  bold  rage,  or  solemn  pomp  of  sounds, 
inflames,  exalts,  and  ravishes  the  soul ; 
-     Now  tender,  plaintive.  Sweet  almost  to  pain. 
In  Idve  dissolves  you  ;  now  in  Sprightly  strains 
Breathes  a  gay  rapture  tHft>ugh  your  thrilliiig  breast, 
Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinefy  sad. 
Or  wakes  to  horror  the  tremendous  strings. 
Such  was  the  bard  whose  heavenly  strains  of  old 
Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  souL 
Such  was,  if  old,  and  heathen  fame  say  true,  . 
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The  man  who  bade  the  Theban  domes  ascend. 
And  tain'd  the  savage  nations  with  his  song ; 
And  such  the  Thracian,  whose  harmonious  lyre, 
TunM  to  soft  woe,  made  all  the  mountains  weep ; 
Sooth'd  ev'n  th'  inexorable  powers  of  hell, 
And  half  redeen^'d  his  lost  Eurydice. 
Music  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief. 
Expels  diseases,  softens  every  pain, 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poison,  and  the  plague ; 
And  hence  the  wise  of  ancient  days  ador'd 
One  powV,  of  physic,  melody,  and  song. 

The  Jvdian  Obssrviik,  No.  ao»  and  No*  Si,.p.  2U» 
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No.  CLXIX. 

Amor  el  ladkel  idlp  at  fecaii4MB». 

Of  all  the  paHionsi  lore  ii  ili^  nott  f  rj^octife  botll 
f  f  happiDcaf  VMf  aisery. 


^^My  dearest  children,  be  always  good,  and 
you  ¥^11  be  always  happy.  Sixty  long  years  have 
your  mother  and  I  enjoyed  a  happy  tranquiUity. 
God  grant  that  none  of  you  may  ever  purchase 
it  so  dearly!"  Such  were  the  words  of  Peter, 
a  husbandman  in  a  village  of  Bareith  in  Franco- 
nia,  addressing  himself  to  his  grand-children, 
one  clear  evening  of  autumn. 

With  these  words  a  tear  stood  in  the  old  man's 
eye.  Louisa,  one  of  his  grand-daughters,  about 
ten  years  old,  ran  and  threw  herself  in  his  arms. 
^  My  dear  grand-papa!  (said  she)  you  know 
how  well  pleased  we  all  are,  when  of  an  evening 
you  tell  us  some  pretty  story  j  how  much  more 
delighted  should  we  all  be,  if  you  would  tell  us 
your  own!  It  is  not  late — the  evening  is  mild— 
and  none  of  us  are  much  inclined  to  sleep." 
The  whole  family  of  Peter  seconded  the  request, 
and  formed  themselves  in  a  semicircle  before 
him.    Louisa  sat  at  his  fcet^  and  recommended 
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silence.  Every  mother  took  on  her  knee  the 
child  whose  cries  might  distract  attention; 
every  one  was  already  listening ;  and  the  good 
old  man  stroking  Louisa's  head  with  one  hand, 
and  the  other  locked  in  the  hands  of  Theresa, 
thus  began  his  history : 

**  It  is  a  long  time  ago,  my  children,  since  I 
was  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  Theresa  sixteen. 
She  was  the  only  daughter  of  Aimar,  the  rich- 
est former  in  the  country.  I  was  the  poorest  cot- 
tager in  the  village;  but  never  attended  to  my 
wants,  until  I  fell  in  love  with  Theresa.  I  did 
all  I  could  to  smother  a  passion  which  I  knew 
must  one  day  or  other  have  made  a  wretch  of 
me.  I  was  very  certain  that  the  little  pittance 
fortune  had  given  me,  would  be  an  eternal  bar  in 
my  way  to  my  love ;  and  I  must  either  renounce 
her  for  ever,  or  think  of  some  means  of  becom- 
ing richer.  But,  to  grow  richer,  I  must  have 
left  the  village  where  my  Theresa  lived ;  that 
efPoTt  was  above  me ;  and  I  offered  myself  as  a 
servant  to  Theresa's  fother. 

^  I  was  received.  You  may  guess  with  what 
courage  I  worked.  I  soon  acquired  Aimar's 
friendship  and  Theresa's  love.  All  of  you,  my 
children,  who  know  what  it  is  to  marry  from 
love,  know  too  the  heart-felt  pleasure  of  reci- 
procity in  every  interview,  every  look,  every 
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action.  Theresa  loved  me  as  much  as  she  her- 
self was  loved.  I  thought  of  nothing  but  Tlie- 
resa ;  I  worked  for  her ;  I  lived  for  her ;  and  I 
fondly  imagined  that  happiness  was  then  eter- 
nally mine. 

**  I  was  soon  undeceived.  A  neighbouring 
cottager  asked  Theresa  in  marriage  from  her 
father.  Aimar  went  and  examined  how  many 
acres  of  ground  his  intended  son-in-law  could 
bring  his  daughter,  and  found  that  he  was  the 
very  husband  that  suited  her*  The  day  was 
fixed  for  the  fatal  union. 

"  In  vain  we  wept ;  our  tears  were  of  no  ser- 
vice to  us.  The  inflexible  Aimar  gave  Theresa 
to  understand  that  her  grief  was  highly  dis- 
pleasing to  him ;  so  that  restraint  added  to  our 
mutual  wretchedness. 

"  The  terrible  day  was  near.  We  were  with- 
out one  gUmmering  of  hope.  Theresa  was  about 
to  become  the  wife  of  a  man  she  detested.  She 
was  certain  that  death  must  be  the  inevitable 
consequence:  I  was  sure  I  could  not  survive 
her :  we  made  up  our  minds  to  the  only  way  that 
was  lefl:,— we  both  ran  off,  and — ^heaven  pu- 
nished us. 

**  In  the  middle  of  the  night  we  lefl  the  vil- 
lage. I  placed  Theresa  on  a  little  horse  that 
pne  of  her  uncles  had  made  her  a  present  of: 
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it  was  my  decision  t}pt  there  was  no  harm  in 
taking  it  away,  since  it  did  not  belong  to  her  fa- 
ther. A  small  waUet  contained  her  clothes  and 
mine,  with  a  trifle  of  money  that  Theresa  had 
saved.  For  my  part,  I  would  take  nothing  with 
me;  so  true  it  is,  that  many  of  the  virtues  of  youth 
are  the  ofispring  of  fancy ;  I  was  robbing  a  fa- 
ther of  his  daughter,  and  I  scrupled,  at  the  same 
time,  to  carry  off  the  value  of  a  pin  from  his 
house. 

"We  travelled  all  night;  at  day-break  we 
found  ourselves  on  the  frontiers  of  Bohemia^ 
and  pretty  nearly  out  of  the  reach  of  any  who 
might  be  in  pursuit  of  us.  The  place  we  first 
stopped  in  was  a  valley,  beside  one  of  those  ri- 
videts  that  lovers  are  so  fond  of  meeting  with, 
Theresa  alighted,  sat  down  beside  me  on  the 
grass,  and  we  both  made  a  frugal  but  delicious 
meal.  When  done,  we  turned  our  thoughts  to 
the  next  step  we  were  to  take. 

^^  After  a  long  conversation,  and  reckoning 
twenty  times  over  our  money,  and  estimating 
the  little  horse  at  the  highest  value,  we  found 
that  the  whole  of  our  fortune  did  not  amount 
to  twenty  ducats.  Twenty  ducats  are  soon  gone ! 
We  resolved,  however,  to  make  the  best  of  our 
way  to  some  great  town,  that  we  might  be  less 
exposed,  in  case  they  were  in  search  of  us,  and 


£66  THX  GLEANEB«  KO.  169. 

there  get  married  as  sooi|  as  possible.  After 
these  very  wise  reflections  we  took  the  road  that 
leads  to  Egra. 

"  The  church  received  us  on  our  arrival ;  and 
we  were  married.  The  priest  had  the  half  of 
our  little  treasure  for  his  kindness;  but  never 
was  money  given  with  so  much  good-wilL  We 
thought  our  troubles  were  now  all  at  an  end, 
and  that  we  had  nothing  more  to  fear ;  and  in- 
deed we  bought  eight  days*  worth  of  happiness* 

^^  This  space  being  elapsed,  we  sold  our  litde 
horse,  and  at  the  end  of  the  first  month  we  had 
absolutely  nothing.  What  must  we  have  done? 
What  must  have  become  of  us  ?  I  knew  no  art 
but  that  of  the  husbandman ;  and  the  inhabi- 
tants of  great  cities  look  down  with  contempt 
on  the  art  that  feeds  them.  Theresa  was  as  un- 
able  as  myself  to  follow  any  other  business. 
She  was  miserable ;  she  trembled  to  look  for- 
ward ;  we  mutuaBy  concealed  from  each  other 
our  sufierings — a  torture  a  thousand  times  more 
horrid  than  the  sufferings  themselves.  At 
length,  having  no  other  resource,  I  enlisted  into 
a  regiment  of  horse,  garrisoned  at  Egra.  My 
bounty-money  I  gave  to  Theresa,  who  received 
it  with  a  flood  of  tears. 

^^My  pay  kept  us  from  starving;  and  the 
little  works  of  Theresa,  for  indigence  stimulate 
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her  inventiony  helped  to  keep  a  corer  over  our 
heads.  About  this  time,  a  child  comii^  into 
the  world,  linked  oiur  affections  closer. 

^  It  was  you,  my  dear  Gertrude;  Theresa  and 
myself  looked  upon  you  as  the  pledge  of  our 
constant  love,  and  the  hope  of  our  old  age. 
Every  child  that  heaven  has  given  us,  we  have 
said  the  same  thing,  and  we  have  never  been 
mistaken.  You  were  sent  to  nurse,  for  my  wife 
could  not  suckle  you,  and  she  was  inconsolable 
on  the  occasion.  She  passed  the  livelong  day 
working  at  your  cradle ;  while  I,  by  my  atten- 
tion to  my  duty,  was  endeavouring  to  gain  the 
esteem  and  fiiendship  of  my  officers. 

**  Frederick,  our  captain,  was  only  twenty 
years  of  age.  He  was  distinguishable  among 
the  whole  corps  by  his  affitbility  and  his  figure* 
He  took  a  liking  to  me.  I  told  him  my  ad- 
ventures. He  saw  Theresa, — and  was  interested 
in  our  fate.  He  daily  promised  he  would 
speak  to  Aimar  for  us ;  and  as  my  absolute  de- 
pendence was  on  him,  I  had  his  word  that  I 
diould  have  my  liberty  as  Boon  as  he  had  made 
my  &ther-in-law  my  friend.  Frederick  had 
already  written  to  our  village,  but  had  got  no 
answer.  4 

**Time  was  running  over  our  heads.  My 
young  captain  seemed  as  eager  as  ever ;  but 
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Theresa  grew  every  day  more  and  more  dejec- 
ted.  .When  I  inquired  into  the  reason,  she 
spoke  of  her  &ther,  and  turned  the  conversation 
off.  Little  did  I  imagine  that  Frederick  was  Ae 
cause  of  her  grief 

.  '^^This  young  man,  with  all  the  heat  incident 
to  youth,  observed  Theresa's  loveliness  as  well 
as  myself  His  virtue  was  weaker  than  his 
passion.  He  knew  our  misfortunes ;  he  knew 
how  much  we  depended  on  him  ;  and/was  b(dd 
enough  to  give  Theresa  to  imderirtand  what 
reward  he  expected  for  his  patronage.  My 
wife  concealed  her  indignatiop ;  for  knowing 
my  character  to  be  both  violent  and  jealous,  she 
withheld  the  &tal  secret  Sr^m  me ;  while  I,  too 
credulous,  was  daily  lavish  in  the  praises  of  my 
captain's  generosity  and  friendship. 

**  One  day,  coning  off  guard,  and  returning 
home  to  my  wife,  who  should  appear  before  my 
astonished  eyes,  but  Aimar !  ^  At  last  I  have 
found  thee,'  exclaimed  he,  ^  in&moiis  ravisher! 
Restore  my  daughter  to  me!  Give  me  back 
that  comfort  thou  hast  robbed  me  cif,  thou 
treacherous  £riend !'  I  fell  at  his  knees :  I 
endured  the  first  storm  of  his  wrath.  My  tears 
began  to  soften  him  ;  he  consented  to  listen  to 
me.  I  did  not  undertake  my  own  justification, 
^/fhe  deed  is  done,'  said  I;  ^  Theresa  is  minci 


>m.  1 69«  THE  6LEAN£a«  969 

•--she  is  my  wife ;— My  life  is  in  your  hands^ 
punish  me ; — ^for^ve  your  child,— ♦your  only 
daughter.  Do  not  dishonour  her  husband,*--do 
not  let  her  fell  a  victim  to  grief} — ^forget  me, 
that  you  may  more  effectually  remember  her.' 
With  that^  instead  of  conducting  him  to  Theresa, 
I  led  hiin  to  the  house  where  you  were  at  nurse, 
my  girL  .  *  Come,*  added  I,  *  come,  and  view 
one  more  you  must  extend  your  pity  to.* 

**  You  were  in  your  cradle,  Gertrude  j  you 
were  fest  asleep:  your  countenance,  a  lovely 
mii^ure  of  alabaster  and  vermilion,  was  the  pic-^ 
ture  of  innocence  and  health.  Aimar  gazed 
upon  you.  The  big  tear  stood  in  his  eye.  I 
took  you  up  in  my  arms ;  I  presented  you  to 
him.  *  This,  too,  is  your  child,*  said  I  to  him. 
You  then  awoke,  and,  as  if  inspired  by  heaven, 
instead  of  complaining,  you  smiled  fiill  upon 
him;  and  extending  your  little  arms  towards  the 
old  man,  you  got  hold  of  his  white  locks,  which 
you .  twined  among  your  lingers,  and  drew  his 
veneieable  face  towards  you.  Aimar  smothered 
you  with  kisses ;  and  caught  me  ^  his.  breast. 
'  Come/  said  he,  ^  my  son,  shew  me  my  daugh- 
ter;* extending  one  hand  to  me,  and  holding  you 
on  his  arm  with  the  other.  You  may  judge 
with  what  joy  I  brought  him  to  our  house. 

^^  On  the  road,  I  was  afraid  lest  the  sudden 
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s^ht  of  her  father  might  be  too  much  for  her ; 
meaaing  to  prevent  aoy  ill  consequences,  I  left 
Aimar  with  you  oniiis  arm ;  I  ran  home,  opened 
the  door,  and  saw  Theresa  struggling  vnA 
Frederick,  exerting  all  her  power  to  save  hersdf 
firom  his  base  embraces.  As  soon  as  my  eyes 
saw  him,  my  sword  was  in  his  body.  He  fell} 
the  blood  gushed ;  he  pierced  the  air  with  a  cfy 
of  anguish;  the  house  was  fiill  in  a  miniitei 
The  guards  came ;  my  sword  was  still  reeking; 
they  seized  me,  and  the  unfortunate  Aimar  just 
arrived  to  see  his  son»in*law  loaded  with  irons. 

^  I  embraced  him ;  I  recommended  to  Inm 
my  wife  and  my  heli^ess  babe,  whom  I  likewise 
embraced;  and  then  followed  my  comrades,  who 
saw  me  lodged  deep  in  a  dungeon. 

^^  I  remained  there  in  the  most  cruel  sfatfe, 
two  days  and  three  nights.  I  knew  nothing  of 
what  was  going  forward;  I  was  ignorant  of 
Theresa's  fate.  I  saw  nobody  but  an  unrelent* 
ing  jailor,  who  answered  to  all  my  questions, 
that  I  need  not  trouble  myself  about  any  thing; 
for  that  in  a^  very  few  hours,  he  was  sure  sen- 
tence of  death  would  be  pronounced  on  me. 

^^  The  third  day  the  prison  gates  were  flung 
open.  I  was  desired  to  walk  out ;  a  deteefa* 
ment  were  waiting  for  me ;  I  was  encircled  by 
them,  and  led  to  the  barrack  green.     From  fiur 
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I  perceived  the  regiment  drawn  up,  and  the 
horrid  machine  that  was  to  put  an  end  to  a 
iK^tched  life.  The  idea  that  my  misery  was 
now  completed,  restored  the  force  I  had  losL 
A  convulsive  motion  gave  precipitancy  to  my 
steps ;  my  tongue  of  itself  muttered  Theresa's 
name ;  while  I  walked  on,  my  eyes  were  wildly 
in  search  of  her;  I  bled  with  anguish,  that  I 
could  not  see  her :  at  last  I  arrived. 

^^  My  sentence  was  read ;  I  was  given  into 
the  hands  of  the  executioner ;  and  was  prepare 
ing  for  the  mortal  blow,  when  sudden  and  loud 
shrieks  kept  back  his  falling  arm.  I  once  more 
stared  round,  and  saw  a  %ure,  half  naked,  pale, 
and  bloody,  endeavouring  to  make  way  through 
the  guards  that  surrounded  me ; — ^it  was  Frede* 
rick.  '  Friends,*  exclaimed  he,  *  I  am  the  guilty 
man ;  I  deserve  death;  pardon  the  innocent.  I 
wished  to  seduce  his  wife ;  he  punished  me ; 
he  did  what  was  just ;  you  must  be  savages  if 
you  attempt  his  life.*  The  colonel  of  the 
regiment  flew  to  Frederick  in  order  to  calm  him. 
He  pointed  out  the  law  thitt  doomed  to  death 
whoever  raised  his  hand  against  his  officer. 
*  I  was  not  his  officer,*  cried  Frederick,  *  for  I 
had  given  him  his  liberty  the  evening  before 
under  my  hand.  He  is  no  more  in  your  power.* 
The    astonished   officers,  assembled   together. 
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Frederick  and  humanity  were  my  advocates; 
I  was  brought  back  to  prison ;  Frederick  wrote 
to  the  minister, — accused  himself,— -asked  my 
pardon^ — obtained  it 

^^Aimar,  Theresa*  and  myself,  went  and 
threw  ourselves  at  the  feet  of  our  deliverer. 
He  confirmed  the  present  he  had  nude  me  of 
my  liberty,  which  he  wished  to  heighten  by 
others  that  we  would  not  receive.  We  returned 
to  this  village*  where  the  death  of  Aimar  has 
made  me  master  of  all  he  possessed,  and  when 
Theresa  and  I  shall  finish  our  days  in  the  midst 
of  peace,  happiness,  and  you,  my  children." 
Peter's  children  had  crqpt  close  to  him^  during 
the  narrative,  and,  though  finished,  they  stiO 
were  in  the  attitude  of  people  who  listen ; 
the  tears  trickled  down  their  cheeks.  ^^Be 
happy,"  said  the  good  old  man  to  them, 
<^  Heaven  has  at  last  rewarded  me  with  your 
love.'"  With  that  he  embraced  them  all  roundf 
Louisa  kissed  him  twice;  and  all  the  happy 
fitmily  withdrew  for  the  night 
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Nos  genera  degnstamas,  nod  bibliothe<^  diicatiaiQi. 

QunrTiLiAir.' 

'  "We  otfly  notice,  in  a  cnnoi^  manner,  the  most  r^ 
'markable  authors  and  book^  I  it  b  notour  pfOTinca 
to  discoas  whole  libraries. 


AfTeh  the  Italian  states  began  to  lose  thieir  pre^ 
ponderanoe  in  Europe,  Spain  increased, in  power 
and  influence ;  and,  for  more  than  a  ceptury^ 
was  decidedlj  the  first  naiticm  in  Europe^  Dur- 
ing that  period,  the  Spanish  language  acquired  a 
very  general  currency  among  all  nations;  but 
sboft  was  the  period  of  its  glory :  and  the  op- 
pressive sway  of  religious  despotism  has,  since 
that  period,  given  such  a  severe  check  to  the 
Irpirit  of  freedom,  bs  almost  to  extinguish  the  de- 
•flire  of  literary  exertions  in  that  fine  country;  so 
tiiat  few  books  of  merit  can  be  found  in  that 
language. 

•  .Although  the  Spanish  dramas  are  now  much 
inferior  to  many  others  in  Europe,  I  am  inclined 
4^  dunk,  that  it  was  in  that  country  the  taste 
£aT  dramatic  writings  was  first  cultivated  after 
tlie  revival  of  letters.  I  have  scarcely  had  an  op- 
portunity pf  seeing  arfjr  of  the  old  plays.     I  have 
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only  seen  one  or  two  of  Calderon.  They  are 
written  in  a  careless  and  irregular  manner,  and 
discover  tnore  genius  than  art,  more  fire  than 
regularity*  If  Shakspeare  had  understood  the 
Spanish  lajoguage,  I  should  have  imagined  they 
had  served  as  his  model.  It  is  well  known  that 
Corneille  studied  these  with  a  considerable  de- 
gree of  attention. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  these  plaji 
consisted  only  of  three  acts ;  and  I  have  often 
thought  that  many  of  Shakspeare's  were  origi- 
nally thus  divided,  and  wei^e  thrown  into  their 
present  form  by  the  players,  who  made  to  them 
whatever  additions  they  pleased,  without  any 
opposition  from  the  author,  who  never  seetns  to 
have  once  spent  a  thought  about  them  after  they 
went  out  of  his  hand. 

Cervantes  is,  without  doubt,  the  first  writer 
in  the  Spanish  language ;  and  the  first  part  of 
Don  Quixote  is,  undoubtedly,  the  best  of  his  per- 
formances. In  his  younger  days,  Cervantes  dis- 
covered a  strong  predilection  for  poetry;  but^ 
his  poetry,  like  the  generality  of  what  I  have 
seen  of  his  countrymen,  consisted  of  forced  and 
unnatural  conceits;  multiplied  corruscatioiis 
of  wit,  but  little  of  nature  or  true  pathos.  His 
voyage  to  Parnassus  is  a  satire.  In  his  younger 
years,  too,  he  wrote  what  we  in  English  would 


style  ia  tomitnce^  called  Gtdatei!,  iii  tibat  wild 
strahl  of  faiiciful  pastoral  triaiiners^  qo  truly  oo-* 
pied  in  the  Arcadia  of  Sir  PhiUp  Sydney.  1  at- 
tempted  to  read  it,  but  was  forced  to  lay  it  by 
with  disgust.  By  degrees,  however,  his  judg- 
ment matured,  and  he  corrected  that  fiUe^  taate 
Which  he  borrowed  from  his  countrymen ;  for 
besides  Don  Quixote,  he  published  two  volumes 
(tf  novels  which  are  written  in  a  more  naturtdi 
and  pissing  mann^,  and  have  been  translated 
into  English.  I  was  highly  delighted  in  readt 
ing  the  firsrt  of  these  called  La  GitanSla,  or  the 
Olp^y,  which  is  written  With  a  great  deal  of 
fire,  and  irregular  wildness  of  imagery,,  and 
exhibits  an  enchanting  kind  of  scenery  that  i$ 
very  pleasing,  though,  in  many  respects,  uc^na* 
tural.  Like  Homer,  too,  and  MHton,  Ger# 
vantes*  wrote  a  performance  of  inferior  merit  to* 
Wards  the  close  of  his  hSe^  which  he  valued 
much  more  highly  than  any  of  his  other  works* 
It  is  entitled  the  Adventures  of  Peri»lea  and  Si^ 
gismunda.  It  is  in  the  pastoral  romantic  strain, 
which  is,  I  think,  the  most  extravagant  and  un^* 
profitable  kind  of  compositions  I  know.  He 
likewiise  wrote  dome  comedies  that  I  have  never 
seen. 

Of  alt  the  novels  that  are  now  generally  read, 
the  Don  Quixote  of  Cwvantes  is  die  oldest^  and 
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perhaps  the  best    It  has  been  translated  into 
all  the  European  languages;    and  lias  been 
nearly  as  generally  read  as  the  BiUe  amoi^ 
Christians,  or  the  Koran  among  Mahometans. 
It  id  one  of  those  rare  performances  that  are 
calculated  to  please  the  vulgar,  as  well  as  those 
of  higher  rank,  and  to  give  equal  delight  to 
the    scholar,    as   to   the    illiterate  mechanic. 
We  have  in  English  many  translations  of  Don 
Quixote;   but  to  this  hour,  a  mere  English 
reader  can  form  no  just  idea  of  the  exquisite 
beauties  of  that  inimitable  performance.  I  know 
tio  book  that  has  suffered  so  much  by  transla- 
tion as  this  has  done ;  nor  did  I  ever  read  a 
prose  work  that  I  think  would  be  so  difficidt  to 
translate  with  propriety  as  that  very  one.    Cer* 
vantes  certainly  knew  the  powers  of  tihe  Spanish 
language  better  than  any  other  writer  I  have 
se6n ;  and  he  has  displayed  them  in  that  per- 
formance in  a  very  masterly  manner.    That  lan- 
guage, indeed,  possesses  a  delicacy,  in  r^ard 
to  dialogue,  that  nd  other  European  language 
can  boast ;  and  the  translators  of  Don  Quixote 
seem  to  have  been  so  sensible  of  this,  that  they 
have  not  even  ventured  to  attempt  it.     It  is,  I 
suppose,  on  that  account  they  have  trave3tied 
the  characters  of  Don  Quiifote  and  Simeiio; 
and  hav«  thrown  an  extrjivagance  and  abafufdtQr 
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into  them  both,  that  are  not  to  be  feund  in  the 
writings  of  Cervantes*  Never  was  I  more  agree- 
ably disappointed  than  when  I  read  the  original 
Quixote ;  for  there  I  saw  the  developement  of 
two  striking  characters,  with  which  I  was  to- 
tally unacquainted,  by  a  series  of  the  most  natu* 
ral  incidents  and  conversations,  that  display  a 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart,  and  a  power  of 
characteristical  delineation,  that  few  of  the  sons 
of  men  have  ever  yet  possessed*  I  had  laughed 
-before  at  the  pert  bufiboneries  of  Sancho,  as 
every  one  else  I  met  with  had  done ;  but  I  cour 
aidered  them  as  droll  only,  though  very  unnatu- 
xal:  for  throughout  the  whole  character  ip 
En^sh,  you  find  such  a  mixture  of  wit  and 
folly,  so  much  pertness  and  stupidity,  that  it  is 
utterly  impossible  such  a  character  could  have 
existed  in  nature.  The  same  contradictory 
mixture  of  meanness  and  stateliness  prevails  ii) 
the  character  of  the  Don,  which  sometimes  ex* 
cites  pity  or  provokes  laughter ;  but  never  prar 
duces  those  tender  emotions  that  the  Quixote 
of  Cervantes  can  never  fail  to  do.  Were  there 
)iot  another  book  written  in  the  Spanish  Ian* 
guage  but  Don  Quixote,  I  am  certain  that  you 
would  think  the  time  spent  in  acquiring  that 
language  abundantly  repaid,  by  being  enabled 
jthus  to  Judge  of  tlie  exquisite  delineation  of 
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these  two  aingolar  dmrfosten ;  for  Mignlftr  Asf 
tsver  must  be  deemed,  howpva  n^t^rH  the  de- 
lineation* 

Of  all  the  translations  we  have  of  this  wofii, 
I  think  Smollett's  is  the  worst;  for  in  thattrans- 
Jution,  there  is  a  stiffiiess  thrown  iqto  the  dm- 
racter  of  the  chief  pefaooages,  while  there  is  no- 
tiung  that  gives  a  glimpse  of  the  natural  naivet^ 
pf  the  origUial  perfomumpe.  Ozell  hftt,  at  Jeait, 
the  merit  of  giving  the  farcical  characters  their 
All!  cdfect ;  so  that  if  you  have  not  the  mtmal 
comedy,  yon  have  at  least  the  laughable  &ice, 
Smollett  had  got  a  glimpse  of  the  real  characten, 
which  had  checked  his  hand  in  the  traaalatioii» 
though  he  had  felt  that  it  would  exceed  Us 
powers  to  exhibit  ihem  in  their  natural  eolouis 
in  English. 

Never  was  there  conceived,  I  think,  a  d» 
racter  bett^  calculated  to  display  the  powers  of 
the  writer,  and  to  interest  the  feelings  of  dM 
reader,  than  that  of  Don  Quixote  of  Cervantes; 
and  it  discovered  a  masterly  stretch  of  concq>' 
tion  to  form  an  idea  of  it  That  species  of  ia* 
sanity  with  which  he  was  infected,  leaves  the 
mind  in  full  possession  of  all  its  energies,  unless 
it  be  upon  the  particular  subject  on  which  ils 
derangement  turns ;  hence  the  writer  had  an  op- 
portunity of  intermixing  with  tte  wildest  flights 
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of  noagimition  the  soundest  exertions  of  the  ua* 
deistanding.  He  has  contrived,  too,  with  the 
most  astonishing  degree  of  propriety,  to  iumirii 
him  with  a  squire  of  such  simplicity  and  credu- 
lity of  mind,  as  to  be  incapable  of  distingui^ 
ii^  between  the  soundest  reasoning  of  his  mas- 
ter, and  the  wildest  whims  of  his  deranged  un- 
derstaoding.  Sancho's  mind  was  impressed 
With  a  sort  of  idolatnnis  veneration  for  his  mas- 
ter,, which  induces  him  to  put  implicit  fiuth  ia 
the  most  extraordinary  flights  of  his  disordered 
imagination.  Such  is  Sanoho  Panco  as  deli» 
nested  by*  Cervantes.  Extraordinary  siipplicity 
and  goodness  of  heart ;  unbounded  vraeration^ 
mixed  with  tiie  warmest  esteem  for  his  master  i 
endless  creduli^^  arising  ^om  weakness  of  un* 
derstanding ;  a  disposition  to  talk  without  the 
impnbe  of  ideas,  joined  to  a  meimnry  that  with- 
Ottt  sdectioa  poured  forth  all  the  proverbs  he 
had  ever  beard  from  his  infancy,  are  the  dis« 
tingoishing  characteristics  of  this  worthy  sim- 
]^ton :  nor  was  ever  any  character  more  justly 
pourtrayed  than  Cervantes  has  done  it.  The 
Sancho  of  Cervantes  has  neither  wit  nor  humour, 
nor  pertness  nor  rudeness.  He  never  intends  to 
tttter  a  dever  saying ;  and  to  laugh  at  his  mas-^ 
ter  wpuld  have  been  the  last  idea  that  could 
ever  have  entered  into  his  mind  ;  so  that  those 
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who  have  exJiibited  him  in  this  point  of  vie^^ 
have  .doae  him  the  greatest  possible  iDjii8tic& 
Sancho,  however,  the  Sancho  of  Cervantes,  ut< 
ters  mai^  droll  things;  but  these  burst  fi>rth  by 
accident)  an^  without  his  eithor  knowing  or  ia^ 
tending  them.  In  the  junkie  of  cottfiisioip  that 
perpetually  prevailed  in  his  mind,  the  dndlest 
combinations  arise,  like  the  cross-readings  in  a 
newspaper,  which  the  gravest  muscles  coald  not 
liear  unmoved.  Great  is  the  art  of  the  writer 
to  make  these  occur,  so  frequently,  without  foree 
or  derangement  of  character;  and  here  Cervantei 
stands,  perhaps,  foremost  ammig  the  numerous 
list  of  modem  novel  writers. 

Don  Quixote,  on  the  other  hand,  is  a  kind, 
humane,  and  beneficent  master,  and  a  man  of 
honour  in  the  strictest  sense  of  the  word*  He 
loves  his  simple  attendant  with  the  tendef9t 
aflfection*  As  the  squire  listens  with  respectfiil 
veneration  to  the  wildest  reveries  a£  his  naster, 
so  he,  in  his  turn,  entertains  a  respect  for  the 
talents  of  his  squire,  and  seriously  tries  to  in^ 
struct  him  on  all  occasions;  so  that,  mad  <Mr  sober, 
Don  Quixote  is  always  grave  and  serious  widi 
Sancho,  and  equally  so,  when  in  the  first  as  in 
the  last  state.  These  efS3rts  of  the  master,  and 
that .  disposition  of  the  squire,  give  room  fer 
that  infinite  diversity  of  absurd  attempts  to  in* 


6mn  a  mind  utterly  iacmpaUe  of  instractibo,' 
md  the  whimsical  equivoques  that  arise  frotw 
this  dbremmtance,  which  so  peculiarly  dm^ 
tinguish  this  wonderful  pei&rmance  from  alii 
others.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  ^nlike  these 
characters  are  to  those  you  have  read  under  the 
aame  names  in  English.  Don  Quixote  addrcsseai 
himself  at  all  times  to  his  squiie,  with  a  benefit 
cent  kindness,  and  condescending  dignity^ 
which  is  on  no  occasion  ever  laid  aside ;  and 
the  particular  idiom  of  the  Spanish  language 
gave  to  Cervantes  an  advantage  that  no!ne  odieo 
J  know  possesses ;  for  there  is  a  phrase  (Sandui 
amigo)  that  occurs  in  almost  every  page,  which 
marks  kindness  and  politeness  from  a  superior 
to  an  inferior,  that  cannot,  I  tliink,  be  clearly 
rendered  into  English.  The  only  way  I  could 
pretend  to  give  a  sort  of  idea  of  it  to  you,  would 
be  to  bid  you  recollect,  if,  in  travelling,  yoU 
ever  met  with  a  person  of  inferior  rank  whom 
yx>u  wished  to  ^ccost  in  a  kind  and  respectful 
manner ;  you  might  say  in  a  mild  tone  of  voices 
^f  Pray,  fiiend,  can  you  inform  me''  so  or  so. 
This  you  will  easily  perceive  conveys  notiiing 
of  that  fimuliar  equality  which  is  expressed  by 
the  English  phrase.  Friend  Sancho.  In  like 
ynanner,  there  is  in  the  Spanish  language  a  re* 
spect&l  form  ,of  address  firom  an  inferior  to  a 
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sMperior  vhich  desietea  no  dqpree  of  mesnneti 
<m  the  part  of  the  fi)riner,  wmawhat  in  the  same 
sense,  ^^  your  honour  "  was  long  ago  emplojed 
inScotland;  a  phrase  that  is  |mw  aearlj  obscdele 
kk  the  most  improved  parts^  of  Scotland. 

By  tiie  help  of  these  two  phrases^  tiie  author 
has  been  able,  on  all  occasions,  to  avoid  that 
appearance  of  mean  familiarily  in  the  master, 
and  pert  equality  in  the  squire,  which  so  much 
distorts  these  characters  in  all  our  translatioiis; 
nor  do  I  expect  ever  to  see  an  English  transla- 
tion that  shall  successfully  exhibit  these  two 
characters  in  their  true  light*  I  repeat  it  agam, 
that  I  think  you  will  never  repent  learning  the 
Spanish  language,  were  it  only  to  enable  you  to 
relish  properly  these  two  inimitaUe  characters* 
You  will  find,  that,  in  this  performance,  that 
language  possesses  in  other  respects  an  el^ance 
and  energy,  and  admits  of  a  cqpious  rythmical 
variety,  that  few  modem  languages  can  boast 
It  is  a  language  well  suited  to  express  the  sen* 
tknents  of  a  dignified  and  hononrable  peofde. 

It  is  impossible  for  one  who  perceives  the 
beauties  of  this  language,  not  to  regret  that  firom 
the  political  -situation  of  that  fine  country,  and 
the  religious  intolerance  that  has  so  long  pre« 
vailed  in  it,  so  few  works  have  been  written  in  iU 
that  deserve  the  attention  of  the  pdite  acholan 
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Few  are  the  histories  that  have  been  written  in 
it.  Mexio's  History  of  the  Twelve  Caesars,  and 
Mariana's  History  of  Spain,  are  almost  the  only 
ones  that  deserve  notice ;  though  the  catalogue 
of  chronicles  of  the  reigns  of  particular  kings  is 
very  numerous ;  but  these  are  so  full  of  com- 
plimeots  to  the  prince,  and  a  blind  adoration  of 
the  dmrch,  as  to  present  nothing  inviting  to 
foreign  readers. 

The  Araueano  of  Don  Alonzo  d'  Ercilla  is 
the  only  work  in  the  Spanish  language  that  has 
the  appearance  of  an  epopea ;  though,  perhaps^ 
it  does  not,  in  strict  propriety,  merit  the  name 
of  an  epic  poem.  It  celebrates  the  wars  be^ 
tween  the  Spaniards  and  the  natives  of  a  district 
in  Sooth  America,  called  Arauca;  and  was 
written,  the  greatest  part  of  it,  by  an  enter- 
prising young  man  who  bore  a  part  in  these 
wars,  possessing  no  stnall  share  of  genius, 
ly  Ercilla  has  thrown  this  narrative  poem  into  an 
epic  form  ;  and  has  had  Homer  so  much  in  his 
eye,  as  to  give  the  work  the  appearance  of  an 
imitation,  rather  than  that  of  an  original.  It  is 
divided  into  cantos,  and  these  again  into  stanzas^ 
Iflce  the  Italian  epic  poems.  Through  the  whole 
you  discover  a  glowing  strain  of  heroic  youth- 
ful ardour,  and  great  pomp  of  versification. 
But  there  is  in  it  much  more  energy  than  pathos. 
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more  of  art  than  of  nature ;  I  had  almost  said, 
that,  like  Milton's  Paradise  Lost,  it  rather  rouses 
the  horrible  feelings,  than  awakens  the  tender 
emotions  t)f  the  heart.  But  when  I  recollect 
that  the  author  died  a  young  man,  when  he  had 
only  given  the  rude  draught  of  a  part  of  the 
poem,  I  should  think  that  I  committed  treason 
against  the  manes  of  a  youthful  hero,  to  criti- 
cise with  too  much  asperity. 

Of  late,  the  power  of  the  inquisition  being 
mitigated,  and  literature  beginning  to  be  more 
cultivated  in  Spain  than  formerly,  we  have  seen 
several  misc^aneous  productions  by  Fc^o  and 
others ;  which  gives  room  to  hope,  that  the  time; 
approaches  when  Spanish  works  wiU:  better  de- 
serve the  attention  of  foreign  nations  than  thqr 
have  done  since  the  days  of  Cervantes^  As  you 
are  yet  young,  you  may  live  to  see  the  time  when 
the  knowledge  c^  the  Spanish  language  will 
prove  a  source  of  much  entertainment  to  you. 

Adieu ! 

Tus  BsE,  voL  XY.  p.  265,  June  96, 17991 

In  idiomatic  ease  of  expression,  in  spirit,  and  in  force  of 
humour,  the  best  tranalatiott  which  we  possess  of  Don  Qoix* 
ate  is  by  Motteux;  but  it  oocasionaUy  wants  the.  simpUd^ 
and  the  solemnity  of  Janris  and  Smollett. 
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To  speak  or  to  write  jastly,  from  an  observatioQ  of 
nature,  It  it  necessftry  to  have  felt  the  sentimenti  of 
oatore^  He  wfto  it  p^iwtrallng  and  ardeat  la  (he 
conduct  of  life,  will  probably  exert  a  proportional 
force  and  ingenuity  in  the  exercise  of  literary  ta- 

leaU. 

Fkrccsox  on  Soriarr, 


A^HATEVER  opinion  may  be  entertained  with 
regard  to  the  theory  of  innate  ideas,  however 
much  the  salj^ect  may  have  occypied  human 
inteileet,  or  furnished  an  ample  field  for  polemic 
controversy  in  the  schools  of  metaphysics ;  it 
must  be  confessed,  that  the 'mind  bf  man  owe^ 
if  not  the  whole,  a  great  share  of  the  perfection 
at  which  it  is  capable  of  arriving,  to  impressions 
made  on  the  senses^by  external  objects,^  and  to 
those  interesting  events  which  friendship,  jea- 
lousy, ambition,  or  industry,  in  private  or  in^ 
public  life,  are  calculated  to  produce. 

Consistently  with  this  observation,  we  may 
remark  the  human  mind  gradually  unfolding  its 
ff^Ts  from  the  combined  influence  of  natural 
^nd  moral  causes;  and  although  they,  doubtless, 
hold  a  divided  empire  over  our  nature,  yet  a 
wideir  extent  of  dominiony  and  a  more  imperious 
sway,  may  be  ascribed  to  the  latter*    Of  the 


9M  tUE  GXJSAMitt^  ifdi  i7li 

former  it  may  be  said,  that  they  afiect  tnore  our 
animal  than  our  intellectual  frame ;  and  while  we 
allow,  that  one  people,  enjo3dng  a  soil  fruitfiil  in 
the  spontaneous  productions  of  nature,  a  regkm 
in  whidi  no  wind  is  heard  but  the  gentle  zephyr, 
no  scenes  displayed  but  ever*verdant  fields,  and 
woods  perpetually  crowded  with  umbhigeous 
honours,  will,  in  some  degree,  differ  from  another^ 
who  are  urged  to  compensate  the  scantiness  of 
2^  more  sterile  land  by  laborious  exertions,  who 
are  roused  by  a  tempest,  and  sObthed  by  a  suc- 
ceeding calm,  and  who  may  contemplate  in  the 
varying  aspect  of  nature,  the  gaiety  of  sprmg, 
the  splendour  of  summer,  the  q[>ulence  of  har- 
vest, and  the  desolation  of  winter ;  yet,  of  these 
causes,  the  influence  has  been  more  circom* 
scribed  than  has  been  generally  imagined  :  they 
indeed  affect  our  grosser  and  more  bodily  crgmSi 
but  they  efiect  little  change  on  thkt  delicate  tex'> 
ture  on  which  'the  operations  of  the  mind  and 
understanding  depend,  nor  do  they  seran  tc? 
touch  the  essentials  of  human  greatness  or  de^ 
pression. 

,  That  man  is  a  social  animal,  that  a  great 
share  of  his  happiness  istlerived  from  being  so, 
are  opinions,  the  truth  of  whidi,  it  is  imagflKdf 
.will  not  be  controverted^  Socie^,  theiiy  is  the 
theatre  on  which  his  powers  a6t  and  ^ipMd } 


it  ii^  on  this- theatre  that  efifects  are  produced^ 
l;>ecoining,  in  their  turn,  moral  causes,  which, 
independent  of  soil,  of  climate,  or  of  local  situa* 
tion,  opemte  on  the  human  mind,  and  give  rise 
to  all  that  is  sublime  or  elegant,  that  is  mean  w 
deformed,  in  the  character  of  man. 
^  The  history  of  literature,  of  sciences,  and  of 
arts,  illustrates  the  above  observaticm ;  for  if  they 
have  arisen,  and  beea  conducted  to  splendour, 
^^nong  .nations  living  under  a  firee  government, 
animated  with  the  sacred  enthusiasm  of  liberty, 
and  engaged  in  those  contests  necessary  to  its 
preservation ;  they  have  declined  with  a  falling 
pec^le,  and,  unprotected  by  the  remembrance 
of  ancient  virtue,  have  become  an  eaj^  prey  to 
ambitious  conquest^  or  expired  under  the  sword 
of  barbarism. 

Greece,  divided  into  a  number  of  small  states^ 
jealous  of  each  other,  agitated  by  domestic 
contention  and  i^reign  waars,  was  the  region  in 
which  litwature  and  philosophy  were  destined 
to  flourish.  The  Persian  invasion  filled  the 
Grecian  states  with  a  dread  of  slavery ;  it  in^ 
spired  the  Athenians  with  a  zealous  attachment 
tp  that  liberty  which  had  cost  them  two  ages  of 
di^sa^sj^s;  and  every  citizen,  catching  the  fire 
whi4:^h  .glowed  in  the  breast  of  an  Aristides,  % 
ThemistQclaSi  and   a   Miltiades,  acquired  an 
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energy  of  mind,  and  a  patriot  zeal,  which,  while 
it  enabled  them  to  repel  the  slaves  of  despotism, 
£>rmed  themfor  the  attainmentof  that  eloquence^ 
and  those  refinements,  which  have  elevated  them 
sa  high  in  the  rank  of  polished  nations* 

The  Peloponnesian  war,  from  the  relative 
situation  of  the  Grecian  Islands,  acquired  all 
the  horrors  of  civil  discord,  and  gave  to  these 
horrors  all  their  power  in  influencing  the  pas- 
sions, and  determining  the  character  of  man ; 
friendship  and  resentment,  emulation  and  ambi* 
tion,  eloquence  and  subtility,  assume^  their 
empire  over  the  minds  of  the  actors,  and  mad^ 
impr^sions  not  easily  efiaced. 
<  It  was  amid  tliese  interesting  scenes,  that  the 
Athenian  genius  was  reared.  The  most  strik- 
ing exertions  of  imagination  and  sentiment  are 
excited  by  the  presence  and  intercourse  of  men 
in  peculiar  situations ;  they  are  most  vigorous 
jwlien  produced  in  the  mind  by  the  ^igency  of 
its  jMincipal  spring,  by  the  emulatifms,  the 
iriendships,  and  the  oppositions,  that  ape  likely 
iQ  arise  amid  the  tumults  of  civil  war :  and  it 
may  be  farther  observed,  when  its  danger  and 
darms  have  passed  away,  the  tranquillity  that 
succeeds  is  favoural>Ie,  in  a  high  degree,  to  the 
4)roductions  of  the  human  mind.  Peace,  ^in  de> 
.stro^'ing  war,  does  not  extinguish  that  ^aracter 
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of  feeling  and  intelleet^  to  which  it  gai«  birth  | 
but  peace  is  followed  by  security  and  leisure  t 
and  from  these  arise  curiosity^  inquiry,  and 
knowledge ;  it  is,  therefore,  natural  tq  suppose^ 
that  the  orator,  who  in  the  troubles  of  civil  con# 
tention  animated  the  courage  of  his  fellow« 
citizena,  will,  in  the  shade  of  peacefbl  retirement^ 
cultivate  an  acquaintance  with  the  muses ;  that 
the  statesman  will  apply  that  subtilty  which  the 
exigency  of  his  country  formerly  demanded  to 
the  pursuits  of  philosophy ;  and  that  the  gent* 
rous  mind  of  the  soldier  will  be  allured  by  the 
prospect  which  the  fine  arts  and  polite  literature 
f^n  to  his  view. 

Thus,  the  foaming  torrent  subsiding,  a  trails 
€fiBl  lake  reflects  the  image  of  philosc^hy,  po- 
liteness, and  elegance ;  thus  the  Athenian  ge* 
siius,  nursed  and  gradually  matured  amid  the 
dangers  of  civil  contention^  attained,  after  the 
Peloponnesian  war,  the  splendour  of  meridian 
^ry  from  which  it  was  destined  to  &11  under 
the  victorious  arms  of  the  king  of  Macedon,  on 
the  plains  of  Chasronea ;  when  the  shock  that 
(destroyed  the  liberties  of  Greece  convuked  the 
tibone  of  Darius,  and,  vibrating  through  the  re- 
mote regions  of  Asia,  announced  the  progreft 
of  Fhil^s  warlike  son. 

The  fire  which  waa  ahnost  extinguished  in 

VOL.  IV.  V 
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Greece  was  lighted  up  in  Rome,  at  a  period  the 
most  &vourable  to  the  exertions  of  the  mind; 
iiot  when  the  Romans  were  a  severe  and  piurdy 
a  warlike  people,  nor  when  they  had  £dlen  finom 
their  glory,  and  were  enervated  by  fidse  refioe- 
ments ;  but  when  they  mixed  the  love  of  ele- 
gance with  the  cares  of  government,  and  in- 
dulged, in  the  midst  of  war  and  £iction,  an  in- 
clina)tion  to  study.     Hiese  were  the  causes  that 
conducted  the  genius  of  Rome  to  the  splendour 
and  refinement  which  marked  the  age  of  Augu& 
tu8 ;   whose  inordinate  ambition  and  cautious 
temper  led  him  to  destroy  the  essence  and  p^^ 
serve  the  shadow  of  freedom  ;  to  smoothe  the 
pillow  of  exjpiring  liberty,  rather  than,  rudely, 
hurry  on  her  death ;  and  thus  to  lay  the  fiiunda^ 
tion    of  that    debasement,    which,    operating 
through  successive  ages,  at  length  rendered  the 
Roman  ptople  an  .easy  prey  to  the  deluge  of 
barbarism ;   which,  in  destroying  their  empire 
and  defacing  their  character,   had  well   nigh 
swept  away  the  moniunents  of  their  former  ge- 
nius. 

How  much  the  rivalship,  the  jealousy,  and 
^ven  the  antipathy,  of  nations,  contribute  to  the 
advancement  of  literature  and  philosophy,  msj 
be  &rther  illustrated  by  observing  the  ardour 
-with  which  they  were  embraced  and  cultivated 
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by  the  turbulent  states  of  Italy;  when  the 
foUowers  of  Mahomet  ui^ed  the  final  flight  of 
the  muses  from  their  favourite  residence ;  and 
let  it  ever  be  remembered,  with  gratitude,  that 
Greece,  with  her  schools  and  libraries,  was  not 
overwhelmed,  before  Europe  had  escaped  from 
the  deluge  of  barbarism  ;  and  that  the  seeds  of 
science  were  not  scattered  by  the  wind,  before 
the  Italian  ^oil  was  prepared  for  their  reception* 

The  Insi^k  Observer,  No*  17,  Dec.  31, 1799< 
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The  nannen  of  meii. 


7his  structure  of  the  Imhian  body  has  been 
accurately  described :  its  fenctioiis  have  been 
e^lained,  and  die  fmitudt  dependencies  of  its 
parts  have  been  illustrated  by  the  anatomist  and 
the  naturalist ;  they  have  been  able  to  expkve 
the  causes  of  the  feebleness  of  childhood,  of  the 
blooming  honours  of  youth,  of  the  strength  of 
maturer  years,  and  of  the  mournful  debility  of 
age:  but^the  philosopher  and  metaphysician 
have  encountered  more  difficulty  in  applying 
themselves  to  the  study  of  the  mind ;  the  de- 
licacy of  its  nature,  the  secresy  of  its  principles, 
the  wonderful  extent  and  variety  of  its  powers, 
have  often  eluded  research,  and  excited  asto- 
nishment. The  subject,  however,  being  the 
most  interesting  that  can  attract  the  investiga- 
tion of  man ;  it  has,  in  all  cultivated  ages,  oc- 
cupied much  of  his  attention  ;  and  a  conscious 
pride  must  be  felt  in  acknowledging,  that  there 
are  a  few,  to  whom  the  high  honour  belongs,  of 
having,  in  some  degree^  laid  open  the  philosophy 
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of  the  humaa  imnd;  of  having  traced  ^e  causes 
<if  its  asceniuon,  from  the  impotence  of  infantine 
exertion^  to  the  vigpqr  of  intellect  and  grandeur 

Witbout  fcUowiog  the  eloquent  citizen  of 
O^fieva  through  the  labyrinth  of  ianciful 
thewyg  withoiit  accomfianying  the  keen  spirit 
of  his  opponent,  Helvetius,  in  a  series  of  acute 
iaqniiy^  this  imicb  may^  with  certainty,  h^e 
nfiurmed^  that  the  nMuneat  a  child  v^^  it* 
a^pearH^ce  in  the  world,  that  moment  does  it 
«nter  die  school  of  experience ;  that  thopgh 
name  riiare  may  be  allowed  to  hereditaiy,  or 
inherent  qualities,  yet  in  this  school,  the  hifmati 
mind  19  trained  iq>  ja  the  principles  of  viirtue 
and  excellence,  or  in  those  of  vice  and  debase-^ 
inent  if  this  observatiim  be  true  with  r^ard 
to  an  indivixlual,  it  must  be  equally  so  when 
appBed  to  nations ;  and  we  accordingly  observe 
them  gradually  rising  from  ignorance  to  k^aow- 
l^g^y  falling  from  glory  to  corriqptiofi,  from 
the  €ffit9$ioB  of  causey  that  have  no  original 
existence  m  the  mind,  but  which  are  produced 
ia  tb0  bosom  of  society.  The  influence  of  nor 
turafl  and  moral  causes,  over  luunan  naturei  ha? 
been  remarked  in  the  preceding  p^er  i  but 
while  we  cofiitracted  within  a  narrow  limit  the 
4o«ii]Kk)ff  of  the  ^rmer,  we  allowed  to  the  latter 
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a  wider  latitude ;  and,  in  contemplating  the 
power  of  war,  of  conquest,  of  ambition,  and 
emulation,  we  perceived  their  8way  to  be  so 
imperious,  that  they  were  able  to  control  the 
influence  of  climate,  and  to  establish,  by  their 
native  force,  a  peculiarity  of  national  character. 
Mutual  jealousy,  and  inward  contention,  exalted 
the  genius  of  Greece ;  but  while  remote  ages 
recognise  and  admire  her  glories,  they  cannot 
fiul  to  be  struck  with  that  beautiful  variety  of 
character,  which,  under  the  influence  of  a  simi- 
lar  dimate,  and  natural  causes  nearly  the  same, 
has  marked  the  different  states  of  which  sh« 
was  composed. 

The  beauteous  aspect  and  effeminate  mind  of 
an  Ionian;  the  athletic  powers  of  a  Theban ;  the 
liteniture  and  refinement  of  an  Athenian  ;  and 
the  rigid  virtues  of  a  Spartan,  exhibit  a  picture 
of  human  manners,  in  which  the  light  and  the 
shade,  **the  grave,  the  gay,  the  lively,  and 
severe,'*  are  so  exquisitely  blended,  that  we  are 
irresistibly  led  to  inquire,  what  could  have  oc- 
casioned  this  uniformity  amidst  variety,  which 
has  constituted  a  beauty  that  was  to  civilise 
mankind,  to  tranquillise  the  boisterous  feefings 
of  the  rude  barbarian,  to  enamour  his  heart, 
and  to  make  him  sacrifice  at  the  altar  of  her 
charms  ?  Should  it  be  i^swered,  that  she  was 
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the  ofi^>ring  of  laws  and  government ;  that  she 
was  nursed,  and  ro^e  to  maturity  in  the  schodL 
of  generous  emulation ;  and  that  her  graces 
were  long  preserved  by  the  affection  winch 
the  Grecian  republics,  amid  the  jealousies  by 
which  they  were  agitated,  bore  to  a  favourite 
child,  with  whom  all  were  proud  to  claim  alli- 
ance f*  it  is  imagined,  her  origin,  her  progresi^ 
and  her  perfection,  are  accounted  fi>r  on  prin^ 
ciples  consistent  with  human  natnre,  and  that 
the  sway  of  those  causes  which  philosophers 
have  called  moral,  is  proved  to  be  extensive. 
»  In  the  transient  glance  which  we  have  taken 
at  the '  history  of  Greece  and  Rome,  some  of 
the  leading  causes,  which  have  operated  the 
grandeur  and  the  decline  of  those  ilhistrioiiB 
nations,  have .  been  traced ;  by  a  farther  consi* 
deration  of  the  subject,  we  are  induced  to  re* 
mark  the  destiny .  which  seems  to  await  man^- 
kind,  id  the  diflbrait  steps  of  their  progress  and 
their  fall.  One  system  of  government  and  of 
manners  s^ms  to  riseiupon  the  ruin  of  another^ 
while  the  second,  again,  giving  way  to  destrtkv 
tive  causes,  forms  the ^ basis  of  a  third;  thus 
aife  we  carried  round  in  ^a  perpetual  revoIutioil» 
£rom  ignorance  to  knowledge,  from  knowledge 
to  ignorance,  from  barbarity  to  refinement,  and 
ScqA  refinement  to  ^t^trbarity:  thus  litetature 


«ad  pUIosophy  iiiiie»  floumbt  aad  di^j  tit 
iigatii  aoimAtedy  put  forth  their  UoiMoiiis,  ml 
#oqiure  their  former  s^^endotift 

A  few  wiwderiiid  diepber^s  on  the  iMiilpi^r 
ihe  Tiber^  nnd  the  ^^>e  of  the  Sabiae  vifgiaii 
^e  fywid^thn  of  an  trnj^m^  that  ma  t9 
mankind  by  its  progrosst  iiid  awe  than 
lato  sulgection  by  the  uttmit  of  its  pow^r  ^  tbit 
was  to  ei^iibit  a  succession  of  statesmtm  iml 
<)f  bfvoes )  of  vict(Mms»  of  triiiiii{)ha»  #ad  of 
glpty^  that  were  to  ^  the  worid  with  f«iowD» 
to  shine  through  the  darkness  of  barbaric  igniK 
jpaneey  and  to  diSuse  illumination  over  modem 
Europe^  An  illustrious  philosopher  has  t^ 
f^red  the  causes  tllat  .produced)  aadaoefo- 
;^ptent  historian  narrated  the  events  that  ib 
ttndedt  the  decline  of  the  Roman  empire)  thqr 
have  escbibited  the  smici^g  ftbric  m  Tarioui 
dc^grees  of  corruption^  until  it  was  finalfy  de> 
»troyed  by  the  inbabitaiits  of  the  G^mu 
iforests* 

TThe  wandering  and  {mdatory  spirit  whidi 
dbaracterjsed  the  Oennan  in  his  woods,  was.  ta 
gjte  ri*e  to  thoie  more  genwid  migratioQs  tint 
ufgeddie  barbarians  towards  the  southern  ra* 
jpoan  of  Europe;  wheai  the  ftoUe  Ijgfaft  cf 
Ronum  legislation,  and  the  fimrt  rays  of  ftmois 
^temture^  were,  well  wiffih  extaiguiflimd  fc^  • 
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Martial  liorde,  6r  ^  hotxle  moving  witli  dreadfiii 
•tfi^eep,  imd  giviBf  toihe  vanquished  world  anck 
ther  form.'^  I^  however,  we  might  hazard  aai 
i>pi4i9n  oti  the  subject  whidi  has  beetj  so  fruit* 
ful  a  source  of  learned  discussion,  we  should  be 
laidined  to  believe,  that  the  hatred  which  the 
rude  natk>ns  of  the  North  bore  to  those  that 
they  conquered,  was  not  so  inveterate  as  has 
been  supposed ;  that  if  their  impetuous  valour, 
their  dissonant  Joy,  filled  the  mind  of  the  Ita* 
lians  and  their  neighbours  with  awful  terror, 
they,  in  their  turn,were,  in  some  degree,  touched 
with  reverence  and  admiration  at  the  sight  of 
that  elegance,  and  those  accomplishments,  which 
they  wer^  partly  to  destroy. 

The  turbulent  passions,  formerly  accustomed 
to  ri^  without  restraint,  were  to  be  mode* 
rated ;  the  ardour  for  war  was  to  be  regulated 
by  the  maxims  of  punctilious  and  romantic  hp* 
nour ;  the  love  of  the  sex,  once  debased  by 
grossness  and  brutality,  was  to  be  refined  by 
saatiment  and  feeling,  to  be  expressed  by  ten- 
derness of  demeanour  and  delicacy  of  language, 
and  the  institutions  of  chivalry  were  to  arise 
upon  the  ruins  of  the  Roman  government: 
those  institutions  tibat  ^ere  to  spread  a  charm- 
ing influence  over  the  manners  of  Europe,  that 
were  ch^hed  by  the  power  of  beauty  and  the 
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charms  of  love ;  when  the  bright  eye  of  his  nm- 
tress  lightened  up,  in  the  bosom  of  the  ena- 
moured knight,  the  fire  of  ambition,  and  madt 
him  excfadm,  when  performing  a  feat  of  valour. 
Ah !  si  ma  dame  me  voyait ! 

Tkk  Indiah  Observer,  No.  IS,  Jan.  7^  1791. 


f . 
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The  proper  stud^-  of  mankind  is  man. 

Pope. 


■^^'  ^"  ^ 


If  the  ancients,  ranging  in  the  fields  of  fincy, 
and  traversing  the  wide  regions  of  possibility, 
were  able  to  acquire  perfection  in  works  of 
imagination — ^if  they  were  able  to  elevate  the 
human  mind  by  the  sublimity  of  poetry,  or 
warm  it  by  the  fire  of  eloquence ;  the  moderns, 
not  inferior,  perhaps,  in  these  attainments,  have 
excelled  them  far  in  the  pursuits  of  philosophy, 
in  the  application  of  her  laws  to  the  arts  of  life^ 
and  the  investigation  of  truth.  The  schools  of 
antiquity,  the  gardens  of  Epicurus,  the  portico 
of  Zeno,  tlie  lycaeum  of  Aristotle,  were  each 
distinguished  by  their  favourite  dogmas;  which, 
too  frequently,  having  no  existence  but  in  the 
wildness  and  vivacity  of  imagination,  were 
brought  forward  to  solve  the  phaenomena  of 
nature;  they 'led  to  endless  error,  presented 
false  mediums  of  contemplation,  and  eiltahgled 
the  mind  iii  the  intricacies  of  its  own  delusions. 
It  belonged  to  a  more  recent  aera  in  the  his* 
tory  of  the  world,  to  be  adorned  with  men,  who, 
passing  the  narrow '  limits  of  scholastic  litera* 
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ture,  read  the  history  and  the  laws  of  nature  in 
her  own  ample  and  instructive  page ;  it  be- 
longed to  Bacon,  to  Newton,  to  Hume,  and 
other  illustrious  names,  to  shew  the  difierence 
between  hypothesis  and  science,  to  demonstrate 
that  we  are  to  ascend  the  peaceful  regions  of 
truth,  by  the  gradations  of  experiment ;  that, 
having  left  the  enchanted  enclosures  of  deceit 
fill  theojy,  and  launched  out  into  the  wide 
ocean  of  inquiry,  we  can  alone  find  rdief  ia 
the  harbour  of  reason,  and  rest  on  the  bosom 
of  philosophy.  It  is  this  mode  of  reasoningi 
first  adapted  to  the  explication  of  nature,  and 
afterwards  applied  to  the  elucidation  of  human 
affiurs,  that  we  have  assumed  in  the  two  pre* 
ceding  papers ;  in  which  we  have  attempted  to 
trace  out  those  circumstances  in  the  history  of 
man,  that  have  raised  him  to  eminence  or  sunk 
him  to  depression,  and,  by  an  appeal  to  actual 
&ct,  to  establish  some  general  laws  with  r^ard 
to  his  nature.  Consistently  with  this  plan,  the 
rise  and  fall  of  the  Eoman  empire,  the  migrzf 
tion  of  ^e  barbaric  nations  of  Germany,  and 
the  institutions  of  chivalry,  were  remarked,  and 
perhaps  accounted  for,  &(mi  an  attentive  ob- 
servation of  those  i^ts  which  history  has  r& 
corded. 
The  philo80phi9  historian^  whp,  in  writiiy  tbf 
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history  of  the  German  tribes,  bequeathed  to 
posterity  a  most  valuable  treasure,  has  furnished 
information  on  this  subject,  which  it  were  im- 
proper to  neglect.  A  rude  people,  not  undet 
the  restraints,  which,  in  more  cultivated  society, 
moderate  the  passions,  and  amend  the  heart, 
are  apt  to  indulge  in  violent  emotions :  im« 
patient  of  control,  and  averse  from  the  detaSs 
of  industry,  they  have  no  feelings  which  they 
do  not  gratify ;  and  in  the  pursuits  of  hunting, 
they  procure  a  subsistence,  and  supersede  the 
minute  labours  of  agriculture,  to  which  it  .would 
be  painful  for  them  to.  condescend. 

The  spirit  of  war  and  fondness  for  exploit, 
diffiise  a  congenial  influence  through  their  re- 
ligion, and  their  god  is  the  god  of  Battles;  in 
the  hour  of  danger,  he  protects  the  hero, 
gives  vigour  to  his  arm,  and  confidence  to  his 
mind:  not  unacquainted  with  the  tenderness 
of  love,  women  are  regarded  with  respect ; 
and  while  they  adorn  the  quiet  scenes  oP  do- 
mestic life,  they  sometimes  sit  in  the  artless 
councils  of  their  tribes,  and  influence  the  mea- 
sures of  its  government — such,  by  an  appeal  to 
the  writings  of  the  immortal  Tacitus,  coaM  be 
^ewn  to  bethe  leading  features  in  the  character 
of  titose  nations  by  whom  the  Roman  empire 
was  subverted,  who,  while  they  entertained 
some  degree  of  contempt  ftw  the  cffemiftate 


soft  7H£  GLfiANEA.     .  KO«  17S' 

iQiodft  and  dissolute  manner »  of  the  conquered, 
lirere  not  altogether  insensible  to  the  aspect  ci 
cultivation  and  elegance  that  opened  to  their 
view.  "  In  gejieral  it  may  be  affirmed/'  says 
an  elegant  and  ingenious  author,  '^  that  rude 
nations  are  touched  with  some  degree  of  re- 
verence or  admiration  at  the  sight  of  dignified 
appearances;  that  they  honour,  at  some  dis- 
tance, the  state  of  the  arts  towards  which  diey 
are  tending,  and  that  it  is  only  in  cases  when 
the  distance  is  too  immense  for  their  prospect, 
•r  conception,  that  they  acquiesce  in  their  con- 
dition with  an  apparent  insensibility,  and  allow 
their  superiors  to  possess  unenvied  greatness." 
(Dunbar's  Essays.) 

The  German,  then,  did  not  acquiesce  in  his 
condition  with  insensibility ;  but  in  contemplat- 
ing surrounding  refinement,  he  felt  the  force  of 
imitation ;  his  military  ardour  was  humanised, 
not  repressed.  Christianity  exalted  his  piety, 
whilst  it  moderated  his  superstition  ;  his  love  of 
the  sex  was  sublimed  into  admiration  ;  and  the 
rude  decorations  of  his  shield,  while  he  wan- 
dered in  his  native  forests,  were  now  to  be  ex- 
changed for  those  brilliant  ornaments  that  shone 
on  the  arms  of  a  knight,  those  which,  next  to 
his  god  and  liis  mistress,  he  regarded  with  en- 
.thusiasm,  which  were  the  companions  of  his 
youth  when  he  gloried  in  his  strength,  and  the 
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solace  of  his  age,  when  he  wept  over  liis  weak* 
ness  :— and  the  emblematic  figures  of  wfaick 
were  to  lay  the  foundations  of  heraldry,  which 
the  pride  of  nobility,  and  the  servility  of  their 
dependaats,  have  dignified  wi&  such  import^ 
ance. 

A  system  of  manners  romantic  yet  noble; 
bold  yet  tender,  was  soon  to  be  sullied.    l%te 
ardottr  of  devotion  and  of  love,  which  wanned 
the  breast  of  die  pious  and  enamoured  knight, 
did  not  escape  t^e  watchful  eye  of  priesthood, 
and  the  mimsters  of  a  piire  and  holy  religion 
were  to  beUe  their  humble  master,  by  practising 
upon  unguarded  s^isibility.  Devotion  and  love 
were  so  intimately  connected,  that  the  priest,  in 
discharging  the  functions  of  the  one,  too  often 
inteiftred  in  the  affiurs  of  the  other ;  he  not 
only  undertook  to  prepare  the  mind  for  the 
joys  of  heaven,  but  he  assumed  the  province  of 
administering  to  earthly  pleasures,  became  con- 
versant in  the  mysteries  of  love ;  and  it  is  to  be 
feared,  that  instead  of  the  solemn  cares  of  his 
profession, 

Far  other  dreams  his  erring  soul  employ 
Par  other  raptures  of  unholy  joy. 

It  was  at  this  period  that  society  was  to  be 
insulted  by  an  abuse  of  its  lightest  ornament; 


that  the  fairest  of  the  credtioii  were  to  be  imi 
wured  in  the 
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Deep  solitude/*  and  ^  the  awjfU  ceB  ;•* 


that  tlte  eye  of  beauty  was  to  be  obsciired  in 
monasteries  and  in  silence,  or  to  light  the  uiit 
hallowed  ardours  of  priesthood*  HjupfSfy^  in 
more  recent  times,  the  piety,  the  moral  cta^ 
duct^  and  the  profound  learning,  of  the  minist 
ters  of  our  religion,  have  wiped  off*  the  staio 
wUchwe  are  obliged,  though  reluctantly,  to 
impute  to  their  predecessors ;  and  have  shewa 
fhemsdves  not  unworthy  of  that  master,  who 
has  exhibited  an  example  to  the  world  which 
cannot  be  imitated  widiout  the  security  of  im- 
mortal happiness. 

The  discovery  of  America,  and  the  voyago 
that  explored  the  coasts  of  India ;  commerce, 
with  its  various  and  endless  details^  and  navigi^ 
ticMD,  its  sister  art,  produced  a  change  in  the 
manners  of  Europe,  tiiat  was  hostile  to  die  de- 
lusions of  chivalry,  and  to  the  impositimis  of 
priestcraft :  they  were  to  be  dispelled  by  Ac 
bright  rays  of  knowledge ;  and  the  enchanted 
castle,  with  its  Elysian  gardens,  were  to  vanish 
at  the  touch  of  reason.  Thus  have  we  endea- 
vbured  to  trace  the  various  stagess  of  improve- 
ment and  decline  in  the  history,  of  nations  i 
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stnd  if  the  subject  has  appeared  to  be  rather 
grave,  for  the  generality  of  readers,  let  it,  at 
the  same  time,  be  remembered,  that  to  know 
that  a  people  have  been  great,  and  the  means 
by  which  they  have  risen  to  that  greatness; 
to  know  that  they  have  fallen,  and  the  causes 
that  have  produced  their  &11,  are  events  of  an 
instnictive  nature,  in  the  present  scenes  of  con- 
vulsion that  exist  in  Europe ;  and  let  us,  living 
under  a  free  government,  while  we  cast  a  weep- 
ihg  eye  towards  the  .misery  that  afflicts,  or  has 
afflicted  surrounding  states,  learn  to  avoid  the 
unhappiness  which  we  deplore;  and,  while  we 
reflect  on  the  splendour  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
let  us  rival  their  worth, 

**  Live  o*er  each  scene^** 

and  be  what  we  admire. 

The  Indian  Observsr^  No.  19,  Jan.  14, 1794. 
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We  pay  thU  tiibttte  to  tbe  departed* 


sA' 


'When  you  desire  me  to  tell  you  vrbat  h 
poetry y  and  who  are  the  best  poets  in  tiie  £n<^ 
glifih  language^  you  impose  m  task  lliat  would, 
require  tiJents  &r  superior  to  mine,  to  OLecnte 
iu  a  proper  and  sati^ctory  manner.  I  shall 
not,  therefore,  attempt  to  answer  youir  q^^ries 
particularly,  but  shall  merely  a^  a  few  iunts 
that  may  tend  to  lead  yoU  into  what  I  should 
deem  a  just  train  of  thought,  when  you  your- 
self shall  think  proper,  at  a  future  period  of 
your  life,  to  prosecute  the  subject  more  fully, 
than  I  can  pretend,  or  hare  ever  attempted 
to  do* 

Every  person,  when  he  hears  of  poetry  and 
prose  contrasted  to  each  other,  at  first  sight, 
would  believe  that  there  could  be  no  difficulty» 
in  distinguishing  the  one  from  the  other,  on  all 
occasions  ;  yet  here,  as  in  many  other  cases, 
when  he  comes  to  investigate  the  subject  nearly, 
he  finds  it  a  matter  of  no  small  difficulty  to 
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mark  exactly  the  limits  that  distinguish  the  on^ 
from  the  other. 

Mankind  are  pretty  generally  agreed  in  ad« 
mitting^  that  the  most  essential  characteristics 
of  poetry  are,  that  the  ideas  should  be  striking 
or  sublime,  the  language  bdid  and  figurative  ; 
and  its  disposition  such  sis  to  admit  of  being 
uttered  with  ease,  in  a  flowing  melodious  man-^ 
ii6r,.and  with  some  sort  of  rhythmical  of  mea« 
sured  cadence.  The  last  circumstanee  heref 
mentioned,  the  rhythmical  cadence,  is  the  most 
obvious  peculiarity,  and  therefore  it  has  been 
by  many  persons  considered  as  the  peculiar 
distiugui^ng  characteristie  of  poetry ;  and  nu« 
aerous  devices  that  have  been  extremely  dis- 
similar^ have  been  adopted  at  different  times,* 
kind  in  different  nations,  for  giving  this  rhythmus. 
This  diversity  of  practice  shows  that  every  sys- 
tem of  rhjrthmacal  construction  that  has  beeii 
ibdi^ted,  is  merely  artificial,  being  the  creature 
of  fiincy  and  imitation  alone;  and  that, tif  course^ 
tio  one  system  of  rhythmical  aiTangeiqent  that 
has  ever  been  adopted  can  be  supposed  to  con*' 
atitute  the  essential  characteristic  of  poetry^ 

Among  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  who  were 

the  only  civilised  nations  in  early  times,  with 

whose  writings  we  are  well  acquainted,    thet 

hythmical  cadence  of.  poetry  was  produced  in 
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a  manner  extremely  difR^rent  from  tliat  which  if 
adopted  in  modem  times ;  and  in  the  ages  that 
have  passed  away  since  the  overthrow  of  the  Ro- 
man empire,  various  systems  of  poetical  rhytb- 
mus  have  started  np,  prevailed  for  a  time,  and 
then  been  abandoned,  till,  at  last,  what  we  now 
call  rhyme,  or  the  c(nncidence  of  similan  sounds, 
recurring  at  the  end  of  a  certain  number  of  syl« 
lables,  has  acquired  the  predominance  above  all 
others,  and  is  now,  by  many,  thought  to  consti- 
tute the  discriminative  characteristic  of  poetry. 
The  rhythmical  cadence  of  the  Greda  and 
Romans  was  so  acciurately  settled,  that  it  could 
be  distinguished  in  whatever  way  it  was  writteo; 
but  as  by  this  rh3rthmus  the  whole  compositicm 
was  divided  into  regular  parts,  by  peculiar  ca- 
dences recurring  pretty  regularly,  these  divi- 
sions, consisting  each  of  a  certain  number  of 
lesser  metrical  divisions,  which  have  been  teeb- 
nically  namqd  feet,  have  been  called  lines,  and 
are  now  regularly  written  or  printed,  each  in  a 
stretch  without  a  break,  one  below  the  other. 
In  imitation  of  this  particular,  modem  poetry 
is,  in  general,  arranged  into  lines  likewise,  each 
line  consisting  of  a  certain  number  of  syllables, 
which  must  be  so  arranged  as  to  follow  each 
other  in  a  kind  of  cadenced  flow.     Generally, 
two  of  these  lines  terminate  \iith  a  syUaUe 
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having  a  wnilar    sound,    and    tfak  is  called 
rhyme. 

All  these  things,  you  yourself  sufficieutly 
know ;  nor  will  it  probably  have  escaped  your 
observation,  that  many  writers,  if  they  can  tag 
together  a  certain  number  of  lines,  with  the 
necessary  appurtenance  of  rhyming  syllables  at 
their  end,  conceive  that  they  are  writing 
{>oetry;.  and  immediately  dub  themselves  poets. 
But  here,  you  will  perceive,  that  by  mistaking 
a  part  for  the  whole,  and  that  part  too  the 
meanest  of  all  tlie  constituent  parts  of  poetry, 
they  are  guiltyof  a  sad  misdemeanour,  and  con- 
found the  making  of  verses,  with  the  writing  of 
poetry.  These  are  two  things  extremely  dif. 
ferent ;  for  poetry  may  exist  even  without 
verse,  and  far  more  without  rhyme;  and  rhyme 
jnay  be  very  perfect  without  the  smallest  spark 
of  poetry. 

Let  me,  therefore,  caution  you  to  endeavour 
to  discriminate  between  these  in  the  composi- 
tions^ of  others  ;  but  above  all  things  to  guard 
against  the  too  common  error  of  believing,  that 
you  yourself  are  a  poet,  in  case  you  should  at 
any  time  accidentally  discover  that  you  have  a 
knack  at  writing,  with  tolerable  facility,  ^  num- 
ber of  rhyming  lines,  usually  called  vf  rses.  I 
believe  there  is  no  person  existing,  who  has  an 
3 
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ordinary  fund  of  ideas,  who  cannot  write  verses. 
It  is,  indeed,  a  mere  mechanical  operation ;  and 
If  a  man  has  a  natural  ear  for  rhythmical  ar- 
irangements,  he  will  be  able  to  make  the  sylla- 
bles follow  each  other  very  smoothly.  But  ff 
he  has  not  a  talent  for  great  and  bold  concep- 
tions ;  or  for  placing  objects  in  such  positions, 
lus  to  excite  new  and  vivid  ideas,  that  produce 
pleasing  images  in  the  mind  of  the  reader,  tiit 
jbssence  of  poetry  is  wanting,  and  it  is  mcrrfy  a 
iiead  and  lifeless  form.  But  if  these  great  re^ 
quisites  are  present,  though  the  form  of  the 
Vi^se  itself,  and  rhymes,  be  totally  wandhg,  it 
Will  be  accounted  poetry,  in  the  strict  and 
proper  nieaning  of  the  word.  The  l[}ook  of  Job, 
foT  example,  because  it  possesses  these  requisites 
in  a  high  degree,  is,  by  all  mankind,  admitted  to 
be  a  poetical  composition,  though,  in  our  ver* 
sion  at  least,  it  possesses  none  of  the  character- 
istics of  Verse.  So  far  is  verse  indeed  from 
being  necessary  to  poetry,  that  we  can  produce 
many  instances  of  poetical  compositions  being 
greatly  injured  by  having  been  converted  into 
verse.  Of  this  the  Psalms  of  David  are  a  noted 
pxample:  and  there  have  been  some  poetical 
paraphrases,  as  they  have  been  called,  of  several 
suWime  passages  in  the  Bible,  lately  made  by 
well  meaning  men,  which  are  still  more  liable 


to  objection^  as  degrading  the  Scripturea,  thaa 
the  version  of  David's  Psalms,  by  Sternhold  and 
Hopkins  itself.  These  are  striking  exwnples, 
that  verse  may  not  only  e:icist  independent  of 
poetry,  but  that  it  may  even  be  employed  as 
the  means  of  murdering  poetry  where  itahready 
existed. 

An  old  acquaintance  of  (nine  whom  I  much 
esteemed,  who  possessed  a  strong  and  vigorous 
understanding,  and  great  talents  in  many  re- 
spects, but  upon  whom  heaven  had  not  con- 
ferred the  smallest  share  of  the  vis  poetica, 
having  discovered  that  he  could  number  syl- 
lables, and  class  together  similar  sounds,  in 
short  that  he  cpuld  make  verses,  believed  that 
little  more  was  necessary  to  emulate  Homer ; 
and  that  he  could  write  a  poem,  which  woul4 
be  equally  immortal  as  the  Iliad  itself.  He 
therefore  set  himself  to  contrive  the  plan  of  an 
epic  po^n,  on  the  model  of  Homer ;  and,  by 
dint  of  immense  labour  and  perseverance,  at 
length  produced  a  work,  consisting  of  a  great 
many  thousand  verses  divided  into  a  certain 
number  of  books,  which  be  called  an  epic 
poem.  Tliis  performance  was  constructed  aCi> 
cording  to  the  rules  of  Aristotle.  It  had  a 
regular  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end.  In 
unjtatipn  of  Homer,  too,  it  bipgan  with  an  in^ 
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vocation;  many  battles  were  feught  between 
valiant  heroes,  much  blood  was  spih,  and  va< 
rious  wounds  were  inflicted  and  described, 
with,  I  suppose,  great  anatomical  precision.  >-^ 
episodes  too  were  introduced,— orations  were 
pronounced,-*— funeral  games  were  celebratedy-^ 
similes,  and  all  the  figures  of  speech  that  have 
been  enumerated  by  rhetoricians  as  neces- 
sary to  add  dignity  to  composition,  were  occa^ 
sionally  introduced  to  embellish  it.  It  was,  in 
short,  as  exact  an  imitation  as  the  writer  coidd 
make  of  Homer's  lUad,  but  without  one  spaik 
of  poetical  fire  fixnn  the  beginning  to  the  end. 
It  might  be  said  to  bear  such  a  resemblance  to 
tiie  Iliad,  as  the  corse  of  Hector,  when  chained 
to  the  chariot  of  Achilles,  bore  to  the  living 
Hector,  triumphant  as  he  drove  the  trembling 
Grecians  to  their  ships.  It  was  a  resemblance 
that  brought  nothing  but  the  melancholy  re* 
collection  of  the  loss  that  had  been  sustained 
by  the  absence  of  the  original.  I  need  scarcely 
add,  that  the  work  to  which  I  here  allude,  is 
the  Epigoniad  of  Wilkie.  Wjlkie  was  a  man 
whom  I  knew  well,  and  whom  I  esteemed  both 
for  his  talents  and  disposition,  almost  above  all 
others.  And  though  it  was  impossible  for  him 
to  discover  defects  which  nature  had  deprived 
I^m  Qf  the  faculties  of  discriminating ;  so  that 
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he  ^teemed  it  a  valuable  production  till  his 
dying  day :  yet  he  told  me  himself,  that  the 
labour  of  this  composition  had  been  such,  as  so- 
much  to  impair  his  constitution,  that  it  never 
was  afterwards  re-established ;  and  the  emolo^ 
ments  he  derived  from  it  were  so  inconsiderable, 
that  he  would  have  earned  more  money  had  he 
been  employed  all  the  time  in  hoeing  potatoes, 
at  Ihe  rate  of  eight-pence  a  day ;  the  common 
wages  of  a  labourer  in  his  neighbourhood  at  the 
time  he  wrote  it.  At  an  after  period,  he  pub* 
lished  some  fables  in  vierse  with  much  happier 
success;  for,  in  that  species  of  composition, 
JBdgment  is  chiefly  concerned,  and  a  due  selec- 
tion of  proper  words,  so  as  to  constitute  easy 
verse  $  in  both  which  respects  he  was  far  from 
being  deficient.  Indeed,  in  respect  to  mathe- 
matical learning,  philosophy,  historical  and 
political  knowledge,  and  strong  sense  in  regard 
to  the  common  occurrences  of  life;  Mr.  Wilkie 
had  few  equals  in  any  part  of  the  world  ;  and  I 
have  often  regretted,  that  in  place  of  wasting 
his  time  in  a  vain  attempt  at  poetical  excel- 
lence, he  had  not  turned  his  attention  to  histo- 
rical disquisition,  in  which,  I  am  satisfied,  he 
would  have  made  a  greater  figure  than,  perhaps, 
any  British  author  that  has  appeared  within  the 

nrp.RPTit  sicff*. 


SI  4  THS  eiE4N£a«  na  1 74 

Pardon  this  involuntary  ^gr^ssion  in  £ivoiif 
of  a  man  whom  I  respected  much  in  life,  «ih1 
whose  memory  I  shall  ever  highly  reveire. 

The  foregoing  disquisition  will  not,  I  kopCt 
be  entirely  useless  to  you ;  for  if  it  shall  imprev 
your  mind  with  the  iuU  conviction  that  verse 
tnd  poetry  are  distinct  things,  it  may  save  yon 
a  great  deal  of  unnecessary  reading,  and  per« 
haps  writing  too,  in  your  progress  through  lift. 
How  many  men  who  waste  their  time  in  idly 
writing  verses,  that  they  call,  and  believe  to  be 
poems,  might  be  diverted  from  this  unsatisfiuv 
tory  pursuit^  to  others  of  a  more  useful  tan* 
dency,  could  they  be  satisfied,  with  an  ancieiit 
bard,  whose  verses  I  cannot  quote,  because  the 
book  is  not  to  be  found  here  at  present,  thst 
*^  Poetry  wapts  more  than  verse,''  to  &ktiile  it 
to  that  name ;  and  were  persuaded  that  nothing 
is  such  useless  lumber  in  the  literary  world  as 
voluminous  productions  in  verse,  destitute  of 
the  spirit  of  genuine  poesy. 

Milton  introduced  a  new  species  of  verse 
into  the  English  language,  which  he  called 
blank  verse.  Indeed,  Shakspeare  before  him 
had  employed  the  same  in  his  dramatic  con^po- 
^ons ;  but  Milton,  I  think,  was  the  first  that 
brought  it  into  use  in  poems  of  another  sort 
In  this  verse  an  equal  attention  to  rfaythmus  M 


teqimed  as  hi  rhyme ;  and  as  the  sense  is  less 
marred  by  the  artificial  recurrence  of  certain 
syllables,  it  gives  a  fuller  and  bolder  flow  to  the 
melody  oi  sounds,  and  variation  of  cadences : 
8o  as  fo  admit  of  expressing  the  passions  and 
jKflfections  of  the  mind  with  greater  energy. 
Some  critics  indeed  afiect  to  deny  that  this  can 
be  called  verse  at  all ;  while  I,  on  the  contrary, 
consider  this  as  the  only  species  of  verse,  which 
in  our  language  is  suited  to  ^orks  of  consider- 
able length.  In  small  performances,  the  recur^^ 
rcnce  of  rhymes  will  often  have  a  good  effect  j 
and  in  ludicrous  compositions.,  the  very  awk^ 
wardness  of  these  gingling  arrangements  fi^e- 
jquently  tends  to  heighten  the  effect  of  the 
picture ;  as  when. 

The  pulpit,  drum  ecclesiastipk. 
Is  beat  with  fist  instead  of  a  stick. 

But  in  serious  or  sublime  compoi»tions  it  can 
seldom,  I  think,  have  a  good  eflect. 

Shakspeare,  as  a  dramatic  writer,  deserves, 
without  dispute,  the  first  rank^  if  the  most  per- 
fect delineation  of  human  characters,  easy  na- 
tural dialogue,  and  energy  lirtd  propriety  of 
language,  are  allowed  to  be  the  principal  cha- 
racteristics of  dramatic  excellence.  In  these 
Respects  there  never  yet  has  appeared  a  writer 
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in  any  European  language^  irfao  could  be  pot 
in  ccmipohition  with  Shakspeare.  His  powers, 
indeed,  were  so  mueh  superior  to  all  other  men 
in  the&fe  respects,  that  he  can  only  he  lixked 
upon  as  one  of  those  prodigies,  that  heaven 
vouchsafes  sometimes  to  produce,  to  give  an 
idea  of  the-possible  powers  of  the  ^uman  mind, 
and  t6  moderate  the  vanity  of  those  who  arc 
disposed  to  assume  to  themselves  a  superiority 
above  others.  The  dramatic  peirformances  <^ 
Shakspeare  seem  to  have  been  produced  with- 
out any  effort  from  him,  and  he  appears  to  have 
viewed  them  widi  great  indifference  himseii'; 
for  betook  no  care  to  guard  against  their  being 
injured  by  the  interpolations  of  others.  They 
were  put  into  the  hands  of  men,  who,  willing  to 
obtain  the  applause  of  an  ill-informed  pubfic, 
made  liberal  interpolations  of  scenes  of  ribaldry, 
and  low  humour,  to  make  the  vulgar  laugh. 
I^akspeare  him  elf  indeed,  with  that  infinite  vei^ 
satil ity  of  powers  so  peculiar  to  him,  has  drawn 
)ow  characters,  and  ludicrous  scenes,  with  the 
same  unrivalled  propriety  as  the  sublime  and  the 
pathetic.  But  it  is  easy  to  perceive,  that  many 
passages  which  are  now  incorporated  with  his 
works  never  had  been  written  by  him ;  though 
the  tares  h^ve  been  so  long  allowed  to  grow  i|p 
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promiscuously  among  the  wheat,  that  it  would 
.  now  be  a  difficult  task  to  separate  them. 
.  But  though  &w  writers  have  ever  equalled 
ShaksDjeare,  in  regard  to  the  rhythmical  flow  of 
poetijc  cadence,  when  the  nature  of  the  subject 
jpequired  it,  yet  wherever  he  attempted  rhyme, 
he  sunk  greatly  below  the  meanest  poetaster  of 
the  present  day.  His  rhymes  are  indeed  so 
very  bad,  that  were  it  not  for  their  uniformity 
in  badness,  I  should  be  inclined  to  rank  them 
among  the  interpolations  that  have  been  foisted 
so  freely  into  the  writings  of  that  extraordinary 
man.  I  dare  not  venture  to  form  even  a  de« 
cided  opinion  on  this  head.  . 

Milton  may.  be  allowed  to  hold  the  second 
rank  in  point  of  dignity  among  the   English 
poets.     His  Paradise  Lost  is  a  sublime  monu« 
ment  of  the  power  of  human  genius.     Its  sub- 
limity indeed  is  its  principal  characteristic;  and 
Milton  has  discovered,  in  the  construction  of 
his  v.erse  in  this  work,  a  perfect  knowledge  of 
the  power  of  poetical  rhythmus,in  contributing 
to  the  force  of  the  picture  he  intended  to  pro- 
duce. In  some  of  his  lesser  poems,.  Milton  has, 
in  this  respect,  been  less  attentive ;  and  though 
the  &me  he  has    so  justly  acquired   for   his 
Paradise  Lost  has  given  a  degree  of  respecta* 


\ 
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bility  tQ  all  h^B  otJiisr  writii3ig9»  yet  in  all  of 
these  we  discover  more  of  laliour  tbiMi  is  su^ 
able  to  the  e^e  of  light;  compositiow*  In  Ifae 
Allegro,  indeed^  the  measure  he  has  adapted  if 
not  unsuitable  U>  the  subjects  and  all  the  objecti 
brought  under  view  are  of  the  pleasing  kiniL 
But  whoever  will  cojmpare  these  with  the  light 
piecies  of  Anacreon,  or  the  odes  of  Hafiz,  wifl 
easily  perceive  that  the  AUegro  has  been  writtea 
by  a  grave  man,  who  made  every  eflbrt  to  be 
cheerful ;  while  the  others  indicate  an  internal 
fiind  of  gaiety  c^  dispositi<»i*  But  Milton  hat 
£>Tgotten  himself  still  more  in  his  Pen&eroso  i 
for  there,  adopting  the  same  measure  be  1^ 
contrived  for  the  Allegro,  which  is  perfectly 
unsuitable  to  the  subject,  he  has  gone  directly 
contrary  to  those  rules  which  his  own  practioei 
in  most  cases,  shewed  he  thought  were  essestiaL 
The  Lycidas,  too,  in  spite  of  some  just  thoi^hts 
and  happy  expressions,  is,  upon  the  whole,  a 
stiff  unnatural  performance ;  and  as  utterly  de* 
stitute  of  feeling  as  the  monody  of  Ix>rd  Lyttd^ 
ton  ^  which  is  but  a  laboured  imitation  of  it  I 
would  not  give  one  single  stroke  of  ihe  tsnm 
pathos  of  nature,  for  five  thousasid  pages  oi 
such  frigid  lamentations.  ^ 

Milton,  perhaps,  never  wrote  a  poem  n  wbiA 
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his  genuine  flings  were  brought  so  fully  forth 

as  the  Comus.    In  his  other  works  he  speaks^ 

for  the  most  part,  to  the  understanding ;  in  this 

to  the  heart, — ^to  the  heart,  I  mean,  of  such  men 

as  had  ideas  of  a  similar  stamp  to  those  oj^ 

MUton,  for  these  were  always  great ;  nor  could 

the  smallest  spark  of  levity  ever  find  access  to 

his  mind.     His  ear  for  the  charms  of  musical 

sounds  seems  to  have  been  exquisitely  delicate; 

and  t<f  a  person  who  has  felt  the  overpowering 

ecstasy  which  can  be  derived  from  this  source, 

the  language  of  Milton  in  his  Comus  speaks 

"unutterable  things.'*    I  will  not  hesitate  to 

declare,  that  were  I  ever  to  become  ambitious 

of  the  character  of  a  poet,  I  should  be  more 

proud  to  have  been    capable  of  writing  the 

Comus  of  Milton  than  all  his  other  works,  the 

Paradise  Lost  itself  not  excepted. 

You  see,  that  though  age  has  damped  some- 
what of  that  enthusiasm,  which  was  apt  to 
hurry  me  sometimes,  in  the  early  parts  of  life, 
beyond  the  bounds  that  men  with  Ather  pro- 
pensities thought  strictly  reasonable,  I  still 
cherish  these  feelings  with  inefiable  delight. 
Id  matters  of  taste,  it  is  to  the  perceptive 
powers,  and  not  to  the  reasoning  faculty,  that 
application  should  be  made.    A  poet  who  pro- 
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oeeds  only  by  line  and  rule  is  a  perfect  solecism 
in  nature^    Adieu. 

The  Bbx,  ycL  xvL  No«  14S^  p«  265*  Augmft  21, 179S. 

The  opinion  here  expressed  relative  to  Comus,  is  perfectljr 
correct,  and  full  of  feeUng ;  it  is^  indeed,  the  moat  del^hlfid 
poem  of  its  author. 
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Breadiet  there  the  man  with  mvI  bo  dead, 
IVho  never  io  hloNelf  h«fb  «iid^ 

lliif  is  my  own^  my  native  land ! 
Whole  heart  hath  iie*er  withia  him  bamed, 
iU  home  hit  footite^  be  hath  tartted, 

Fnm  waaderiag  on  a  foreign  itrand ! 

Waltu  SC0Tt« 


So  boantifiil  has  the  Creator  of  this  universe 
been  to  his  creatureS)  that  he  hath  disseminated 
those  things  which  can  minister  to  human  enjoys* 
ment  in  a  much  more  equal  degree  through  the 
lliflferent  regions  of  the  earth,  than  can  easily  be 
perceived  by  a  superficial  observer:  on  one 
r^on  he  hath  conferred  blessings  of  a  particular 
land,  which  he  hath  withheld  from  another^ 
while  advantages  of  a  diffident  kind  make  up^ 
£>r  the  partial  want.  To  those  who  know  how 
io  make  a  proper  use  of  the  blessings  that  fall 
to  their  share»  this  wise  disposition  of  providence 
is  pleasing :  but  the  peevish  and  the  ignorant 
sddom  experience  the  sweet  solace  that  arises 
from  a  grateful  contentment  with  the  lot  thathath 
ftllen  to  their  own  share.  While  they  feel  the 
evils  to  which  they  themselves  are  subjected, 
they  look  around  them,  and,  perceiving  that 
vol.  iv.  T 
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Others  are  not  sulgected  to  the  same  hardships, 
they  hastily  conclude  that  they  enjoy  a  hspfki 
lot  than  themselves.  Not  having  felt  the  iUs, 
perhapS)  of  a  severer  kind,  to  which  others  are 
exposedythey  perceive  them  not  at  all,  and  rashly 
conclude,  that  heaven  hath  strewed  the  path  of 
other  men  with  roses  only,  while  nothing  but 
briars  and  thorns,  and  noxious  weeds,  spring  uf 
in  the  dreary  road  which  they  are  compelled  to 
tread.  Their  minds  become  thus  peevish  and 
4iscQiltentedf  All  nature  is»smneB  to  Ihem  a 
gloomy  appearance )  and  they  dare  td  lift  19 
their  presumptuous  eye  even  to  heaven,  and 
blaspheme  the  merciful  Creator  of  the  umvenc^ 
liy  accusing  him,  iii  their  hearts^  of  pttrtiafi^ 
tod  ingustice. 

:  In  no  one  particular  are  men  more  i^it  oa^ 
justly  to  complain  of  their  lot,  thim  by  dqptecsi 
»ting  the  climate  and  the  cotmtry  in  which  Aqr 
Uvci  In  other  respects,  the  grievances  ^xfifidi^ 
yiduals  vary  so  much,  that  eac^  is  reduced  ta 
tht  necessity  of  uttering  his  own  solitary  con^ 
^aint3,  without  being  joined  by  others  ;  but  ia 
this  respect  the  complaint  of  one  man  is  re* 
echoed  by  another,  and  they  so  cordialfy  agree 
in  exciting  the  bad  humour  of  each  other,  thtf 
they  act  without  restraint.  Hie  same  comphuntt 
sM  so  often  jx^e^d,  that  they  C9iiie  at  length 


toht  bdieved  as  sacked  truthB  idildi  adjtlit  of 

It  is  iki  this  Way  we  hear  repeated^  eft^  day, 
sttdb  loud  and  utiqual^ed  eotiiptaiif ti  of  tilt 
iiatore  of  Ae  dimate  k  i^kidb  Kr«  five»  ifant 
nohy  persotai  have  brought  ihetnsblves  seriooriy 
to  l)dieve  it  is  th(B  mo0t  itihosp^hle  l;^0n  ill 
Ibe  uiiii^rie.  Here  the  etfeetft  of  cdld^  iti  {^to-^ 
ticidar^  are  at  titueB  do  severely  ftlty  that  HioMi 
people  are  iuclhied  to  believe,  that  thoie  #ho 
liveinimnner  regions  are,  in  every  reiipeei,itiOre 
oomfifortaUy  situated  than  ouf sdves  t  we  \Mvit 
of  Ibe  dftlidous  fittite  that  are  natives  of  tftesS 
re^flft,  and  languish  for  the  gratificatiotis  thai 
tliese  wddd  afibrd  to  ug  t  we  spy  the  rose,  ^vliile 
fMt  within  our  grasp ;  its  balmy  ftagiranee  eii>- 
duuits  ns^  its  deficate  bhish  invites  us'  to  pktck 
it,  but  we  perceive  not  the  thorn  with  whieh  it 
ia  accompa;nied.  It  pricks  lii  only  when  we 
tike  it  in  our  hand.  In  the  ecstasy  of  admiring 
what  i^  not  our  own,  we  ferget  the  good  Aings 
^tiut  have  long  been  in  our  possession. 
:  To  speak  wil^ut  a  figufe.  Italy  has  long 
been  bailed  die  garden  of  £ur<^e  $  and,  to 
ywmg  nftn  dP  jfertane,  the  desire  of  visiting  this 
gibrden  is  ntesi^tble.  Home  becomes  to  them 
a  prison,  so  ddightftdly  inviting  do  fin^eign 
^^a^^eartodieflffatadJ8ta«ce:  norare  their 
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parents  ever  sii&red  to  be  at  peace  tatt  thqr 
grant  permission  to  them  to  go  thither,  ^l 
coidd  not  deep  in  qiiietf'*  said  once  to  me  a 
gentleman  of  gieat  ingenuousness  of  diapoaitaQi^ 
^I  sickened  ait  eveiy  object  around  me :  Ibecaaa 
peevish^  fretful,  and  discontented,  till  my&tim 
was  prewiled  on  to  allo^  me  to  go. to  Ila^ 
I  travelled  thither  in  anxious  expectation  af 
cfaanna  I  never  found ;  and  after  having  spent 
a  twelvemonth  without  having  got  a  sound  skept 
fiom  having  been  constantly  eaten  up  widi 
vermin,  stewed  with  heat,  and  involved  id 
nastiness,  from  which  it  was  ipiposeihle  t(^  escape 
I  was  happy^  atlast,  to  be  permitted  to  return  to 
that  unhoqpitaUe  region,  as.  I  once  tbou^.it, 
which  gave  me  birth;  where  I  have  since  eqie» 
rienced,  both  as  to  climate,  food,  and  ckanlinesi, 
a  kind  of  satisfiK^tion  that  I  nevar  could  fed  in 
those  enchantitag  regions  so  much  finned  la 
classic  story,  which  had  made  such  a  Hvdf 
inqiression.  on ,  my  youthfid  imagination.''  Ihe 
person  wljio  said  this  is  asrasiUe  man;  aa^ 
what  he  said,  made  such  an  impression  on  my 
mind,  as  to  have  occasioned  these  reflectioas* 

Grilles,  oranges,  melons,  %»,  .  and  pia^ 
apples,  are,  without  all  dispute,  delicate  £railS| 
that  are  highly  grateful  to  the  palate*  Butswk 
tilings  as  these,  in  any  coimtiy,  caatfima  bnt  s 


null  "share  of  the  food  and  sustenance  of  the 
people.  Were  they  ^even  eapable  <^  yieldii^  a 
substantial  nourishmenty  they  could  not  be  taken 
in  sdfficieiit  quantity  for  the  purpose :  the  veiy 
{K)ignancy  df  their  flavour  prevents  it  By 
ftequentuse,  they  would  cloy  the  palate,  an^ 
liecotne'naiiseous  to  the  stomach  j  these,  there^ 
ibre,  'alfe  ddicacbs  which  can  only  be  prized 
viilere  they  are  scarce^  and 'must  be  disregarded 
^  nsdess  superflmties,  whem  they  are  plentiftiL 
^Such  things,  therefore,  are  imaginary  goods^ 
father  than  peal  blessings.  It  is  articles  ofSmA 
only,  that  can  give  one  ^couostfy  ia  decoded  ad- 
vantage above  another  in  this*  respect:  and 
flow  atands  the  balance  between  temperate  cte^ 
nates  and  wanner  r^ions  in  regard  to  this  pa)% 
ticular. 

In  pkce  of  those  few  exotic  fruits,  which  we 
caimot  rear  in  perfection  without  artificial  heat, 
we  have  othei:s  of  our  own,  not  perhaps  inferior 
to  these  either  in  delicacy  or  nutritious  quality. 
But  allowittg  their  fruits  the  pre-eminence  they 
claim,  we  have  in  their  stead,  wheat,  rye,  barley* 
oats,  potatoes,  and  innumerable  legumes,  roots, 
"and  ga9den-{rfants,  in  such  abundance,  as  to 
supply  the  inhabitants  with  the  certainty  of 
obtaining^a  healthy  nourishing  repast  at  all  times. 
lAflid  i^  iw  wwtti  climates^  these  things  also  can, 
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mstme  meifUfCb  be  ^bteiaedt  y^et  ki mf^et 
to  the  loorf  i»v%watuig viandkof  beef, iiiilttQ% 
Imibi  ud  yf«l>  they  6U  infiliittfy  h(^mi  H» 
Xb9  giBpifd  t^B|p«nitiire  of  <wr  sumiiMr  ImH 
«^rve  to  (iptb  ow  flooto  wHk  #  rieh  iMid)iistli| 
irfriduf Q^  whicjb  affords  a  nerer  fiiliiig  plratj  ^ 
(ttcpul^  §90^  dull  giv«8  to  the  flonA  -of  mr 
i^M^Me^tKt  ammabt  a  lender  jiiidiieii  that  the 
Mha^tapta  ^  warmer  dtmates  nevwt  Ibmk 
lilll^e  th«  tbintgr  ieldi,  parched  uf  bj  tirieeyci^ 
pfynrwfid  ffiflneitoe  of  the  rammer  suii,  e^iibft 
lmiri^aUade0fgn88.  Allkdrjr  andwithet«L 
OThe  cattle  atiiited  fiv  food,  ioitead  of  bHeC 
Jiffird,  ^ibm  bidugfat  to  die  ahaaiUeiii  a  Im^ff 
4ttd9fledi»  moreiiiGe  a  dried  haaoi^  thup  aqf 
4ilHiig  dm.  USk  toot  that  hoiuMui  ddieai^r 
which  nature  hath  granted  in  abundance  td  tftie 
lowest  of  our  peopk,  is  there  to  be  had  only  in 
aeanty  qpiantities,  at  a  high  price  i  a^dimtter  is 
Bcarcely  known.  Let  an  hoiaert  Engliatoni 
Jook at hw  well-atored  hurder^  and  thea  Mfr'^ 
he  would  exchange  it  ibr  all  the  omwgti  aad 
meh»s.tbat  Italy  can  affimL^ 

(p.  S00)»  lately  published.  **  We  call  Itply  the  fMea  of  the 
woiid ;  I  can  by  no  means  think  so.  The  climate  is  certably 
« hipi^ aeJKura  belween tlie  tMTid  midin^^ene^;  taflnr 
watner,  iftdeed»  ibm  aa  BajMi  i  ilaijliiiiw  on  JrriUaAr. 
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j^feflpecti9f8HitQii90oey'th^rf|Mr6,'ve  havf 
^•reascm  to  ecMpplaiQ  of  our  lot,  wlie&.compaitd 
with  that  of  ifiwmer  regions 

l^t  n^iBQXt  state  the  poralld,  in  re^ct  to 
health,  an^  fiersen^l  enyoyaieiits^  • 
!  Jiiffi  vfM^evideaify  intended  £i}r  labour.  He 
iwuiat.«am  his  br^  by  the  sweat  of  1^  brovq 
But  with  the  bread  he  thus  ean)^  he,  likewis^j 
Mms^  a  ^mm  vahiable  blitasiBgi  heal^,  an4  ^ 
fppetke^  to  rdiih  that  finid.  Wba^eiver  j^inai^ 
bfilll^  and  'V%oi)r  feo  the  body,  ^ves  ei^ergy  a94 
^/ftj^ty  t^  the  mipd.  But  labour  gives  ^ 
vjgymi )  and  e^d,  to  a  cert^  da^ee,  faq^ires 
a  tas^e^  J^br  labour.  Happy  abqve  all  oik^tm 
than,  aire  the  injbabitants  of  teoiperate  QUmalbfUy 
Wik^^re th^ii^gi^QS  verge  towards co^:    Lahwit 

But  the  soil  bears  no  grass,  and,  of  course,  their  beef,  mutton^ 
Jbc,  b  wretdied.  Venison  they  have  Iktie  or  none ;  and  whaiL 
tf^  h^ye,  vejBbQi44  drtjeeni  jqamoi)  in  EnglmL  Their ibwis 
are  n  nuisance  in  the  streets  of  Rome ;  yet  I  have  never  seen 
a  l^u'ge  or  a  fat  fowl  in  Italy.  The  fish  from  the  Mediterranean 
are  very  good ;  fine  lobsters,  plaice,  aardihes,  muOets,  drc.  Ilie 
kreid  k  oUefly  of  Indiap  icomt  dark<-€oloiired  and  tCMi|^« 
Butter  they  have  none  an  £ngli3hmaii  cai>  eat«  The  pork 
they  brag  much  of,  bat  I  have  seen  none  yet  I  could  eat ; 
and  the  wild  boars  I  have  had  no  deaire  of  tas^ng.  All  this 
nay  bo  raoted  a^d  inveteraite  prejndiceb  I  have  certainly 
come  tpo  late  in  my  life  to  Italy;  my  habits  are  too  mu^ 
established  to  conform  to  innovation  in  domestic  matters ;  but 
yet'few,  I  believe,  who  ever  came  hitlier,  lunre  enjoyed  the 
9nria»yifa  rfit  moceltoo  I  hgve  diMie, 
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tb  them  becomes  pleasant ;  activity  conatitiitel 
the  basis  of  their  recreations;  health  of  body 
and  vigour  of  mind  are  the  consequences. 
Shall  we  then  complain,  because  heaven  hath 
^ast  our  lot  in  a  region  of  this  nature ! 
*  But  setting  future  consequences  aside^  let  us 
kK^  only  towards  the  enjoyn^nt  of  the  preseal 
hour.  At  certain  seasons  of  the  year,  we  M 
the  cold,  in  some  respects,  severer  than  we  oouM 
wish;  but  bow  easy  is  it  to  guafd  against  it?  Aa 
additional  fold  of  clothing,  a  Htde  aof€  exem 
eise,  a  warm  pair  of  gloves,  a  gted  ftrc,  efte^ 
tually  drive  away  every  uneasy  jenaatim  result^ 
iiig  fiom  this  cause ;  and  how  fesw  pefMOS  are 
there,  that  cannot  command  one  or  all  these 
Mmedies  ?  But  in  warmer  regions,  how  can  (iM 
expressive  power  of  heat  be^overcome  ?  The 
direct  r^ys  of  the  sun,  acting  in  certain  cases  on 
the  head,  sometimes  prove  the  cause  of  deatfa, 
fts  instant  and  certain  as  th^  stroke  of  a  buDet 
The  parching  wind,  called  sirocco,  stifles  tb^ 
unhappy  traveller,  who  is  surprised  by  it  at  a 
distance  from  shelter.  The  poisonous  nature 
pf  its  effepts  are  experienp^  even  i^  the  inmost 
recesses  of  the  best  constructed  palaces.  A 
feverish  languor  creeps  through  every  vein; 
^nd  universal  sickness  prevails. — Evep  whcAi 
tl^ese  effects  are  not  experienced  in  tiim  degreci 
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it  becemes  extremely  diibrult  to  ranove  that 
tenguor,  and  that  unea^  sensation,  which  alwayj 
accompanies  a  too  high  degree  of  heat  upon  the 
buman  frame*  The  clothes  that  are  necessary 
to  prevent  the  sun  firom  blisterii^  the  skin 
become  a  lead  that  cannot  be  easily  borne;  and 
it  n^ht,  wken  the  body,  exhausted  by  the 
languid  &iigaes  of  the  day,  seeks  tor  repose,  il 
Men  seeks  iiMr  it  in  vbbl  Unqniet  slumbers^ 
tiie  usual  attendants  of  too  mach  heat,  are  ever 
and  anon  ^&Aurbed  by  the  buz  of  insects ;  the 
Uteof  4ea8,  indach  no  homan  efibrt  can  banish  $ 
and  tlie  arawfing  ofcAer  vennin  >^In  vain  are 
the  bed-posts  put  into  dishes  of  water  to  prevenb 
the  insects  from  ascending :  some  overleap  the 
motiiid  ;  others  mount  up  by  their  wings.*— All 
night  long,  the  attenticm  is  called  ofPby  some  one 
or  othet  of  these  disagreeable  objects ;  which,  to 
a  person  who  has  not  been  accustomed  to  them, 
presents  to  the  imagination  the  most  disgusting 
idea.  At  last  the  exhausted  watcher  drops  into 
a  kind  of  slumber;  he  dreams ;  a  gentle  com- 
pression about  his  neck  suggests  the  idea  that 
it  is  the  arm  of  the  nymph  he  loves.  He  en^ 
joys,  ibr  a  moment,  the  luxurious  idea  of  being 
embraced  by  the  idol  of  his  heart.  He  awakes; 
but  judge  of  his  surprise,  when,  instead  of  the 
arm  cfhh  mistress,  he  finds  it  is  a  snake  that 


SSO  TBS  azjBAinai^  )fo.l7A 

has  entwined  itself  about  his  neck !  Are  ^tnt 
the  pleasures  we  pant  after  ?  Are  these  the  jojf 
for  which  we  despise  ow  own  oomfortaUe  hom^ 
where,  after  the  head  is  laid  upon  th^  pillow, 
nothing  c|ui.distiirb  repose,  that ^o^  oat  pm* 
toed  from  th^  mmd  of  guilt,  or  amwHis  finrei 

I  will  not  disgust  thel  reader  vlij&i  %  hffig^ 

detail  of  the  ditegreeaNe  ^cti^.  Aat  rosiilt  40 

the  human  frame  in  wana  cBsmt0$^    I  will  net 

ahoek  him  with  a  minute  enulRev«tioii  of  ^ 

ravages  pooduced.  at  siH  timi^  by  li^Qiisib^  tad 

flies  i  by  which  whole  oatifms  imt  hf^m  nearl/ 

exterminated^  and   ^xiciwiYe    ft^om%  9ba»- 

doned  by  man,  l^^as  a  habitiuM^ii ;  £|r  reptSei 

of  the  vilest  sort  ^  for  even  fhe  strongest  ^ 

the  freest  animals  have  been  oblig^  to  m- 

grate  from  the  regions  where  they  abound    I 

will  not  dwefi  upen  the  horroiB  that  have  arisea 

ftom    the   bite  of  vipers,  soaken,  centipedes^ 

tarantulas,  and  other  poisonous  ^siinak.    I  w3I 

not  enumerate  the  ravages  that  are  too  oftai 

produced  in  these  climates  by  haiLand  th«nder« 

and  tornados.    It  is  enough  for  me  bardiy  to 

mention,  that  these  are  ills,  to  wiucb  every 

inhabitant  of  these  happy  regions,  as  we  have 

been  accustomed  to  think  them,  are  for  ever 

exposed.    Leaving  these  dreary  scenes,  I  woidd 

wish  to  turn  the  attention  of  Uie  rea^  to  the 


llflhi  1?5«  THE  OLEAN«|^  $B\ 

dA%btiful  serenity  that  eveiy  Inh^itant  pf 
^ri^q  jpaviffp  luLve  experienced  in  n  social  walk, 
during  a  %^  evenipg  in  tb^  anmrner  qionths, 
Nothing  that  depends  upon  climate,  or  the 
€£^t#  pf  e}(ternj^  air|,qm  equal  it ;  temperate 
withpu^  beat  i  serene  without  glare ;  peaceful 
iffiH^oa^  gloom.  £vei^  olj^ect  in  n^tore  seems 
|p»  vie  vft^  unptber,  wlii^h  shall  administer  i^, 
tinfd  pni^t  iperfe^  niaiviier  to  gratify  the  iienscjs 
^B^  tp qd^d  thf  mn^r  Thus th? pofst ijnthgre^^ 
justice  describes  a  summer  evening  in  Scotli^d ; 

Serene  and  mild  die  genial  evening  comes. 
Inspiring  soft  benignity  and  peace. 
The  setting  sun,  wiUi  parting  ray  upreaifd, 
Ben  Lomond  last  of  all  our  mountains  gflds,* 
Then  sinks  beneath  the  hills : 
Yet  still  the  lengtheaM  Aiy,: 
As  if  avers^  to  Id&te  the  pl^aaiBg  ecene,     *-  ^ 

Slowly  rieyres^  Ur  nerthy  and,  lingeriBg  kmg, 
Not  quite  Imgltes,  ..       .         .7 

But  rttigaig  ^iastward,  gMathe  orient  sky  • 
'  And  soon  lUe  Sim  returns  ageiB 
Mor^  fair»  more  bright. 
To  gl44  with  morning  b^ams 
Ben  LoiiH>pd's  pathless  top. 

Vtm  1^  LtNQMd,  a  I^^en,  altered. 

Of  such  a  M€»e  Ike  ish^l^xit^Qltii  o£  warmer 
regions  can  have  no  idea.  As  we  cannot  form 
an  adequate  nQtum  of  the  plag»|^  of  flies,  and 
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grashoppersy  and  lice,  that  successively  destroy 
tiie  Egyptians ;  so  neither  can  tliey  form  an  idea 
of  the  enchanting  delights  of  a  summer  evening 
in  Britain. 

Let  us  then  be  contented  with  our  lot,  nor 
envy  the  situation  of  others,  but  improve  to  the 
utmost  of  our  power  the  advantages  we  our* 
selves  possess ;  for^  were  we  to  shift  places  wiA 
any  other  people,  we  should  perhaps  find  we 
had  lost  much  more  than  we  had  gained  by  the 
change* 

Tat  Bxs,  ToL  ii.  p.  81,  Marda  25, 179K 

/  ALLEN  BROOKE,  OF  WINDERMERE.* 

S«y,  have  you  m  the  vaD^  leoi 
1  A  gentle  youth  of  pemhre  mien? 

And  have  yoo  mairfc'd  hit  pellid  cheeli» 
That  docs  his  lecret  sornnr  ^eak  ? 
Perh^  yOu'd  wish  his  aame  to 
Tis  Allen  Brooke^  of  Windenaere* 


But,  ah !  the  cause  that  prompts  his  si^h^ 
That  dims  with  tears  his  sparkling  e;^ ; 
Tha'  bids  his  youthful  cheek  turn  pale. 
And  sorrow's  hue  o*er  health's  prevail ; 
That  cause  from  me  you  must  wA.  hear— 
Ask  ADen  Bnxdce,  of  Windermere^ 

Tet  n^dless  were  his  words  to  preve 
This  sorrow  springs  from  hopeless  love ; 


Go  to  the  youtfc— of  Jesty  tpeak,' 
Then  mark  the  crimBon  on  his  cheek ; 
That  blush  w3l  make  the  secret  dear 
Of  AUttD  Brodf,  of  Whidermere, 

Andy  oh !  believe  his  Jessy's  breass 
Is  still  with  answ'nng  cares  oppressed ; 
Bat  knoir,  a  fiither's  stem  command 
Withholds  from  him  my  willing  hand: 
All  bat  a  Cither's  frown  I'd  bear 
For  Allen  Brooke,  of  Windermere. 

Then*  gentle  stranger,  seek  the  youth. 

And  tell  him  of  his  Jessy's  truth ; 

Say  that  you  saw  my  altePd  cheek. 

My  faithful  bosom's  anguish  speak; 

Say  that  till  death,  I'll  hold  most  dear 

My  Allen  Brooke,  of  Windermereu  , 

Thx  Cabinet,  toL  j2.  p.  S17. 


/ 
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N0.CLXXVI. 

SwccCMNUidst  t1iatoft1iat»Molli'dtof«kt 
Tke  sorrowi  of  my  gutlelot  breast, 

Aod  dmnai^i  away  diiae  Inlkat  (Mrt: 
Fon4  manory  aiiall  yoar  sCralns  repeit^ 
Like  distant  echoes^  doubly  sweH, 

That  in  the  if  ilil  the  traveller 


Oh  if,  as  ancient  sages  weea. 
Departed  spirits,  half-unseen. 

Can  mingle  with  the  mortal  thtofl^  1 
Tis  when  from  heart  to  heart  we  roll 
The  deefi-t#6'd  mnsie  of  the  soal, 
'  That  wafUcf  in  (Mr  Scottish  Mi^.         ^ 

Lbtvkv. 


Sir, 

Permit  me,  through  the  channel  of  your  mis- 
cellatiy,  to  suggest  the  expediency  of  a  short 
and  liberal  inquiry  into  the  use  and  progress 
of  the  admired  songs,  that  are  sung  to  melodies 
peculiar  to  the  Scottish  Low-landers.*  The 
purpose  of  the  following  hints  is  rather  to  ob- 
tain information,  than  to  establish  any  &vourite 
system  of  my  own,  I  mean,  however,  to  con- 
fine myself  to  the  words;  the  music  having  beai 
treated  of  in  a  learned  dissertation  published 
SQtaie  years  ago. 

*  For  the  fliSerence  between  them  and  the  Highland  ToaJ 
ain,  consult  Mr.  Mac  Donald's  coUeotion  of  the  latter,  pnb- 
Jished  in  the  year  1784. 


I  shall  fint' state  some  ctrcuiiiBtBiicM  tiiai 
seem  to  impetch  the  highoftitiquitjr  of  these  ad«^ 
mired  lays.  In  a  very  rare  and  curious  book/ 
entitled  Scotland's  Cobiplaiat,  printed  at  St.  An- 
drews, soon  after  the  fatal  battle  of  Finkey,  the 
iuthor  takes  oocasiohto  give  a  list  of  the  poems, 
the  tales  and  the  dances^  that  were  then  in  most 
xqpute*  The  poems  are  thirty-five  in  number, 
which^  from  their  titles^  may  have  been  partly 
songs.  The  man  of  system  will,  however,  be . 
Hsortified  to  find  that  the  Hunts  g£  Cheviot  and 
the  bittle  of  Harlow  are  the  only  ones  fiuniliar 
fe  modem  ears.  There  is,  indeed,  one  t  relating 
to  the  Duke  of  Albany  and  Delabante,  who  was 
slain  by  the  Homes,  in  the  minority  of  James 
V.  Hardiknnte  is  one  of  the  tales,  some  of 
iihteh  were  porobably  in  verse;  and  to  the  dance- 
tunes  we  are  equally  strangers.  It  may  be  said, 
tUs  is  Only  a  specimen ;  but  surely  the  author^s 
learning  and  good  sense  would  have  led  him  to 
^efer  excellence  to  mediocrity;  nor  was  he 
likely  to  omit  the  Flowers  of  the  Forest,  or  a 
number  of  other  songs,  which  do  honour  to  thd 
laste  and  feelings  of  his  countrymen.  At  the 
«BDle  time,  this  objection  strikes  wit)i  equal 


^  Sae  Finkeit.  Anc  Pdem.  IntrodL  p.  107.  VoL  iL  p.  543. 
f  PkacvUis'^  Wmrft  Ed.  n78»  p.  901. 
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fcrce  at  the  existence  of  all  our  ancient  jxietij, 
in  direct  opposition  to  the  most  con^mcing  evi« 
d^ce. 

But  this  is  not  all ;  neither  in  the  Bannatyne 
nor  Maitland  collection)  do  we  find  any  of  the 
pastoral  songs  that  are  reckoned  ancient;  ind 
in  the  former,  there  is  but  a  single  humorous  one 
of  any  merit**  From  the  specimens  of  fifty-six 
love  songs  inscribed  in  it,  we  learn,  that  the  au- 
thors were  courtiers  and  scholars,  rather  than 
simple  swains.  If  they  followed  the  model  of 
the  old  English  songs,t  the  music  of  which  wm 
entirely  in  harmony,  it  need  not  be  wondoed 
at,  that  they  were  never  popular  in  a  country 
that  delighted  only  in  simple  melodies. 

Even  this  omission  goes  only  to  prove,  that 
the  compilers  of  the  two  collections  mentioned 
above,  contented  themselves  with  transcribing 
pieces  written  by  poets  who  had  figured  in  the 
republic'of  letters*.  They  were,  perhiqps,  too  fiis- 
tidious  to  gather  the  songs  and  ballads  that 
were  the  delight  of  the  common  people.  But 
though  the  antiquity  of  the  pastoral  and  hn* 
morons  ones  in  question  cannot  be  proved 
fiom  old  manuscripts,  they  may  have  existed  it 

•  Anc  Poems,  156S,  p.  191,  19S.  212. 
f  PinkerU  Aacient  Poems,  voL  u.  p.  i98# 
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a  still  earlier  period,  among  an  idle,  illiterate 
people.     Having  no  connection  with  courts  or 
colleges,  they  were  in  no  hazard  of  forming  to 
tnemselves  an  artificial  taste,  on  guaint  meta- 
physical modek.    In  that  state  of  society,  the 
effusions  of  untaught  genius  are  seldom  com- 
mitted to  writing,  being  handed  down  from  fa- 
ther to  son  by  oral  tradition.    Nothing,  indeed, 
f^  more  easily  acquired,  or  longer  remembered, 
than   songs  or  tales,  conjoined  with   national 
music,  especially  when  the  words  touch  upon 
the  favourite  pursuits  and  passions  of  a  people. 
There  is,  however,  a  circumstance  which  may 
help  to  throw  som^  light  upon  thepres6nt  ques^ 
tion.    The  scene  of  the  finest  pastoral  songs  ia 
commonly  laid  upon  the  Tweed,  or  some  of  its 
tributary  streams :  from  this  it  may  be  inferred, 
that  the  authors  were  natives  of  the  country. 
iTiough,  doubtless,  a  species  of  poetry  and  music 
flourished  there,  long  before  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury,  the  pieces  now  under  consideration  can- 

•  •  • 

not  be  referred  to  the  border  minstrels.  The 
fragments  of  their  compositions  that  have  been 
transmitted  to  us  breathe  a  rugged  spirit,  well 
suited  to  a  people  whose  trade  was  arms,  and 
whose  love-tales  were  sometimes  connected 
with  family  feuds.  Had  the  southern  countries 
been,  at  that  time,  the  favourite  seat  of  pastoral 

VOL.  IV.  z 
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poetiy  and  congenial  vocal  airs,  cap  it  be  inut- 
gined  that  Sir  Richard  Maitland  and  his  daugh- 
ter,  who  lived  in  the  neighbourhood,  would  not 
have  admitted  some  of  the  choicest  pieces  i^to 
their  collection  ?  Supposiqg  the  taste  of  the  Ei- 
ther to  have  been  vitiated  bj  f^I^on,  the  sweet 
jtouches  of  nature  they  omtain  would  have  re- 
commended them  to  a  female  mind.     Among 
the  many  poets  of  that  century,  there  is  none 
to  whom  his  contemporaries  or   biographers 
adjudge  the  palm  of  delineating  rural  manners 
and  rural  scenes,  as  they  actually  existed  in  h^ 
pwn  age  and  country.    The  learned  editw  of 
some  exce^rpts  ^  from  the  Bannatyne  coUection, 
makes  a  very  just  remark  on  the  Golden  Terge 
of  Dunbar :  "  That,  though  rich  in  allegory  and 
description,  the  scene  might  have  been  laid 
with  as  much  propriety  iQ  Italy  as  in  Scotland, 
and  with  more  propriety  dpring  paganism,  than 
in  the  sixteenth  century.'*    The  o^ily  real  Doric 
pieces  in  that  collection  are  Jock  and  Jenny4 
and  the  wife  of  Auchtermuchty,  if  indeed  the 
last  be  as  old  as  the  year  1568. 

In  a  matter  where  no  Hght  can  be  had  from 
history  or  tradition,  one  would  be  disposed  to 


♦  Anc.  Poenu  1598,  p.  227. 

t  Anc  Poem.  1568,  p.  158,  215,  and  316. 
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eonkcAudej  tfaattfae  sweetest  i  and  most  beaatifai 
tunes  were  at  least  clothed  with  new  words^ 
after  the  unian  of  the  crowns,  when  there  was 
no  longer  smy  thing  to  fear>  £rom  enemies  fo- 
reign or  dcmiestic.  The  ishafaitants  of  the  bor* 
ders,  who  had  formerly  been  warriors  from 
choice,  and  husbandmen  from  necessity,  either 
quitted  the  country,  or  were  transfimned  into 
real  shepherds,  easy  in  their  circumstances,  and 
satisfied  with  their  lot.  If  the  rents  wef  e  ;much 
higher  than  in  the  feudal  times,  their  pro&s 
were  much  more  considerable.  Some  sparks 
of  the  chivalry  of  their  forefathers  remained,* 
sufficient  to  inspire  elevation  of  sentiment,  and 
gallantry  towards  the  fair  sex.  The  familiarity 
that  had  long  subsisted  between  the  gentry  and 
commons  could  not  be  all  at  once  obliterated ; 
a  circumstance  which  tended  to  sweeten  rural 
life,  and  to  level  distinctions  of  rank,  whilst  their 
way  of  life  provided  health  of  body,  and  tran« 
quillity  of  mind. 

In  tiiis  lAappy  state  of  innocence,  ease,  and 
serenity  of  temper,  th^  love  of  poetry  and  music 
could  hardly  £ul  to  maintain  its  ground,  though 
it  might  at  length  assume  a  form  more  suited  to 
the  circumstances  of  the  country.  The  minstrels, 

*  Troipart  Biahop  Leslie. 
Z2 
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whose  metrical  tales  used  cmce  to  irouse  Ae 
borders  like  the  trumpet's  sound,  were  now  dis- 
omraged^  and  classed  with  rogues  and  vaga- 
bonds.*   Amidst  those  Arcadian  vales,  one  or 
more  original  geniuses  might  arise,  either  toge- 
ther or  in  succession,  who  were  destined  to 
give  a  new  turn  to  the  taste  of  their  countxymen. 
They  would  have  the  good  sense  to  see,  that 
the  events  and  pursuits  which  checker  private 
Kfe  were  the  fittest  subjects  for  popular  poetry. 
Love,  which  had  formerly  held  a  divided  snay 
with  glory  and  ambition,  became  now  the  mas* 
ter-passion  of  the  soul.     To  pourtray  in  liv^ 
and  delicate  colours,  though  with  a  hasty  hand, 
the  hopes  and  fears,  which,  by  turns,  agitated  the 
breast  of  the  amorous  swain,  affi>rded  ample 
scope  to  the  rural  poet     Some  love  songs,  of 
which  Tibullus  himself  needed  not  have  been 
ashamed,  might  be  composed  by  an  unlettered, 
uneducated  shepherd.    At  least,  if  the  character 
be  assumed,  the  author  speaks  the  language  o^ 
pure  nature,  which  is  not  easily  counterfeited « 
Tlie  images  and  illusions  are  not  purloined  from 
ancient  or  modern  classics,  but  taken  from  real 
life,  and  well-known  scries.    With  unafiected 
tenderness  and  truth,  topics   are  urged  most 

*  1579,  c.  74.. 
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Iflcely  to  softeb  the  heart  of  a  cruel'  atid  coy 
mistressy  and  to  promote  a  happy  union.  Even 
in  such  s  have  a  melancholy  cart,  a  ray  of  hope 
breaks  through  and  dispels  that  deep  and  settled 
gloom,  which  marks  the  sweetest  of  the  Higb^ 
land  vocal  airs. 

Some  of  the  more  Uvely  and  droll  songs  may^ 
perhaps,  appear  to]|the  present  generation  coarse 
and  indelicate.  Such,  however,  was  the  very 
style,  in  which  a  simple  sequestered  people^ 
strangers  to  artificial  rules  of  breeding,  behaved 
in  their  hours  of  gaiety,  and  exuberant  mirtb. 
They  are  still  fiithful  limdscapes  of  the  manners 
and  economics  of  our  old*ftshioned  sheep«>farm^ 
ers.  In  them,  it  must  be  confessed,  some  objects 
are  brought  into  open  view,  which  a  mote  artful 
painter  would  have  thrown  into  diade. 

As  these  heaven-bom  poets  regsu^ed  thetf 
talents  for  versification  as  an  amusement,  not  as 
a  profession,  they  could  not  be  stimulated  to 
exert  tiiemselves  by  the  hopes  of  gain,  or  lite*^ 
^ry  fiime ;  and  therefore,  their  effiisions  being 
commonly  suggested  »by  circumstances,  had  sd^^ 
dom  occasion  to  exceed  the  bounds  of  a  love* 
song  or  a  ballad  of  humour  or  satire;  for  the 
Idve  aiid  hatred  of  the  tuneful  tribe  is  ever  in 
extremes.  These  were  the  compositions  most 
likely  to  please  the  small  circle  of  their  friends 
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and  admirers,  whose  af^laose  diey  "x^kdied  to 
obtain.  As  tfaeif  worics  were  carefulfy  treasured 
up  in  the  memory  of  their  seighbAors,  tfaey 
never  thought  of  printing,  and  seldom  of  coia- 
mitting  any  thing  to  writing.  -  Yet,  now  and 
then,  strangers  of  taste,^  who  were  occasioBaliy 
in  die  country,  nkight  take  copies.  Being  nei- 
ther known  to  th6  learned,  nOr  patronised  by 
the<great,  they  were  allowed  to  live  and  die  io 
quiet  and  obscurity:  And  hence,  by  a  strange 
fatality,  their  story,  and,  at  length,  their  very 
names,  were  totally  forgotten^  at  the  very  time 
when  their  songs  w»;e  universally  estteeoMd* 

Whether  this  conjecture  be  weU  or  iU-fixinded, 
the  moment  that  a  proper  model  for  pastoiii 
flongs  was  exhibited,  there  would  be  no  want  of 
imitators.  To  succeed  ia  this  species  .of  oom^ 
positions,  soundness  of  judgment;  and  seiisil^ty 
of  the  heart,  were  certainly  more  requisitey  dian 
the  flights  of  imagination,  or  pomp  of  mud>ers. 
Though  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  trace  its  aera 
QT  progress^  jet^  in  some  such  way,  capiti^ 
dianges  may  have  taken  place  in  song- writing ; 
and  .hence,  so  ifew:  of  the  pieces  admired  in 
Queen  Marjr's  time  can  now  be  discovered  in 
modem  collections.   *  It  is  also  possible,  though 

*  In  the  voluminous  collection  of  ballads,  begun  by  Mr. 
Bdden,  tmd  finished  by  Mr.  IVpys,  are  several  of  tiie  last  cea- 
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exceedingly  improbable,  that  the  music  may 
have  remained  nearly  the  sam^,  whilst  the 
names  and  words  of  the  tunes  were  entirely  new 
modelled. 

In  this  situation  matters  seem  to  have  stood, 
when  Allan  Ramsay  began  his  poetical  course. 
Of  the  dawnings  and  progression  of  his  genius 
very  little  is  known ;  there  not  being,  I  imagine, 
any  life  of  him  published.  As  he  had  talents 
for  pastoral  poesy  that  were  never  surpassed  in 
any  age  or  country,  so  he  had  considerable  me- 
rit ais  an  editor  of  ancient  pieces  in  that  way* 
Besides  the  Evergreen,  taken  chiefly  from  the 
Bannatyne  manuscript,  he  published  a  well- 
known  collection  of  songs.  From  what  sources 
he  procured  them,  whether  from  manuscripts  or 
books  not  generally  known,  or  from  the  memory 
of  the  aged,  may  perhaps  be  explained  by  some 
persons  still  alive,  who  are  well  acquainted  with 
the  story  of  our  Scottish  Theocritus.  Had  it  not 
be^n  for  the  seasonable  interposition  of  him,  and 
his  friends,  a  number  of  old  songs  would  soon 
have  perished  irrecoverably :  but,  spite  of  all  their 

tury,*)*  to  Scottish  tunes.  Though  these  are  still  known  and 
lidmired,  not  a  word  is  said  of  the  names  or  abodes  of  the 
authors,  or  of  the  time  they  flourished. 

.»  ' 

i  Pinkerton*!  AncitBt  Poems,  toI.  il.  p.  4i7. 


S44t  THBGLfiAKSlU  KO^  17& 

industry,  pieces  of  unquestioned  merit,  and  eoD- 
sderable  antiquity,  miglit  elude  th^ir  seardi, 
and  lie  concealed  in  a  remote  district,  or  a  aiih 
gle  fiunily,  till  chance  threw  some  stranger  in 
the  way,  who  took  care  to  make  them  pidblic 

I^  in  the  Evergreen,  he  rashly  attempted  to 
improve  some  of  his  originals,  in  all  probability 
he  used  still  greater  freedoms  with  the  songs 
and  ballads;  not  a  few  of  whidti  had  been  frails^, 
mitted  from  one  generation  to  another  by  tia- 
dition.  What  polish,  or  variations,  he,  or  his 
fellow-editors,  thought  proper  to  give  these 
pieces,  cannot  be  known,  till  manuscripts  older 
than  the  present  century  shall  be  prodvced 
To  a  good  many  tunes,  which  either  hud  no 
words,  or  only  ludicrous  fragments,  he  made 
verses  worthy  of  the  sweet  melodies  which  th^ 
accompanied ;  worthy  indeed  of  a  poet  of  ih^ 
golden  age.  They  are  perfectly  intel^^e 
to  every  rustic,  yet  justly  admired  by  persons  4^ 
refined  taste,  as  the  genuine  o&pring  of  the  pao^ 
toral  muse.  The  numbers  are  easy  and  flowii^} 
though  just  and  natural,  expressed  with  a  ten^^ 
derness  and  simplicity  that  touch  the  heart 
With  great  judgment,  he  left  the  old  songs,  at 
least,  their  original  garb ;  but  in  those  that  are 
printed  among  his  works,  he  appears  to  hay^ 


allied  at  dressing  th^m  up  in  an  Epglish  idlam» 
the  ^liiief  Scotticism  being  tiie  sounds  of  the 
vowels  and  the  softening  ^f  certain  consonants, 
Bwt  thut  idgnified  little  to  the  persons  that  were 
to.sipg  dieoi^  as  they  could  not  help  giving, 
them  n  provincial  cast.  In  some  respects,  he 
h^idi  piB^uliarad  vantages :  a  song  in  the  dialect 
of  CumberlaQdy  or  Sirniersetshire^  copld  hardly, 
l}€^p0pu)<ir  in  England,  because  it  was  never 
spoken  by  people  of  fashion ;  whereas,  in  the 
days  ^of  Allan  Ramsay,  every  Scotchman ,  from 
the  peer  to  the  shepherd,  spok^  a  truly  Doric 
lufiguagef  It  is  true,  the  English  moralists 
aod.  poets  were  by  that  time  universally  read 
by  every  person  of  condition,  and  consi* 
4er<ed  a$  standards  for  poUte  writing.  But 
aS;  national  attachments  and  dislikes  were  still 
ttripng,  the  busy,  the  Jeamed,  and  the  gay» 
continued  to  express  themselves  as  their  Hbl^ 
thers  had  done;  and  that  with  an  elegance 
and  force,  of  which  the  young  part  of.  your 
readers  (whose  prejudices  are  all  English)  can- 
not have  a  just*  notion.  I  am  old  enough  to 
have  conversed  with  Mr.  Spittal  of  Leuchat,  a 
acholar  and  man  of  fashion,  who  survived  all 
the  members  of  the  union  parliament  in  which 
he  sat..    His  pronunciation  and  phraseology  dif* 
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fered  as  much  from  the  Scotch  commonly  spdke&V 
as  the  language  of  St.  James's  from  that  of 
Thames  street.  Had  we  retained  a  court  and 
parliament  of  our  own,  the  tongues  of  the  two 
sister-kingdoms  would  indeed  have  diflered  like 
the  Castilian  and  Portuguese ;  but  each  would 
have  had  its  own  classics,  not  in  a  single  branch, 
but  in  the  whole  circle  of  polite  literature. 

As  the  company  and  conversation  of  Allan 
Ramsay  were  greatly  courted  by  men  of  wit  and 
&shion  of  his  day,  so  several  of  tliein,  by  his 
persuasion,  attempted  to  write  poetry  in  his 
manner.  Persons,  too  lazy  or  too  dissipated  to 
diink  of  compositions  that  required  much  eMr« 
tion,  succeeded  very  happily  in  making  t^ider 
sonnets  to  favourite  tunes,  in  complimait  to 
their  .mistresses  :*  and,  as  became  their  assomed 
chajcacter,  they  caught  easily  the  language  of  im^ 
passioned  shepherds. 

I  shall  conclude  with  some  queries. 

1st.  What  is  the  oldest  book  of  Low-land  vocal 
airs  in  Scots,  either  in  public  or  private  collec- 

♦  I  shall  mention  one  instance : — Above  sixty  yean  ago, 
Mc  Rofaiert  Crawford,  eldest  brother  of  the  late  AnchiaMKi^ 
wrote  the  modem  song  of  Tweed  Side.  Of  the  old  one,  my 
informer  could  only  recollect  a  few  words :  "  I  carried  mf 
noddle  so  high/* 
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tionsl^^Some  of  their  names  are  doubtlesis  an* 
<nenti.  We  have  a  tradition^  that  fiie  second  bi- 
shop Chisholm  of  Dunblane  used  to  say,  ^*  Was 
he  to  be  hanged,  nothing  would  soothe  his  mind 
so  ttiuch  by  the  way,  as  to  hear  the  tune  ^  Clout 
the  Cauldron '  played.** 

2d.  Did  not  Oswald  the  musician  make  a  new 
model  of  a  number  of  tunes  ? 

3d.  MHiat  is  the  most  ancient  manuscript  or 
printed  book,  in  which  the  songs  that  carry  in-« 
trinsic  marks  of  antiquity  are  inserted  ? — ^From 
the  well*known  accuracy  of  the  gentleman  who 
supplied  Dr.  Percy  with  some  beautiful  ones,* 
I  suspect  they  had  never  appeared  in  print  till 
Allan  Ramsajr's  time. 

4iJi.  How  many  of  the  tunes,  connected  with 
indecent  or  ludicrous  words,  appear,  from  their 
structure,  to  have  been  originally  church  an- 
diems  ? 

5th.  In  the  book  called  ^^  Ane  compendious 
boke  of  Godlie  Sangs,''  is  it  possible  to  discern 
any  thing  like  these  now  knoMni  among  the  ones 
^^  written  to  the  tunes  of  pro&ne  ballads  com- 
mon in  1597?''  A  specimen  of  these  was 
printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  1765. 

*  Heliques  of  Ancient  Poetry. 
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6th.  In  whose  hands  are  the  Manuscripts  of 
AUan  Ramsay,  and  Thomson  the  publisher  of 
the  Orpheus  Caledonius  i    I  am. 

Sir,  Yours,  &c. 

March,  J.  RuKCOU. 

1791.  Thb  Bex,  vd.  iL  p.  201,  Apdl  13, 1791. 

Much  light  has  been  lately  thrown  upon  the  origin  and 
antiquity  of  the  Scotish  Ballad  and  8ong»  by  the  CoDectiooi 
of  Walter  Scott  and  Mr.  Jamieson,  to  which  the  reader  it  le- 
fimred. 
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No.  CLXXVII. 

Raro  antecedeatem  tceleitaiOy 
Deieniit  pede  poena  elavdo. 

HORAT. 

Yet  with  rare  steps,  thoa^  lame  and  slow. 
Justice  o'ertaket  tlie  trembling  filial n'i  speed. 

Fbamcis. 

ssasssassssssBEX 


Xhose  personages  who  form  the  subject  of  the 
following  pages,  though  long  since  mouldered 
into  dust,  must  present,  in  the  recital  of  their 
history,  a  striking  instance  to  the  reader,  of  the 
punishment  attendant  on  vice,  and  the  rewardsi 
which  follow  virtue. 

In  one  of  the  small  villages,  with  which  the 
south  of  France  abounds,  lived  a  peasant,  whose 
only  wealth  consisted  in  those  mental  posses* 
sions  which  adorn  greatness,  and  dignify  po- 
verty.  He  had  acquired,  by  the  integrity  of  his 
lieart,  and  the  honesty  of  his  principles,  the  es« 
teem  of  all  his  neighbours,  and  the  approbation 
of  the  master  whom  he  long  had  served  in  the 
capacity  of  under  bailiff.  He  gained  an  honest 
livelihood  by  indefatigable  industry,  and  in  his 
hours  of  leisure  he  delighted  in  the  discharge 
of  his  parental  duty,  by  cultivating  the  native 
graces  of  an  only  child.     £mnia,  at  the  age  of 
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eighteen,  was  lovely  in  her  person,  gentle  in  her 
manners,  and  virtuous  in  her  principles.  Their 
cottage  was  the  scene  of  rustic  peace,  and  their 
little  garden  a  bower  of  intermingled  sweets* 
Bernard  had  long  served,  with  fidelity  and  zeal, 
the  Marquis  of  Clairville,  who  possesse4  a  sump- 
tuous chateau  and  extensive  domains  in  the 
neighbourhood.  Jjyistice,  generosity,  and  innate 
excellence  of  heart,  were  his  characteristics;  and 
be  was  the  idol  of  the  surrounding  country,  as 
well  as  of  all  those  who  were  happy  in  his  ac- 
quaintance. The  innocent  Emma  assisted  her 
Other's  honest  toils  by  employing  herself  in 
spinning  and  netting,  which  contributed  to  ac- 
quire those  comforts  that  rendered  them  happy 
and  contented* 

The  duty  and  afiection  of  Emma  was  mqMu 
lalleled :  oft  would  she  climb  the  verdant  steeps 
or  wander  in  the  silent  vale,  to  wait  the  return 
of  her  father  from  his  daily  labours,  when  the 
evening  sun  cast  its  £unt  gleams  upoa  the  sum- 
mer scene.  Sometimes,  seated  by  this  venerable 
isire,  she  discoursed  with  him  on  the  virtues  of 
her  departed  mother,  whom  &te  bad  summoned 
fixMU  the  world  in  the  early  infancy  of  her 
daughter ;  and  they  shed  the  mutual  tears  of 
genuine  sorrow  and  r^ret  to  her  loved  memory. 
Sometimes,  in  the  seasons  of  festivi^,  Emaia 
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would  join  in  the  rural  dance  with  the  villagers, 
or  chant  her  melodious  potes  to  the  soft  flutes  of 
the  youthful  peasants^ 

How  oflen  has  she  blessed  the  coming  day. 
When  toil,  relenting,  lent  its  turn  to  play; 
And  all  the  villi^e  train,  from  labour  free. 
Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  spreading  tree ; 
While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shade* 
Jhe  young  contending,  while  the  old  survey'd. 

Goldsmith. 

Such  was  the  life  led  by  Emma  and  her  fa- 
ther; though  fortune  enriched  them  not  with 
her  golden  stores', peace  and  conscious  innocence 
smiled  in  each  countenance,  and  bestowed  on 
them  that  imdisturbed  happiness,  which  seldom 
visits  the  gilded  roofs  of  gorgeous  palaces.  But 
they  were  too  soon  destined  to  experience  a 
iatal  calamity,  in  the  death  of  the  Marquis  de 
Clairville,  whose  loss  was  universally  lamented. 
!f  or  some  days  af):er  his  decease,  the  eyes  of  his 
tenants  and  dependants  ceased  not  to  flow  with 
tears  of  gratitude  and  sorrow*  At  the  funeral 
of  the  marquis,  conducted  with  all  the  pomp 
due  to  his  rank  and  distinguished  station,  the 
inhabitants  of  the  surrounding  hamlets  attended: 
grief  was  imprinted  on  every  countenance,  as 
they  followed  the  body  in  mute  dejection,  A 
young  stranger,  returning  to  Switzerland,  from 
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a  tour,  which  he  had  taken  oh  the  continent, 
chanced  to  strike  out  of  the  road   as   he  ap- 
proached near  the  castle,  tempted  by  the  beauty 
of  the  long  avenues  which  led  to  it.    He  reach- 
ed the  gates  just  as  the  mournful  procession  was 
beginning  to  move.    Inquiring  the  name  of  the 
deceased,  one  of  the  peasants  informed  him, 
that  in  their  master,  the  Marquis  de  Clairville, 
they  had  lost  the  best  of  lords,  and  most  gene* 
rous  of  patrons ;  the  tears  which  rolled  down 
h!s  chiedks  as  he  spoke,  gave  evidence  to  his 
feelings.  Albiert  dismounted  from  his  horse,  Md 
giving  charge  of  it  to  his  servant,  mingled  wit! 
the  peasantry,  and  nuiving  slowly  arrived  with 
them  at  the  church,  about  half  a  mile  distant, 
where  the  remains  of  Clairville  were  to  be  de- 
posited in  the  vault  of  his  ancestors :  he  placed 
himself  near  the  grave :  before  the  ceremony 
was  ended,  and  while  a  solemn  dirge  Was  chant- 
ing, he  observed  the  mourners  to  &\l  back,  and 
form  on  each  side  an  opening,  through  which 
be  beheld  advancing  a  group  of  village  maidens, 
with  baskets  of  flowers  on  their  arms,  which 
they  strewed  in  profusion  over  the  coffin.    Al- 
bert's attention  was  soon  attracted  towards  the 
loveliest  object  he  had  ever  beheld}  she  was  dis- 
tinguished from  her  companions  by  a  superior 
elegance  of  mien  and  grace  of  Mature, — she 
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woie  a  vest  of  white  alufF,  fitted  to  her  shape^ 

and  around  her  slender  waiat  was  hound  a  scarf 

of  black  gauze }  a  smatt  cap^  whiter  thnn  Alpiiie 

snows,  attempted  vainljr  to  confine  her  ihxea 

tresses,  whieh  fell:  m  wavipg  ringlets  on  her 

fi^Mmlders,  and  strayed  over  her  &ir  ftrehead^ 

When  i)hft  had  emptied  the  iragpant  contents  of 

her  basket,  she  bent  on  one  knee  upon  the  brink 

of  the  gwre,  then  raising  her  tearAil  eyes  of 

celestial  blue  to  heaven,  she  seemed  to  breatho 

a  silent  prayer  fbr  the  soul  of  the  depfp:*led 

marquis;   then,  accompanied  by   the  viflag« 

maidens,  she  returned  from  the  spot,  passing 

through  the  vacancy  which  again  was  Ibrmod 

fiur  them.    Albert  followed  the  sweet  moumep^ 

who,  bidding  adieu  to  her  associates,  moved 

down  the  church,  k)oking  around  with  anxious 

tyes,  as  if  in  quest  of  scHne  object  interesting  to 

her  affections:    suddenly  die  sprang  towards 

a  venerable  old  man,  who  was  tott#i4ng  to  the 

porch,  and  throwing  ground  lum  her  &ir  arms, 

she  supported  him  to  a^seat,  wbere,  placing 

herself  by  him,  they  passed  some  moments  in 

tile  eloquent  silence  of  unaffected  ^ie£    Never 

had  Albert  beheld  so  beaiitiftil  a  picture. — It 

was  £mma,^-who  supported  on  her  bosom  the 

aiivflJT  h^ad  of  Bernard,  while  from  hej:  eyes, 

tear  after  tear,  in  quick  succession,  dropped  on 
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iiirrowed  cheek!  Uhe  stiranger  respected 
too  mttdh  their  mutual  grief  to  interrupt  it ;  asd 
perceiving  the  funeral  train  returning  from  the 
grave,  he  accosted  one  of  the  peasants  who  was 
nearest  him,  and  eagerlj  inquired  the  name  of 
the  maiden  wiio  seemed  to  lead  the  young  group 
that  strewed  flowers  at  the  grav^ :  the  peasant 
gave  Albert  every  information  which  he  d^ 
sired  y  and,  as  the  day  was  declining  &sty  hi 
offered  the  travdler  a  bed  at  bis  cottage,  wfaicfa, 
being  contiguous  to  that  of  Bernard,  proved  a 
temptation  not  to  be  resisted.  Honest  Fierot 
led  Albert  a  short  cut  through  some  fields ;  and, 
afler  having  recommended  his  guest  to  the 
attention  of  his  wife,  he  hastened  to  the  castle 
gates,  in  quest  of  the  servant  whom  Albert  had 
ordered  to^  wait  there  his  return.  In  thb 
humble  but  neat  dwelling,  the  young  stranger 
determined  to  reside  some  days,  under  pretence 
of  exploring,  at  his  leisure,  the  extensive  domains 
of  the  castle,  but  in  reality  to  introduce  himsdf 
to  the  lovely  Emma  and  her  father.  The 
impression,  which  her  artless  beauty  had  made 
on  his  heart,  uras  of  so  serious  a  nature,  thit  he 
indulged  the  hopes  of  making  her  his  wife,  if  he 
found,  on  acquaintance,  her  mind  as  charming 
as  her  person,  and  she  would  accept  his  profiered 
vow?. 
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/  >We  must  mike  a  short  Agression  while  w^ 
letiira  to  the  state  of  the  hxwly  afiairs  of 
the  late  marquis,  for  some  years  previous  to  his 
decease.  He  had  been  married,  late  in  life,  to 
an  amiable  and  accomplished  woman^  by  whom 
be  had :  an  only  son :  having  passed  the  winter 
at  i  Paris,  he  was  unexpectedly  called  away  to 
attend  some  important  business  at  Clairvalle* 
castle ;  he  set  off  immediately,  leaving  his  lady 
and  an  iniant  son,  then  about  three  years  old^ 
to  follow.  After  the  fittigues  of  a  busy  day,  on 
the  evening  that  he  expected  the  marchioness 
to  arrive,  he  was  waiting  her  approach  upon  a 
terrace  which  commanded  his  fine  park :  as  his 
anxious  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  grand 
avenue,  which  led  to  the  castle,  he  perceived 
one  of  the  domestics  who  had  been  left  to  attend 
her,  advancing,  with  as  much  speed  as  the  tired 
state  of  his  horse  would  aUow:  the  marquis 
hastened  towards  him  to  receive  tidings  of  hi9 
beloved  wife;  but  what  were  his  i3ensations,whei| 
the  servant  informed  him  that  the  carriage  of 
the  <  msu'chioness  and  her  retinue  had  been 
Irtta^ked  by  an  armed  banditti,  who  rushed  out 
of  a  wood  about  a  league  distant  from  the  castle : 
.The  attendants,  who  were  likewise  armed,  sur- 
rounded the  carriage,  and,  for  some  time,  made 
a  stout  resistance ;  but  he  had  every  teason  to  fear 
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tfiftt^  overpowered  by  numbers,  ifiey  had  sMrce 
si  chance  of  defetidrng  their  itiistress  At>tt  the 
ftiry  of  these  assasstns,  and  in  all  probabfliQr  tbejr 
hod  Men  victims  with  her  io  the  murdetoiw 
swords  of  their  assailants.  The  mememger  ef 
thete  dreadfiil  tidings  had  been  tempted^  bf  m 
early  iigbt,  to  escape  to  the  casde,  impdied  by 
ike  ffeeble  hope  of  gaining  them  some  MnsiaMe; 
but  the  road  being  solitary  which  led  to  Ike 
chateau,  he  had  met  no  human  being  m  hii 
way.  The  marquis  lost  no  time  ist  welen 
lamentations,  but  instantly  arming  himwif  and 
several  of  his  brave  domesti<;s,  who  were  ready 
to  eiicobnter  any  danger  fbr  so  beloved  m 
ihey  mounted  their  horses,  and  in  a  short 
df  time  reached  the  £itid  spot :  thfj  hme  finad 
a  spectacle  of  horror,  the  mangled  bodies  0f  the 
lerv&nts  lay  prostrate  and  liblesa  romd  the 
catiriflig^,  in  which  the  mmtlered  marchioBesi 
and  her  two  women  remained,  with  womids  yet 
bleedings  !--In  the  midst  of  this  desolatioB,  die 
marquis  sought  in  vahi  his  in&nt  eon,  whose 
absence  inspired,  amidst  his  sorrows,  a  secrrt 
and  presaging  1k^  that  he  had  been  eithtf 
rescued  or  preserved :  he  placed  himself  and  fail 
i^Uowers  in  ambuscade  in  the  wood  fbr  the  re- 
mainder of  the  day,  with  a  view  to  surprise  the 
should  they  return  at  night,  and  eUier 


KO*  177.  Tfifi  O&BANCR.  S£7 

revenge  ffhis  >  faorrid  masaacre,  or  fall  in  tl^ 
latteoofptv^^^isfaqpes  were  Vain;  the  wr^tcheiS) 
.aated  miih  iheir  bloody  deeds^  approadbed  no 
more  the  fiital  apot.  Early  the  ensuing  momiiig, 
ibey  h»guSL  to  remove  the  olaughtered  viictiins  ; 
tliey  |)ad  been  joined  by  all  the  neighbourini; 
Tittagersy  who  aaiated  in  the  sad  offiee.  A^  ^ 
liiey  mer^  raising  aome  of  the  lifeless  attendants, 
ibey  were  atartled  by  a  groan  from  one  of  the 
iiodiea;  on  an  immediate  search,  they  found 
a  dying  ^taraoger,  whom  they  concluded  to  be 
one  <if  tibe  banditti,  who  iiad  fallen  by  i^eba^da 
of  tibe  domestics,  during  the  contest ;  and  who 
had«  probably,  &om  being  concealed  under 
several  dead  bodies,  escaped  the  recollection  ^ 
the  yi]lains.<^*-*They  raised  and  supporti^d  the 
woimded  dvretch ;  hoping,  if  he  recovered,  by 
ihe  asaiaianee  of  a  surgeon  who  had  followed 
the  marquis^  by  lus  orders,  to  this  scene  of  death, 
aadfaadin  vain  attempted  to  restore  the  mar- 
ehioneas  and  her  unfortunate  suite,  they  might 
obtain  infermation  of  the  fate  of  th^ ,  young 
marquis* 

He  seemed  to  revive  a  lit^^  by  m  efiect^ 
which  the  attention  had  upon  him*  The  mar^ 
qiais  Bamsfxd  in  enpportiiig  him»  wtiJlt  the  sur«- 
gefin  poured  a  qordbl  down  his  throat — His 
&€Mlti6s^iniaiNne.de9r^e^  appfeaaed  to  jeturn^  jh@ 
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gazed  on  the  marquis  atid '  attempted  to  speak, 
hat  in  vain.    Clairville  then  addressed  him  thm : 
*^  I  conjure  thee  by  thy  hopes  of  mercy  here  and 
hereafter,  tell  me,  if  thou  hast  power  to  speak, 
where  is  my  son  ?— does  he  survive  ?  Answer  that 
question  only  for  the  present,  and  I  will  wait  the 
event  of  thy  recovery  for  farther  information.'' 
The  dying  man  made  repeated  efforts  to  ar- 
ticulate, but,  for  some  moments,  he  remained 
speechless:  at  length  he  faintly  uttered,  **  Young 
Clairville  lives.  •'    He  could  no  more, — the  ex* 
ertion  overcame  him,  and,  successive  con vulsions 
seizing  his  whole  frame,  he  expired  in  agonies. 
This  confession,  in  the  midst  of  so  severe  an 
affliction,  long  kept  alive  in  the  bosom  of  the 
marquis  some  feeble  embers  of  expiring  hope : 
he  returned  to  his  solitary  castle,  so  late  the 
scene  of  all  his  happiness,  where  he  shut  him* 
self  up  for  several  days,  to  give  vent  to  the 
first  emotions  of  his  just  sorrows.    The  suspense, 
which  he  yet  endured,  relative  to  his  son's  dies- 
tiny,  had  such  an  effect  upon  his  ^mits,  that  he 
determined  to  retire  whoUy  from   the  world, 
and  to  dieplore,  in  the  si^tude  of  his  castle,  Ae 
misfortunes  of  his  &mily :  but  he  did  not  so 
much  yield  to  the  impresskxis  of  grfe^  as  to  be 
regardless  of  his  tenants  and  dependents:  his  ge? 
nerous  nature  would  not  penmt  him  to  be  on? 
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mindful  of  their  interests ;  they  had  long  been 
the  objects  of  his  bounty,  they  now  became 
the  children  of  his  ad(^tion ;  and,  lost  to  domes- 
tic  felicity,  he  centred  all  his  remaining  con- 
solation, in  dispensing  happiness  to  all  around 
him.  Years  followed  years,  in  this  manner; 
every  search  after  his  beloved  son  had  been 
fruitless ;  and  he  long  ceased  to  indulge  the  flat- 
tering prospect,  which  he  had  at  first  entertained 
of  recovering  his  lost  treasure ;  and  though  his 
pious  resignation  permitted  him  not  to  murmur 
at  the  decrees  of  Provid^ice,  yet  no  ray  of  hope 
cheered  his  declining  age. 

He  beheld  death  approaching,  with  that  se- 
cret satis&ction,  which  anticipated  a  blest  re« 
imion  with  those  dear  objects,  who  had  already^ 
so  long  partaken  of  the  rewards  of  innocence 
and  virtue.  On  the  decease  of  the  marquis,  his 
estate  devolved,  by  inheritance,  on  the  Baron 
de  Morenzi,  who  was  of  a  character  haughty, 
cruel,  and  revengeftil ;  whose  reason  and  actions 
were  subservient  to  his  passions,  and  ^ho  scru- 
pled not  at  the  commission  of  any  excess,  to 
gratify  his  ambition,  his  avarice,  or  his  sen- 
suality. 

Over  these  vices  he  had,  by  art  and  cunning, 
drawn  a  veil,  which  imposed  on  strangers ;  and 
to  unfold  which,  a  considerable  share  of  saga- 
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city  a»d  pAietratkm  i^w  requsoM:  ^n  Aon 
wiiom  ilk  heart  isecredy  detested^  fae  could 
soule  wkk  leafte.  A  -dbaradKr  to  li)y»ciiticarf» 
oottld  not  &il  «if  bel:oteiis  tibe  aversion  df  the 
tc^aoent  oouBtry :  Sx  hoimver  the  deoiohw 
HMty  oonceldi  hts  vtoe8»  in  the  fixiBafities  <f 
ceaitts  «yid  pubfic  Uh^  tkey  ^viil  ahmys  appor 
im  (heir  <iue  light»  to  those,  tt>  wlmm  thej^  aie 
dl^tiecta  of  Betdher  ielur  mtnr  tncgtrdL  ifis  nar 
fliisaSs  and  ^tifendtimta  reoioMecL  la  apcckaai  of 
that  treatment  which  Aexy  w^re  hi  fixtam  tott^ 
pect^  from  the  6nt  nuMHent  of  his  Hrrival  «t  hh 
new  abode. 

.  I^  hid  cottected  togetbtr  f  II  the  camt  d 
ike  caddes  tb  <!elebrate  his  approach*.  ^  Wfafere» 
fbre,''  «aidhe,  as  he  descended  from  his  ^mraagB^ 
^^  nre  ymt  asaesibled  hcK  widi  gfedmj  £iDes  nod 
slible  habfthmeiitsf  Is  this  the  lireiioome  jm  gim 
yoiu*  tiew  lord  ?  I  think  you  miglht  hmvc  sfamd 
the^  trapfMtgs  e£  woe  for  a  departed  oMftter^ 
to  Irait  ?witb  joy  the  ^xnmtuaids  t)f  his  suocm- 
wf/"  A  iHitvefaai  sflence  succeeded  this  «ft^ 
^acioos  haffafigue,  which  so  cx&speiUed  tbr 
hatoiH  l(rho  expected  to  be  raoebed  with  aedb^ 
mations  of  pleasure,  that  he  broke  forth  n  the 
feUbwiug  wetrds :  ^^  BejlaFt,  you  ramimist)f4iiat 
ittdoleat  aupinenesi^  which  marioed  the  chanuv 
Jor  -of  km  m^m  you  nxmcn  in  vam^-^Mquit  my 


cMtey  and  if  yoa  hkvemij  bimtkin  tb  ti^sact^ 
I  ijfcfer  foil  to  flijr  steward,  wlio  baa  attended  ma 
Ulher^.  aad  ^vho  wiU.  im^ot  to  joa  my  coim 
iMada/^  A\ved  aad  shodced  to  silenoe,  dif 
iknaiUe  tram  retired  imm  the  presence  of  a  maa^ 
jphooe  domniioa  orer  them  promised  notking 
imt  the  tixeitioai  of  tyraimy  and  oj^reasioQ.  ht 
•  dqr  or  two  after  his  arrival,  the  ^ptem  of  a£> 
tmm  was  fcntirely  changed  >-^4be  old  stewaanl 
was  discarded,  and  his  place  supplied  bf  a  ms$^ 
who  had  jjained  the  confidence  of  the  baron  by 
the  abject  servility  of  his  flattery. 

The  faithful  servants  were  discharged,  and 
succeeded  by  others  who  had  been  the  instru- 
ments of  his  vices.  Bernard  only,  and  a  few 
more,  who  from  the  meanness  of  their  situations  . 
had  escaped  his  notice,  were  still  permitted  to 
occupy  their  several  departments.  Instead  of 
the  condescension,  with  which  their  late  lord  had 
treated  all  around  him,  the  new  master  of  these 
domains  kept  them  at  an  awful  distance,  and 
never  permitted  the  plaints  of  poverty  to  reach 
his  ear,  or  the  groans  of  oppression  to  plead  for 
mercy :  suffering  virtue  never  obtained  redress 
.from  his  compassion,  nor  innocence  from  his 
justice.  He  had  lived  a  life  of  luxury  and  de- 
bauchery, which  had  involved  his  private  fortune 
in  difficulties^  from  which  his  great  acquisition 
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was  calculated  to  extricate  him.  A  mnltitiide 
of  impOTtonate  creditors  disturbed  tlie  fint 
moments  of  smiHng  fortune;  and  instead  of  ap- 
propriating to  the  pa3ntnent  of  his  debts  a  pirt 
of  the  princety  revenue,  the  enjoyment  of  wUdi 
he  so  little  merited,  such  was  his  mean  avaricci 
that  he  immediately  devoted  to  the  ase  samt 
loRj  rows  of  venerable  trees,  for  many  succes- 
ahre  centuries  the  greatest  pride  and  ornament 
ef  the  castle  of  ClairviUe. 

Ths  Ranger,  No.  3S,  May  51, 1791. 


JIO.  17s.  THE  CLBJtMEK.  CM' 


No.  CLXXVIII. 


Raro  aotecedeDtcm  tcdeftim 
Descmit  pcde  pcena  ctendo. 

Yet  with  tore  stejM,  though  lanie  and  dow, 
Jtftice  •^rUkcs  the  trcpibliiii  vUlaia^s  tpce^. 


We  will  finish  oi^r  digression  and  return  to 
Albert,  who  soon  gained  that  introduction,  at 
the  cottage  of  Bernard,  which  he  >so  anxiously 
$ought ;  and  by  frequenting  the  society  of  thid 
worthy  old  man,  he  had  daily  opportunities  of 
seeing  and  conversing  with  his  lovely  daughter. 
Powerfully  charmed,  at  fu-st  sight,  by  her  per^ 
sonal  attractions,  he  now  found,  on  acquaint- 
ance, an  irresistible  fascination  in  the  superior 
beauties  of  her  mind.  Nature  had  formed  her 
sentiments  just, ^delicate,  and  virtuous;  and  her 
education  had,  for  two  years,  received  ^eat  ad- 
vantage from  a  frequent  intercourse  with  a  lady 
of  birdi  and  distinguished  talents,  who  had,  on 
the  decease  of  her  husband,  retired  into  a  small 
habitation,  situated  in  a  vale  near  Bernard's 
cottage :  this  amiable  widow  had  lived  many 
years  in  the  great  world,  and  had  partaken  both 
of  its  prosperity  and  adversity,  sufficiently  to 
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shew  her  the  instalnlity  of  fortune :  with  her 
beloved  lord,  she  liad  lost  the  superfluities  of 
life;  but,  satisfied  with  competence,  she  devoted 
the  remainder  of  her  days  to  solitude  and  re- 
ligion. 

She  conceived  for  the  young  Emipa,  then 
just  fifteen,  it  Strang  attachment,  and  easily 
obtained  Berhard^a  permission  for  his  daughter's 
frequent  visits.  The  good  woman  delighted  in 
cultivating  a  mind,  whose  capacity  and  genius 
promised  every  success ;  Eauna  reiKl  aloud  ibr 
hoursip  iiwatenriq>tedly,  to  her  Idnd  ^patroness, 
and  xead  with  an  attention,  that  impreased  upon 
bar  memory  ev^  thing  wwthy  to  be  retajned; 
md  tine  aiOgects  were  constantly  catcuh^d  tp 
impi^ve  the  morals  sand  enlarge  the  understmd^ 
lag.  At  tfie  ^d  of  two  years,  death  atoppsd 
the  progress  of  Emma's  educatkw,  by  soddenly 
^epriyiog  her  of  this  most  exoelknt  firiead ;  her 
little  income  reverted  to  the  &maly  of  hier  hos- 
l)and,  and  due  had  nothing  to  leave  the  child  of 
her  ad<^on,  but  the  simple  furniture  of  her 
little  dwellings  Eiiuiia  oaouraed,  with  aftc* 
(tqnate  regret,  a  loss  so  great ;  but  detennined 
^  persevere  in  diose  studies,  for  whidi  die  had 
a^uined  so  ocHreet  a  tastt  i  and  which  she  was 
happily  enabled  to  do^by  becomixig  Ab  possessor 
qf  thisti^uahle  and  select  coUeotion  ;of  books, 
wd^ch  fomed  the  wnfdl  iihnry  of  the  deceased. 
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By  tmng  mny  eaaify  in  the  neraiiig,  Bnina  wag 
enabled  to  punue  her  &9mmU  employmtatg 
withont  trespawring  on  tiiose  hourf,  when  bet 
fiial  duties  or  domestic  caret  desmided  her 
attention. 

Young  Albert  soon  discovered  in  tlie  conrer* 
sation  of  Bemard^s  lovely  daughter^  a  well  in* 
formed  mind^  and  an  understanding  '^ich 
blended  the  artless  simplicity  of  rural  lift,  with 
the  more  refined  sentiments  of  cultivated  edu- 
cation. 

The  mental  acoompli^ments  of  Emma,  com* 
pleted  the  conquest  which  her  beauty  had 
iiegun,  in  the  heart  of  Albert }  nor  was  it  long 
ere  a  reciprocal  and  gentle  flame  was  communi- 
cated to  her  bosonu  The  young  and  ardent  loiver, 
in  the  first  flattering  moment  of  aspiring  hope^ 
declared  his  pasMon,  and  ofiered  at  her  ftet  his 
honourable  vows:  she  blushed  modestly,  and 
re&rred  her  assent  to  her  fiither'swilL  The 
heart  of  Bernard,  at  diis  unexpected  proposal, 
felt  all  a  father's  rapture^  but  the  strict  rec- 
titude of  his  sentiments  checked  the  momentary 
joy;  and,  widi  that  honest  sincerity  which  mark- 
ed his  character,  he  declined  so  une^^  an 
alliance,  and  represented  to  his  young  firiend 
the  impropriety  of  his  Ibmnng  any  union  ua^ 
sanctioned  by  his  fiunSly.    ^^  Accept  our  grati- 


tvde^''  ffUd  Beraud/  f *  £»*  the '  honour  which 
yDo  intend  ua ;  woe  you  less  distinguished  by 
wnk  and  fortuiiity  I  should  be  proud  to  caU  yoB 
son:  Esraui^s  only  dowo  is  virtue,   and  her 
birth  is  too  humble  for  her  to  become  your 
wife.    Never  shall  false  vanky  nor  sordid  ia« 
terest,  betray  me  to  an  action  at  which  my 
conscience  would  revolt.     I  will  still  be  worthy 
your  esteem,   and  the  diild  whom  you  hare 
honoured  ii^ith  your  love,  shall  merit,  at  least 
by  her  conduct,  the  rank  to  which  you  would 
generously  raise  her  >-^but  you  must  meet  no 
more;  this  is  the  stem  decree   of  unsullied 
virtue,  and  irreproachable  honor^    Return  to 
your  native    country,    with  every  wish  that 
grateful  firiendship  can  best(»w."     Albert  had 
listened  in  silent  adsairation  to  the  worda  of 
Emma's    venerable    fiufcber  :  —  when    Bernard 
ceased  to  speak,  he  thus  replied,  <^  CbuM  1 
oSer  a  diadem  to  your  incomparable  diughto*, 
she  would,  by  accepting  it,   confer,  and  not 
receive  the  honour.  I  would  not  have  presumed 
to  solicit  her  affections  or  her  hand,  could  I 
have  admitted  a  doubt  of  my  father's  approba- 
tion o£  a  choice  directed  by  reason  and  sanc- 
tioned by  virtue.    I  will  renew  no  more  my 
humble  suit,  till  authorised  by  him  to  demand 
the  hand  of  Emma :  farewell !  my  return  hitho' 
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ahall  be  as  rapid  as  the  impatience  of  lore  and 
hope  can  render  it/'  Thus  separated  die  ve* 
nerable  Bernard  and  the  youthful  Albert ;  nor 
cpuld  aU  the  moving  rhetoric  of  the  latter  pre- 
vail upon  tJie  father  of  Emma  to  permit  a  part«> 
ing  scene  between  the  lovers.  He  wiseljr 
thought  the  impassioned  adieu  of  Albert  might 
leave  an  impression  too  tender  on  the^  heart  of 
Emma,  and  which,  as  be  foresaw,  would  en^ 
4angei:  her  peace  of  mind,  if  indulged ;  he 
therefore  determined  to  use  every  argument, 
which,  could  banish  the  flatterer  bepe  from  her 
bosOm. 

Bernard  returned  not  to  his  cottage  till  Albeit 
had  quitted  the  village  ;  when  he  entered, 
Emma  advanced  to  meet  him,  her  eyes  s^r« 
chained  with  tears ;  she  presented  him  with  a 
letter,  which  Albert,  retiring  to  write  for  a  few 
moments  before  he  mounted  his  horse,  had 
ordered  his  servant  to  leave  as  he  passed  the 
door.  It  breathed  the  language  of  eternal  love, 
and  assured  her,  that  as  he  quitted  her  only  to 
accelerate  their  union,  she  might  soon  expect 
his  return  to  claim  her  promised  hand :  BeiHard^ 
folding  up  the  letter  when  he  had  read  it^  and 
putting  it  in  his  pocket,^  thus  addressed  his 
trembling  daughter,  who  waited  silendy  her 
&te,  ^^  Beware,  mv  child,  how  you  suffer  youi- 
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hewt  lo  betray  yaar  bappiiMiBs  v  trust  not  to 
tbe^  ptott9MimB  of  a  lover.  An  ineonaideiM 
V0W  i8  more  freqoentlj  broken  dian  kept.  You 
may  be  th^  present  ob|ect  of  Albert's  aflfectiaiift; 
but  rmny  by  nature  inconstant,  cam  easOf 
tfMiifer  his  heart  to  succeanve  clbjeeta.  The 
w<Mrld  ^fiU,  probaUy,  soon  efiace  you  &om  his 
reinembranee )  or  should  he  even  still  retsia 
his  fsiitb  unshaken,  can  yon  flatter  yourself  thai 
his  :&niily  will  admit  into  th^  society  aii 
humbia  villager,  whose  lovly  btrth  they  vhmM 
proudly  deem  unworthy  their  alHance  ?  Never 
shall  Emma's  hand  be  united  to  a  husband  m^ 
as^ctipned  by  the  authority  of  hit  parcwts.— 
Make»  therefore,  every  eSorU  my  beioff  ed  child, 
to  conquer  a  prepossession  fiital  in  ita  tendmey» 
and  bopeb^ss  in  its  ei8fecta«  You  have  never  yst 
dpoeived  me,  and  I  have  thiA  confidenee  in 
your  discretion,  which  persuades  me  you  wiO 
not  deviate  firom  the  path  of  rectitude ;  nor,  by 
a  clandestine  conduct,  act  unworthy  of  your 
own  spotless  character."  Emrua  sunk  at  ths 
ieet  0i  her  venerable  sire,  and  embracing  bii 
knees,  ^  Never,  never,"  e3(clatmed  sbe»  whito 
tears  rdled  down  her  pale  cheeks^  ^^  shall  youf 
chdld  wander  from  the  pal^  of  honour!  Yon 
shall  guide  and  direct  all  her  actions,  year 
counsels  shsU  fortify  tJie  weakness  of  her  hcnnt^ 
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aiid  a^airt  hier  to  9uHite  eneory  BWiiment  dU*. 
ai^^v^  by  you  I  imd  il  i^t^  oaimot  imme^ 
4i»t^Iy  forget  the  con^qooua  virtues  of  her> 
l^at  Albert;,  i|t  l^ait,  she  wiU  faufnUe  her  am^ 
lHttqu9  bQpest  whicb  b^d  tbe  pr^smnptioQ  tot 
8o^  above  hfv  obpcure  birth,  and  aspire: to  fua 
alliKice  to  which  she  had  no  pretensions,  but 
what  the  dehisive  voice  of  love  and  Alt^ert 
a^p^eoed  in  her  boaofn/'  Bernard  folded  hfif 
19  his  vioa  with  all  a  Other's  fond  delight,  and 
9{^^iHled  the  sentiments  which  flowed  from  m 
heKk  c^ptUe  of  aaQriflcing  every  inclination  ta 
thiM^  duty  which  she  owed  him.  Em^ia  pos^ 
sealed  a  strength  oi  mind  superior  to  her  yeara^^ 
and  though  she  tried  in  vain  to  forget  an  object 
90  tetulerly  beloved,  she  so  far  reasoned  herself 
i»tp  a  persuasion  that  the  ftiends  of  Albert 
would  never  consent  to  their  marriage,  without 
which  she  was  resolutely  determmed  never  ta 
accept  his  hand,  that  she  renounced  every  idea 
v£  being  united  to  him,  and  banished  the  se^ 
ducing  hope  of  beholding  him  again. 

Whilst  Emma  was  thus  meritoriously  submit-, 
tiag  to  the  rigid  laws  of  filial  duty,  fate  was 
hattontng  to  involve  her  in  a  snare  more  dan- 
gerous than  that  which  she  had  nobly  over- 
ComCt  As  she  was  spinning,  one  sultry  day,  in 
4  bpwer  of  honey-suckks,  near  the  gate  of  their 
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little  cotta^  acpompanied  by  <me  of  her  young 
female  neighbours^  the  Baron  de  More&zi  pass- 
ed by  on  horseback,  and  easting  his  -eyes  on 
the  fair  Emma,  was  so  struck  with  her  beauty, 
diat  he  soddenly  stopped,  aiid^  dismcmntiiig,  ap- 
proached the  wicket ;  taking  off  his  hat,  he 
complained  of  a  dizzinei^  in  his  head,^  for  which 
he  politeiy  requested  a  glass  of  water :  Emma 
arose,  and,  tripping  into  the  house^  quickly  re- 
turned with  a  crystal  draught,  whidi  she  present- 
ed to  him  with  a  native  grace  that  accompanied 
all  her  motions.  He  had,  during  her  siiort 
Tdbsence,  informed  himself  that  she  was  the 
daughter  of  Bernard,  who  served  him  as  under- 
bailiff  He  accepted  the  cup  from  her  hand, 
and  while  he  swallowed  the  contents,  he  draidc 
at  the  same  time,  from  her  bewitching  eyes,  a 
draught  which  spread  an  irresistible  pmson 
through  his  veins.  The  baron  was  indebted  to 
nature  for  a  fine  pei*son,  and  to  art  for  that 
imposing  elegance  of  .address,  which  setdom 
failed  to  insinuate  his  wislies  with  success,  when 
the  dominion  of  a  tender  passion  tempted  him 
to  gloss  over  his  haughty  demeanour  with  dis* 
sembled  condescension.  Just  as  he  was  return- 
ing the  cup  to  the  lovely  Emma,  who  stood  tp 
receive  it,  with  her  looks  bent  upon  t|ie  ground 
to  avoid  the  fixed  gaze  of  his  penetrating  tyt^ 
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Bernard  suddenly  appeared^  and  i^forded  his 
daughter  an  appcMtunity  to  retire  into  the 
cottage. 

The  good  old  bailiff  accosted  his  lord  \nth  a 
respect,  which,  while  it  acknowledged  his  supe« 
riority  as  a  master,^^  was  unnrixed  with  that  kind 
of  servile  humility  which  demeans  the  dignity 
of  man.  He  had  never  before  attracted  the 
notice  of  the  baron,  who,  forgetting  the  dis« 
tance  which  birth  and  fortune  had  placed  be« 
tween  them,  recollected  only  that  he  was  the 
fiither  of  Emma,  and  might,  perhaps,  assist  him 
in  the  views  he  had  formed  to  corrupt  her 
virtue :  accosting  him  therefore  with  kind  fami- 
liarity^ he  requested  that  he  mi^t  take  a 
survey  of  his  little  dwelling,  which  he  should 
be  welcome  to  exchange  for  one  more  conve- 
ni^fit  and  comfortable^  "  My  lord,*'  replied 
Bernard,  ^^  in  this  humble  dwelling  my  in&nt 
eyes  fhrst  evened,  ^nd  here  I  would  wi^h  to 
close  their  aged  lids/' 

♦*  But,*'  interrupted  the  baron,  "  you  begin 
to  bow  under  the  weight  of  years,  and  stand  in 
need  of  rest  and  indulgence :  I  shall  feel  a  true 
satisfaction  In  rendering  your  latter  days  happy." 
-^Permit  me  to  assure  you,"  said  Bernard, 
^^  t^at  a  life  of  honest  industry,  and  uncorrupted 
innocence,  has  always  ensured  to  me  that  happi- 
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ness  in  itB.closftig'  sqeoe^  which  aa  irrepri 
eonsdence  can  orAy  bestow;  but  which  ridies 
can  never  give."  "  You  have  a  daughter,  how- 
ever/* iDteniipted  the  baron,  *^tao  young  to 
have  adopted  yoar  stoical  ideas."  ^l  have i 
daughter/'  retorted  Bernard,  "who  inherits  ho 
mother's  virtue,  and  has  been  taught  by  pre* 
^ept  and  example  those  smtiments,  which  hato 
rendered  her  too  contented  in  her  situation,  to 
hatbcur.  an  ambitions  thought  in  her  bosoni.'' 
The  baron  tcddened  at  these  words;  but  com* 
tnanding,  for  h»  own  secret  purposes,  the  risb^ 
indignation  of  his  mind,  he  condescendingly  bU 
the  venerable  Bernard  adieu ;  saying,  that  he 
^tifl  hoped,  mature  reflection  would  induce^ 
him  to  accept  the  fiirours  which  he  was  anxious 
to  cottfbr,  upon  a  man,  whose  respectable  cha* 
hkcter,  and  long  1^  of  unmiQied  virtue,  clauncd 
n  singular  reward. 

Sd  sayings  he  mounded  i^  horse  and  returned 
to  the  castle,  revolving  in  bis  mind  every  pnu> 
ficalrfe  scheme  for  the  seduction  of  the  devoted 
Emma.  He  reflected  tlmt  he  never  had  behdds 
female  half  so  lovdy ;  and  as  he,  on  no  otcasioD, 
had  accustomed  himself  to  combat  his  inclina- 
tions, or  subdue  his  passions,  he  resolved  to  lose 
no  time  in  accomplishing  his  design.  The  humble 
sitiHrtion  of  £mxna  crave  him,  in  his  ooinion.  si 
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onoontrolled  right . to  .hor  Bubitufiion;;  iMit  he 
was  soticStouSt  if  possibly  rid  gaia  lan  9^ei^ 
dancer  over  her  beart^  by  avak^ning  M^ifth^  b^ 
gratitude  tenderer  seniiivieiits  -^  for.  Iiii3  puqpwf) 
be  deterxmned  to  iirear  tbe  mask  Qdnypocmy  ^ 
Uttle  longer^  and  tbeki  to  attempt^  hy  every  aif 
(3£9ofb  deceptioo,  to.  secure  ber  atfeotiofisiri  hk 
£iYK>iftr.  A  w€^  idl9f»ed  a£ber  the  barQu^A  yidi 
at  the  cott^g^t  witiiwt  any  is^iewal  <af  bis  grent 
ofifers;  a  circumstaddce  that  contributedio  diapd 
fboae  lears  *wbich  had  been  awakened,  m  ^ 
bosom  of  .Ber<tard»  b(]r  the  interview  of  the 
baron  wi{h  Emma#  and  hk  g^nsrou^^^tiofeasiml 
of  friendship  to  hwself^r-  professioiia^  80  ^ 
postte  to  the  iiatural  lef ocity  of  >  his  ten^ptar : 
Bernafd  considered  thfim  no  longer  in  ai^ 
light,  but  in  that  ^  a  temporary  indioattom 
towards  humanity  and  kindness,  which  [  ceiild 
bavieiiO  root  in  a  s<h1  so  baccen.  lie  pinssoed 
jfhereforet  withoHl;  Jmrthec  siispicioo»  his>  usnal 
tobours}  tak&Dg,  iiosKnre^^  ibe  precauticmneKer 
to^  leave  his  ^i^hter  without  a  compankin,  im 
1^  absence.  ^ 

One  mornii^  when  ibe.  had  qukted  the  cot- 
tage about  an  bour»  a  hasty.messesger  from  the 
castle  tenrified  Emma  with  an  accoimt  tibat  iier 
jSither  was  taken  with  a  sudden  indisposition  as 
he  passed  the  gates.;  and  having  been  fiuppcurted 
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into  the  house  by  some  of  the  domestics,  who 
dbserved  him  sinking  oh  the  ground^the  hoose- 
keeper  had  thought  it  proper  to  send  fer  his 
daughter,  who  by  being  accustomed  perliaps  to 
ihese  seisriires,  knew  best  how  to  treat  diem. 
The.  tremUIng  Emina^  alarmed  to  the  utmost 
degme  at  a  disorder  which  had  never  yet  at- 
tacked her  belo^^  faLther^  delayed  not  a  mo- 
ment to^kihm  her  conductor;  and  taking tbe 
arm  of  hier  friend  Agnes,  who  had  been  listen- 
ing to  her  as  she  was  readiilg  aloud,  proceeded 
with  tottering  steps  to  the  ^astie,  distant  from 
her  humble  cottage  about  a  mile.  When  she 
arrived  in  the  great  hall,  she  met  a  female  of  a 
respectable  appearance,  and  of  an  advanced 
age :  she  eagerly  inquired  after  her  father,  and 
earnesdy  requested  to  be  permitted  to  see  him. 
The  house-keeper  answered  Emma,  with  the 
appearance  of  much  sensibility,  that  Bernard 
was  so  perfectly  recovered,  by  a  cordial  wliich 
she  had  administered,  that  be  had  returned  to 
ins  daily  occupation,  ignorant  that  his  illness 
could  have  reached  his  daughter's  ears*  ^^Tlumk 
Heaven ! "  exclaimed  die  innocent  Emma;  ^^0, 
madam,  acpept  my  humUe  gratitude  for  your 
kind  caiie,  and  sufier  one  of  the  domestics  to 
direct  me  to  the  spot  where  I  may  find  my  deer 
ftther;   I  will   watch  by  his  side  during  the 
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kboimof.the  ie^y^  or  at(emi  bim  tp/opr  cottage 
if  lie  will  permit  me  to  lead  him  thither." 

^^Be  Q9  longier  asixious,  my  lovely  child/^ 
replied  the  matron  y  ^^  your  &ther  will  be  herd 
at  the  hour  wheq  the  i  turret  bell  shall  dall  the 
fiunily  to  dinner;  , be  promised  to  meet'  my 
lord's  steward,  ltd  receive  aome  orders  from  the 
baroxu".  The  unsuspecting  Emma  thanked  her 
kind  informer,  imd: was  departing;  but,  pressed 
coadfsc^idingly  to.  continue  there  till  the  re- 
turn of:  Bernard,  and,  in  the  intei*val^  to  take  a 
mrvey  of  the  apartments  in  the  castle,  in  some 
of  which  alterations  were  makings  she  iconsented 
to  wait  her  father's  return.  While  her  obliging 
guide  was  leading  her  into  a  large  taloon,  Ae 
turned  round  to  seek  for  Agnes,  whom,  till  that 
instant,  she  imagined  to  have  been  still  near  her 
side.  She  expressed  some  anxiety  at  her  ab- 
sence, to  the  house*keeper,  who  observed,  that 
her  friend  had  remained  in  the  first  hall,  and 
immediately  sent  a  woman;  then  descending  a 
staircase,  to  escort  her  to  them.  Emma,  in  the 
mean  time,  pursued  tho^  steps  of  her  conduc- 
tress, who,  having  passed  several  state  apart- 
ments, opened  a  door  that  led  to  a  library,  and 
which  she  had  no  sooner  entered,  and  directed 
the  attention  of  Emma  to  a  fine  portrait  of  the 
late  Marchioness  de  Clairville,  that  hung  over 
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die  chimney^  ihtin  ^e  Ahd^^ipesa^   fifllttll^  hi 
some  ttiomeatSy  nvtto  tost  in  Oobt^iApktiiig  Ae 
ihgelic  Y^ocmteiiMoe  of  It  woa^kti)  "inborn  Sad 
fiite  abe  bad  htetd  to  fi-equ^Bftiy  iifid  M  ttt« 
detly  deplohsd)  when  she  was  siidde^  MUsdi 
ttxn  these  melan^k^  tefttdiom^  by  Ae  ^^ilift^ 
mg  v£  fL  '^MB  d&ofTj  which  led  io  a^<il6iMute 
fiiiiid  with  ^otie  platils^  If  ^she  ^It  elnbarMtas«d 
by  the  afipearafice  of  the  bltrM^  1^5  «titef«i( 
ftom:  theUce  into  Che  Kbr^,  Ivtet  W^e  li^ 
KQBa£i«iis,  when,  on  madding  an  JtbiAedlilte  at- 
tempt to  quit  it  hen»elf,  she  found  tile  d»M  lif 
tiie  Bpaarttttnt  liMked^  Hind  beheld  ^Q^e  BisMft  ilt 
Moremi  lat  htc  feet,  ib  aa  ^attitede  of  tttspectfU 
triidernels! 

*  T*1K  E11NGM9  Kb.  i*,  ifxBit  t,  ITiNc 
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TbAb  eAnftttfo»i  Md  stnprise  of  £nimt^  at  <jj« 
hmMk  pbm^ie  ^  th^  ba^oo,  couU.only  be 
hb^fatened  %  hte  ^  address.  Sire  Iwl  insttuUfy 
ref^^MM  li  few  paces  fit)in  tlitt  doos^  irindi  she 
blid  vaihlj  a£teto|>t^d  to  open,  and  scqpiM^rted 
kiSFfi^^tti  difficulty  agaiast  a  bookcase*  ^^[Be 
not  alaiwed^  dhartnk^  £fnma)''  isaid  tiie  baron, 
in  a  voi^e  i^a^uided  4iofbiies»,  <^you  see  before 
you  a  ^lan,  wto^  tfll  he  beheld  your  inaona|ilN 
table  beauty,  never  completely  lost  hte  fibeMy. 
Regard  is^  no  longer  as  the  master  of  yoor 
iBObetj  but  M  ^  ^l^t  and  lov«r  of  his^ugbtw^ 
and  ^h^  oial]f  waitB  her  dMid&iatidB  to^^ew^by 
kb  db&&jm<se  the  troth  and  gen^rosiK^  of  ^  his 
aemifiiettts.''  Dnrmg  this  spieech,  Emma's^ntk 
fi^ame  was  agitated  by  a  Variety  dfineitprassible 
emotiidns  i^'^nisisemtent,  fear,  and  jud^aftion^ 
prefwiitfed  her  interr^ting  the  baro*i:  hm 
W^n,  on  his  ri^ng  a^d  advimdifig  to  hei^^the 
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close  of  hiii  speech,  he  attempted  to  take  her 
hand,  "  My  lord/*  said  she,  shrinking  from  his 
touch,  "you  must  permit  me  to  assure  you,  that 
I  have  no  wisK  but  to  return  to  my  fitther ;  in 
his  cottage  all  my  ideas  of  happiness  are  cen« 
tred.  Condescend  to  <^en  this  door,  or  to 
admit  my  departure  through  that  colonilade;— 
my  intrusion  here  was  entirely  owing  to  Ma- 
dame de  Chalons,  who  proposed  to  shew  me 
the  castle.*'.  "How  much  indebted  am  I  to 
h^r,*'  replied  the  baron,  "  for  this  iisterview ; 
whidi  gites  me  an  opportunity  to  tinfold  the 
sentihients  of  a^  heart  devoted  to  you  alone- 
No  kmiper' shall  such  beauty,  formed  to  shme 
in  peaces,  be  concealed  in  a  cottage  :-r«xe[A 
my  aflbctiotis^  and  command  my  forfaume*'^ 

LkEgnant  blushes  dyed  the  cheeks  of  Emma, 
at  a  proposal  which  she  could  not  misconceive ; 
and  all  the  pride  of  wounded  delicacy  rushing 
into  her  bosom,  suspended,  for  a  mombnt,  its 
natural  timidity,  and  bnimaited  her  to  pronounce 
these  words:  "Hiat  fonCune,  my  lovd,  from 
which  you  assume  the  privilege  thus  to  insult 
the  daughter  of  a  peasant,  can  neither  dazzle 
my  ▼ttoity,  BOr  tempt  my  ambition ;  .my  humble 
birth  inspires  in  me  no  pride,  but  that  of  virtue, 
and  the  possession  of  no  dignity,  but  diat  of 

ronsdous  innocence*  .  Allow  me  to  retirct  my 
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iord;  my  father  doubtless  vion^tT%  9^  my  vbr 
wnce."  "  Your  father,  froward  beauty,  waits 
my  pleasure  in  the  castle,"  returned  the  barOQi 
with  a  look  of  anger,  ^'  your  compliance  .of 
rejection  of  my  generous  offers,  will  decide  his 
&ture  fiite : — ^recollect,  Emma,  the  extent  q( 
my  power  ;r— dread  my  resentment,  or  deservf 
my  gratitude, — they  each  shall  be  unbounded* 
If  you  shall  reward  my  passion,  your  father  wilj 
reside  in  this  castle,  freed  from  the  toils  of  ser* 
vitude,  the  witness  and  partaker  of  those  bene- 
fits which  my  love  shall  heap  upon  you :  receive 
this  casket  of  jewels  as  ^  trifling  earnest  of  s 
liberaUty,  which  shall  know  no  limits.''  While 
the  baron  displayed  the  sparkling  treasure  to  the 
eyes  of  the  unambitious  Emma,  she  pushed 
them  from  her  in  disdain^  ^^Once  more,  my 
lord,''  said  she,  ^^  let  me  aissure  you  that  I  have 
a  heart  impenetrable  to  vanity,  or  to  any  graiu 
deur,  to  which  the  power  of  wealth  could  raise 
me."  ^^But,"  cried  the  baron,  interrupting  her> 
softening  the  natural  ferocity  of  his  features^ 
and  gazing  tenderly  on  her,  ^^  is  your  heart  im» 
penetrable  to  love,  and  cannot  it  be  moved  to 
yield  a  generous  return  to  sentiments  so  siii- 
cere?  Let  me  owe  to  mutual  affection  that 
which  you  deny  to  ambition ;  and  accept  the 
Jionours  which  chall  be  offered  y<ni,  as  Iributei 
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due  £totfi^  my  gratitude,  nAher  than  as  bribes  to 

allujie  yonr  coinpliance."    **  Never,  never,"  jc- 

plied  Emmaf '^^  my  heart  will  ever  contmoe  ai 

untouched  by  love,  as  by  your  {Mroffered  gifis  { 

it  is  proof  against  every  sentiment  that  would 

injure  my  honour  and  debase  my  virtue !  ^'    ^  I 

tmderstand  you,  presumptuous  girl^"  returned 

&e  'baron,  ^'  you  would  raise  your  daring  hopes 

to  share  by  legal  ties  my  name  and  rank."-* 

^*  No,''  exclaimed  Emma,  ^^  could  yon  stoop  so 

low  as*  to  demand  my  hand  in  an  honourable 

aHiancie,  my  heart  would  reject  the  offer,  and 

Iny   tongue   disclaim  a  union,  which  no  en* 

treaties  could  induce,  no  authority  compel,  mt 

to  accept!— After  this  honest  confession,  my 

lord,  yoii  will  isufler  me  to  quit  your  presence.*^ 

The  cfnraged'  baron  was  now  raised  to  a  pitch 

bf  fe^entment^  which  banished  at  dke  moment 

^very  passibn,  but  that  of  anger.     Mortified 

pride  stung  him  to  the  quick ;  and  viewing  her 

M^iiti  a  look  of  contempt,  "  'Tis  well,**  said  he, 

^^'yonr  audacity   has  dispelled  the  charms  of 

i>eadty:   unworthy  of  a  prepossesskm  whidi 

covei^  me  'with  disgrace,  you  may  return  to 

that  obscurity  and  indigence,  which  befit  the 

meanness  of  your  birth,  and  the  grovelling  sen» 

ivments  ^  your  soul."    Uttering  these  words, 

Ije^took  Hf  k^y  Irom  his  podcet,«  and  throwing  it 


on  the  gtotttid^  1^  her  at  libetty ;  ^e  instaqtly 
Seized  the  ^^portunity  to  unfasten  the  dooTg 
and  to  escape  :  hastening  through  the  hall^  inn 
stead  of  turning  towards  the  offices  by  wh  cfa[ 
she  had  entered  it^  she  took  advantage  of  tl^e 
great  door,  that  stood  open,  and  descending, ^ 
flight  of  steps  with  a  celerity  urged  by  hex;  team 
of  detention,  she  flew  across  the  court,  darted 
through  the  iron  gates,  and  gained  the  end  of 
the  front  avenue  in  a  few  moments :  she  tl^jgii 
stopped  for  want  of  breath,  and  sunk,  ahnost 
spent,  under  the  shade  of  a  lofly  elm.  Recol* 
lecting,  however,  that  she  was  not  yet  beyon4 
the  reach  of  pursuit,  should  the  enraged  baroa 
•change  his  mind,  and  attempt  to  recall  her,  she 
arose,  and  casting  an  apprehensive  look  towards 
the  castle,  she  perceived  her  father  advancing 
towards  her  with  slow  steps:  assured  by  his 
presence,  she  hesitated  not  to  wait  his  apr 
proach ;  and  he  had  no  sooner  reached  the 
spot,  where  she  stood  trembling  to  receive  him, 
than  they  clasped  each  other  in  a  silent  em- 
brace :  but  Ennna,  urged  by  the  dread  of  a  mo- 
ment's delay,  entreated  her  father  to  suspend 
all  interrogations,  till  they  should  have  regained 
their  cottage,  which  they  had  no  Sooner  reach- 
ed, than  they  each  gave  vent  to  the  agitations 
which  mutually  oppressed  them. 
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The  story  of  Bernilrd^s  illness  had  beea  t 
fibricatiofiy  invented  merely  for  the  purpose  of 
entrapping  his  daughter^  in  the  snare  laid  fat 
hen.  As  he  passed  the  castle  in  the  mom- 
hig  he  was  met  by  Monsieur  Du  Val,  the 
steward,  and  requested  to  wait  there  to  receive 
{he  commands  of  his  lord,  who  had  some  de« 
ligjM  to  communicate  to  him,  greatly  to  his 
advantage.  The  good  old  man,  who  never  yet 
had  formed  a  wish  beyond  the  sufficiency 
which  his  humble  station  had  allowed  him,  heard 
tilts  circumstance  with  cold  indiflference;  but 
out  of  respect  to  the  baron,  waited  his  plea- 
sure :  he  was  introduced  into  a  pavilion  in  the 
garden,  and  requested  not  to  quit  it  till  the 
baron,  who  proposed  to  join  him  there,  should 
jhave  dismissed  him. 

He  remained  about  two  hours,  in  vain  ex- 
pectation ;  the  steward  at  length  entered,  and 
informed  him  that  he  had  the  liberty  to  depart, 
as  the  baron's  sentiments  were  changed  in  re- 
gard  to  him,  from  the  ungrateful  rejection, 
which  Emma  had  presumed  to  offer  to  pro- 
posals that  did  her  too  ^uch  honour,  and  would 
have  raised  her  and  lier  family  to  a  situation 
ivhich  must  have  rendered  them  the  objects  of 
envy  to  the  surrounding  peasantr}%  Bernard, 
strongly    agitated,    replied  to  this   barangae, 
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^  Tlien  ttiay  I  ttvSy  glory  kP  my  chifai^  whose 
steady  virtue  teaches  her  to  resist  the  treacher«* 
ous  arts  of  seduction^  atid'  to  spurn  at  an  eleva^ 
tion  which  Would  sink  her  fiur  beneath  her  lowly 
birth  and  humble  education.  Let  me  hasten  froni 
a  spot  once  the  residence  of  worth  and  honour^ 
but  now  become  the  scene  of  infamy  and 
ihame.''  ^^  Have  a  care,  old  man/'  rqplied  Du 
Val,  **  how  you  tempt  the  vengeance  of  yonr 
master  by  such  daring  language/'  ^'  I  fear  nd^ 
danger/*  interrupted  Bernard,  "but  the  loss  of 
honour,  and  own  no  real  master,  but  that  power 
Omnipotent,  who,  guarding  the  innocent,  for- 
sakes the  guilty ! ''  Having  thus  said,  he  reacb* 
ed  the  lodge ;  the  porter  opened  a  private  gate 
which  admitted  him  through  the  avenue,  where 
he  joined,  as  we  before  related,  his  beloved 
daughter. 

The  enraged  baron,  in  the  first  emotions  of 
his  resentment,  had  been  induced  to  banish 
from  his  presence,  the  woman,  who  had  pre* 
sumed  to  despise  his  offers,  and  reject  his  love. 
A  momentary  hatred  took  possession  of  his 
mind,  but  it  soon  gave  place  to  softer  ten* 
timents ;  her  beauty,  the  simple  elegaoce  of 
her  form,  her  unstudied  graces,  and  evM  tiie 
innocence  which  he  meditated  to  dmiuoy^  t#« 
turned  to  hia  imagination,  and  disappoint 
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passiw  QOCQ  morer  j^agod  witll  great)^  violence 
tban  eWf    In  ihi^  ^f^  t^sfi^fQtt^  of  hi9  a*g^, 

'with  contQmpt»  a^Kn  o^j^^^  bene^  hia  fiiUire 
lK>tie9i  hQ  ^aw  smnmoB^d  again  iafeQ  lii3  pre^ 
^erice  t|ii9  txnnty  i«e9»enger>  this  eonfidsntial 
jlii^nd  of  all  hj^,  viq^^  TIbe  wily  minioQ  sow 
pacified  ^he  pertmbed  apiriit  of  bis  lord^  with 
thajt  s«bil^  ftpfcttPfy  whick  he  well  laww  how  to 
admini^(pr ;.  he  artfu%  and  respectfully  vmh 
tured  to  hlfMne  thab^iroti  :^r  setliog  at  liber^ 
the  pFcy  which  he  had  Oii«e  aoeweA  to  his  aet> 
and  advised  him  to  avail  himaelf  of  the  powe? 
that  his  rank  gave  him  over  his  iiepeiideiits» 
and  to  take  by  force  the  object  of  his  widbei 
from  the  cottage  of  her  fiMlier.  Sueh  «  method^ 
he  doubted  not,  would  ensure  his  victory  over 
her  stubborn  virtue,  which  probably  mi^t  be 
afiected  only  to  enhance  her  consequence ;  or 
which  would  certainly  yield,  when  fea^rs  for  tbd 
sa^N^y  of  her  father  should  be  rous^d^  on  hel 
sepfiration  from  him.  This  point  settledi  Da 
Val  Obtained  the  thank9  of  the  bar^R  for  hk 
friMndly  counsel^,  and  the  promise  of  a  large 
gf alujity  to  recompense  his  services  when,  by 
his  awAlance)  Emma  ^uld  be  emioMd  onci 
xtere;9at]iip  the  oastie  walls. 
;  WhenB6oiardbadreoehred£rom^hia:daafl^it^ 


aminiiie  detail  of  her  late  visit;  although  he 
rejoiced  at  her  present  escape^  he  foresaw  her 
fbture  danger,  and  trembled  kt  the  fktal  con^^ 
sequence  which  niight  ye^  ensue.  He  kn€% 
Morenzi  to  be  devoid  of  every  principle  of  ho- 
nour and  humanity ;  he  dreaded  the  influence 
of  his  power ;  and  felt  his  own  defenceless 
sitilation;  which  he  feared  would  not  enable 
hin^'  to  protect  his  devoted  child  fhnn  arbitrary 
force,  and  lawless  violence  :  after  revolving  in 
his 'mind  every  possible  circumstance^  he  had 
worked  up  his  apprehensions  to  such  a  height, 
as  to  decide,  suddenly j  that  an  immediate  flight 
6ouid  afford  the  only  means  of  security  from  an- 
eHeihy  so  formidable.  The  castld  of  Brinon 
was  the  sole  asylum  which  he  could  fix  on  as 
,  eligible ;  there  a  sister  of  his  late  wife  had  lived 
for  many  years  ' superintendant  of  the  family; 
and  here  he  hoped  he  might  be  permitted  to 
conceal  his  daughter  without  danger  of  dis- 
cS^efy  :  it  was  distant  about  twenty  miles,  and 
he  hoped  that  they  should  be  able  to  reach  it 
in  a  couple  of  days.  He  proposed  the  scheme 
to  Emma,  who  readily  undertook  a  journey, 
which  would  remove  her  beyond  the  power  of 
the  dreaded  Morenzi : — ^they  had  no  time  to 
lose,  and  therefore j  without  farther  delibera- 
tion, began  the  preparations  necessary  for  an 
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expeditioa  BO  important  to  ih^  8((^Qrit^^  Ber« 
nard  pradently  detenoined  to  rqpote  no  odofi* 
dence  in  any  of  his  neighfciours  ^  althoi^  he 
Knf^w  hiniself  tQ  be  beloved  by  them  puffideotlljf 
to  secure  their  aecresy^  yet  he  waa  unwilling  to 
expose  them  to  the  baron's  resentm^it^  by  en* 
trusting  them  with  the  secret  of  his  journey ; 
Bernard  took  with  him  his  little  store,  the 
honest  earnings  of  industrious  years;  EmsMi 
made  up  a  small  parcel  of  Unen ;  and  neither  of 
them  being  inclined  to  repose,  they  sat  down 
to  a  simple  meal,  oi  whidh,  for  the  sake  of  es^ 
other,  although  devoid  of  appetite,  th^  ma* 
tually  forced  themselves  to  partake,  that  tb^ 
might  the  better  be  enabled  to  enqouitfer  tlie 
&tigu^  which  they  had  to  undergo. 

The  village  clock  struck  eleven, — ^the  hoar 
Wh^i  they  had  agreed  to  begin  their  journey : 
Emma  took  a  mournful  survey  of  the  beloved 
cottage,  where  she  had  passed  her  life  of  inno- 
cence ; — ^she  cast  her  eyes  upon  her  spimii^ 
wheel  and  sighed  ;-~thea  turning  to  a  widcer 
armed  chair,  which  was  the  constant  ^eat  of  ber 
father,  she  sunk  into  it,  and  burst  into  tears.— 
"  Alas,"  said  she,  **  I  hoped  for.  years  to  aw>« 
to  watch  the  calm  repose  of  him  wjio  gave  me 
being;  to  tend  with  duteous  affection  his  de- 
clining age,  who  reared  my  infancy  with  anxjojyfi 


love :  I,  who  Would  wish  to  be  his  ddarest  com4 
panion^  am  doomed  to  bring  sorrow  on  hi^ 
silvet  head !  *'  ^  Rather,"  replied  Bernard,  ex- 
tending his  hand  to  lead  her  from  a  sfSot  whef ^ 
fond  remembrance  seemed  to  an'c^t  her  linger^^ 
ing  steps,  *^  say  that  my  Emma  was  bom  to  bless 
her  father  by  her  exemplary  virtues:—*!  triumph 
in  my  child,  who  nobly  prefers  honourable  in- 
digence, to  splendid  infamy!— ^let  us  hasten 
from  impending  persecutioti :  «-*  let  us  quit  a 
place,  where  every  moment  endangers  her  li- 
berty and  innocence/'  Emma  started  up,  east 
a:  foarfiil  look  around,  iEMd  encircling  her  arm 
in  that  of  Bemat d>  they  quitted  the  cottage, 
passed  through  the  sleeping  hamlet,  and  r^ch^ 
ed  the  road  which  led  to  their  destined  asylum. 
The  moon  shone  in  pensive  majesty^*— all  was 
still,— -the  gentle  breeze  of  night  wafted  re-* 
&eshing  odours,'— ^and  solemn  silence  reigned, 
— ^ve  the  soft  notes  of  warbling  nightingales^ 
iManting  their  tuneful  song,  among  the  fragrant 
hedges  ^  or,  perchance,  the  distant  bleating  of 
8om6  wakeful  lamb.  Emma's  delicate  frame 
felt  sometime^  rather  exhausted,  and  obliged 
her  to  rert  for  a  few  moments,  but  her  fears 
did  not  permit  her  to  indulge  long  in  a  repose 
which  Endangered  her  safety:  Bernard  qgm- 
fbited  her  by  the  assumhce,    that  they  ap- 
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proached  9  village^  wh^re  iheTe  was  a  puUio 
imiy  ip  which  they  might  venture  to  take  some 
refreshment,  and  where  he  hoped  to  procure  i 
chaise,  to  convey  them  about  twelve  miles  £ir» 
ther,  which  would  place  them  at  an  easy  dis* 
tance  &om  the  castle  of  Brinon,  and  cense* 
quently  diminish  the  danger  of  pursuit :  Thus 
encouraged,  the  timid  Emma  moved  onwards 
with  renewed  courage ;  and  the  fugitives  reached 
the  inn  just  as  a  travelling^carriage  drove  into  the 
court-yard.     While  the  landlord  and  his  wife 
were  busily  engaged  in  attending  to  the  newly- 
arrived  guests,  Bernard  applied  to  one  of  the 
servants  to  accommodate  him  and  his  daughter 
with  a  room,  until  a  chaise  could  be  got  ready 
for  their  use;  his  request  was  granted,  and  they 
were  shewn  into  a  small  apartment  that  looked 
into  a  garden,  where  they  waited  with  some 
impatience  the  arrival  of  the  carriage,  in  which 
they  were  to  pursue  their  little  journey- 
Having  urged  their  request  to  be  served  with 
expedition,  the  landlord  entered,  and  informed 
them  that  by  sun-rise  they  might  depend  on  a. 
chaise,  but  that  he  would  not  su&r  his  horses, 
to  leave  the  stables,  until  they  had  been  suffi- 
ciently refreshed  to  do  their  duty :-— observiiig 
Emma  to  cast  ar  disconsolate  look  upon  her 
father,  said  he,  ^^  Your  young  companion  aiaf . 
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be  weary ;  I  recommend  her  to  take  some  rest 
111  a  quiet  chamber,  whither  my  wife  shall  con- 
duct her. "  •  Emma,  oppressed  by  the  fatigue 
which  she  had  undergone,  and  finding  they  had 
no  chance  of  pursuing  their  journey  for  tlie  two 
next  hours,  accepted  the  proposal,  and  con* 
sented  to  retire  into  an  upper  chamber,  where, 
declining  upon  a  bed,  just  as  she  was,  notwith- 
Manding  the  agitations  of  her  mind,  she  sunk 
into  a  profound  repose. 

Let  us  now  quit  awhile  the  virtuous  fugitives, 
to  follow  Albert  into  Switzerland :  he  quitted 
the  village  where  Emma  dwelt,  with  a  heart 
4eeply  impressed  by  the  perfections  of  a  woman, " 
whose  noble  rejection  of  his  hand,  from  the 
most  delicate  motives,  had  raised  her  in  bis 
esteem.  The  Count  de  Bournonville,  his  father, 
was  a  man  truly  respectable  in  rank  and  cha« 
racter ;  he  lived  but  to  promote  the  ht^piness 
of  his  friends,  and  he  had  been  so  uniformly  in- 
dulgent to  the  wisjies  of  Albert,  that  he  had 
every  thing  to  expect  fi-om  his  generosity  and 
kindness.  The  education  of  this  only  surviving 
son  had  been  cultivated  with  die  utmost  atten- 
tion ;  he  possessed  a  brilliant  genius,  a  solid 
understanding,  and  a  heart  replete  with  honour, 
sensibility,  and  virtue. 
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The  count  welcomed  his  9on  wjth  t^oit 
marks  of  tenderness,  which  promisad  everjr 
thing  to  the  ardent  hopes  of  Albert.  On  the 
l^yening'  of  his  returpsi  impatient  tp  urge  a  suit, 
ypon  the.  success  of  which  his  happiness  de- 
pei^e4»  he  requested  a  private  au^ien^ce  of  hi| 
^dier,  who  appointed  an  interviiew  ii|  Jus  closet 
before  they  should  retire  tf>  their  separatee 
apartments  for  the  night.  They  n^et  at  tim 
stated  hour,  each  bearing  testimony^  in  his  eic<» 
pressiye  pQuntenance,  of  the  important  secret 
which  oppressed  his  l^eart :  the  yputhfid  impe- 
tifosity  of  Albert  arrested  the  count's  attention* 
by  ai^  instant  confession  of  his  passion,  and  hf 
his  reliance  on  parental  indulgence  to  crown 
Ifts  wishes :  the  Count  de  Boumouville  listene4 
without  interruption  to  the  character  of  I^ma, 
painted  with  all  the  ardent  epthusiasm  of  love, 
^n  the  glowing  colours  of  perfection.  Albert 
ceased ; — ^the  pause  of  a  moment  succeeded  ;-r 
when  his  father,  looking  steadfastly  upon  him, 
thus  replied,  ^^  Ever  ^  ready  to  promote  your 
felicity,  I  {^hall  not  attempt  to  reason  ypu  out  of 
an  attachment,  which  you  describe  as  so  worthy 
of  your  choice,  in  every  thiog  but  birth  and 
fortune*  You  are  undoubtedly  the  safest  judge 
jn  a  point  of  such  consequence  as  a  union  ^ 
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life  ^— but  a  subject  rtf  still  more  present  im- 
portance  now  demands  your  attention:  you 
must  in  future  decide  your  own  destiny :  1  no 
longet  can  claim  from  you  the  duty  of  obe* 
dience:  you  are  the  child  alone  of  my  adoption, 
but  the  teal,  the  indisputed  son  of  a  noble  and 
unfortunate  marquis,  the  heir  of  a  princdy  for- 
tune, the  real  Henry  de  Clairville !  wronged  of 
your  natural  rights  by  an  usurper,  who  doomed 
you  to  a  death  in  early  infancy,  from  which 
Providence  rescued  your  innocence.*'— **  And 
who  murdered,  with  barbarian  hand,  my  ho- 
noiuied  mother  ?  •'  exclaimed  Albert,  attentive 
with  increasing  wonder  to  the  words  of  the 
count;  and  whose  imagination  had  been  wrought 
iip  almost  to  a  pitch  of  frenzy  at  the  close  of 
the  Speech.  **This  arm,*'  continued  he,  **  shall 
revenge  her  sacred  blood  in  that  of  an  as- 
tassin!"  Bbt  suddenly  his  features  soflenedi 
to  a  look  of  graieflil  tenderness,  recollecting 
Mm^elf^  and  falling  at  thfe  feet  of  Boumonville, 
he  thus  continued  j  "  Forgive,  oh,  parent  of 
my  deserted  ii^ncy,*  the  force  of  nature,  that 
Suspended  in  my  breast  the  endless  debt  of 
gratitude  which  I  owe  you :  here  let  my  heart 
ever  aekiiowledge  the  tribute  due  to  filial  love ; 
while  my  sword  avenges  the  blood  of  murclercd 
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innocence^  fiom  whose  honoured  source  I 
drew  my  own  existetice.— -But  say,  my  lord, 
whence  do  you  derive  this  strange  iirtePi* 
gence  ? ''  The  count  then  informed  him,  thai 
in  his  bite  absence  he  had  taken  into  his  fiunflj 
a  servant,  discharged  from  the  casde  of  Chur* 
ville,  on  the  death  of  the  late  marquis,  and 
who,  being  a  native  of  Switzerland,  had  re* 
turned  to  an  uncle  residing  there  in  credit,  hj 
whom  he  had  been  recommended,  lliat  Prevot, 
interrogated  relative  to  the  motive  of  his  quit* 
ting  France,  had  given  him  a  circumstantial 
account  of  the  occurrences  which  had  passed 
in  the  family  of  t^  marquia,  mcluding  the  &tal 
death  of  the  marchioness,  and  the  loss  (^  her 
young  son.  *^ These  events,''  continued  tb^ 
count,  *^  I  found  from  Prevot'3  recital,  passe^ 
at  a  period  when  I  waa  returning  with  my 
wife  thropgh  France  to  Switwrland;  but  so 
expeditious  was  my  journey,  that  the  ^egoing 
circuQistances  never  reached  my  ears:  anin* 
^t  son  ]|iad  accompasded  our  tour  ;  and  by  a 
sudden  illness  incident  to  children,  it  pleased 
heaven  tp  recall  the  gift,  wit^  which  it  had 
blessed  us  for  a  short  time ;  the  countess  waa 
inconsolable,  and  I  feared  grief  would  hav^ 
hx^  a  fiital  e&ct  upon  her  delicate  frame; 
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when  an  extraordinary  incident  roused  her 
attention  from  the  indulgence  of  her  private 
woes^  to  exercise  it  on  an  object,  whosd  in* 
teresting  age  claimed  the  offices  of  humanit]^ 
from  her  maternal  care/' 
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Albekt  listened  with  attentive  silence,  while 
the  Count  de  Bournonville  continued  thus  his 
narrative:  *'  My  faithful  Durand  accompanied 
OS  in  our  travels;  he  has  spent  his  youth  in  my 
sefvice,  and,  by  his  firm  attachment,  has  merited 
the  place  which  he  holds  in  my  esteem.  As  we 
were  passing  a  frequented  road,  Durand,  who 
followed  us  on  horseback,  perceived  upon  the 
ground  a  sleeping  infant :  surprised  to  see  no 
person  near,  and  that  the  child  had  been  left 
Sipparently  unprotected,  he  stopped  his  horse ; 
when,  from  a  wood  which  bordered  the  road,  a 
man  suddenly  started  forth,  and  thus  addressed 
Durand,  in  a  tone  of  agitation :  *  If  you  have  an 
indination  to  do  an  act  of  mercy,  take  charge 
of  this  desolate  infiint :  his  life  will  be  forfeited, 
should  you  refuse  to  save  him :— spare  his  inno- 
^ence,  and  snatch  a  soul  from  guilt:  he  is  of 
boble  blood,  bom  to  inherit  9  splendid  fortune 
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but  vengeance  will  pursue  and  overwhelm  him^ 
unless  you  shall  generously  rescue  htm/' — ^With 
these  words,  not  waiting  for  a  reply,  he  bounded 
again  into  the  wood,  and  left  Durand  in  the 
utmost  consternation :  the  honest  fellow,  trem- 
bling for  the  fate  of  the  child,  would  not  risk . 
a  moment  the  threatened  danger,  but,  lifting 
the  little  infiint  gently  from  the  ground,  and 
placing  him  on  his  horse,  soon  overtook  our 
carriage,  and,  stopping  it,  hastily  related  the 
adventure,  and  presented  us  with  the  foundling^ 
|vho,  awakened  by  the  motion,  was  pouring 
forth  his  little  sorrows :  the  countess  snatched 
hipi  eagerly  to  her  bosom;  he  smiled  innocently 
in  her  face,  and  ceased  to  cry,  as  if  recollecting 
in  her  arms  a  mother's  fond  embrace. — ^'Yes,' 
said  she,  dissolving  into  tears,  ^  thou  shalt  be  pro* 
tected,  lovely  infant ;  them  shalt  replace  in  my 
vacant  affections  the  loss  of  my  mourned  Albert. 
r^My  care  and  tenderness  shall  supply  that 
pf  a  fond  parent,  and  belter  thee  ftom  thy 
barbarous  enemies !'— The  better  to  secure 
your  safety,  we  all  agreed  to  call  you  by  the 
name  of  our  lamented  son,  and  to  conduct  you 
to  Switzerland  as  such. — We  swore  to  secresy 
Durand  and  the  countess's  woman,  who  attended 
us,  on  whom  we  could  depend,  and  who  have 
inviolably  kept  the  secret ;  which,  till  this  hpur^ 
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bas  been  concealed  from  all  the  world,  even 
fbom  yourself,  whom  I  adopted  with  a  tender^ 
ness  equal  to  parental  sentiments. — Heaven  not 
having  thought  fit  to  bless  me  with  other  chil* 
dren,  I  fixed  my  hopes  on  you,  and  had  long 
ceased  to  expect,  and  I  will  confess  even  to 
wish,  that  fiite  would  disclose  the  hidden  mystery 
of  your  birth.  You  well  remember  the  dying 
scene  of  the  incomparaUe  coimtess,  wlio  had  sa 
tenderly  fulfilled  for  you  a  mother's  duties; 
you  received  her  blessings  and  mourned  her 
loss  with  filial  sorrow.  I  complied  rather  re** 
luctantly  with  your  desire  to  travel,  and  obtained 
your  promise  not  to  be  absent  from  me  on  your 
first  expedition  more  than  three  months.  The 
Account  which  we  received  from  Prevot  of  the 
unfortunate  death  of  the  marchioness  de  Qair- 
ville,'  and  the  unknown  fate  of  her  infant  son, 
corresponding  exactly  with  the  time  and  circiun* 
stances  of  your  adoption,  left;  Durand  and  me 
little  doubt,  but  that  you  were  the  devoted  view 
tim  of  the  concealed  assassin  :  we  determined, 
however,  not  to  let  our  suspicions  transpire 
befi>re  your  return,  which  I  daily  expected  from 
the  last  letters  that  I  had  received.  A  week 
since,  Durand^  passing  through  the  streets  of 
Zurich,  was  accosted  by  a  stranger,  whom  he 
soon  recollected,  in  s^tt  of  the  vestiges  of  time. 
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to  be  die  person  who  had  intrusted  him  with  * 
the  care  of  the  in£uit  Albert.-r-^  Thailk  heaven;*"  • 
exclaimed  the  stranger,  ^  I  have  Hved  to  meet 
you  once  again!  You  have  never  quitted  mj 
remembrance,  although  many  years  have*  passed^ 
since  I  recommended   to  your  protection  a 
persecuted  child :  if  he  still  should  live,  heaven 
may  restore  him  ta  his  rights.*— Condescend  to 
follow  me  to  my  habitation,  where  I  wiU  unfold 
a  story  terrible  to  relate,  the  concealment,  of 
which  has  cost  my  conscience  so  dear/    Durand 
readily  complied  with  his  request,  and  learned ' 
from  him  the  confession ;  that  being  a  servant 
in  the  family  of  the  Baron  de  Morenzl,  he  had 
been  bribed  by  promises,  and  intimidated  by. 
threats,  to  assist  his  master  in  the  sdzure  of  the'' 
Marchioness  de  Clairville  and  h^r  son  on  the 
road  to  Clairville  castle ;  but  that,  having  been, 
previously  haunted  by  a  hocrid  dream,  he  had  de- 
termined to  save,  ifpossible,  the  young  marquis; 
that  he  consulted  with  a  brother,  who  was  also  ^ 
in  the  baron's  service,  and  who  afterwards  lost, 
his  life  in  the  action,  and  they  both  agreed 
together,  at  all  events,  to  rescue  the  child,  the 
chief  object  of  Morenzi's  malice  anci  certain 
impediment  to   his   wishes  of  inheriting  the 
revenues  of  Clairville  castle.    In  the  beginning 
of  the  engagement,  Fargeon  declared,  that,  with 
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a  view  to  Kif€  him,  he  snatehed  Ae  inflmt  from 
hb  motbtt^s  anas,  who  had  swooned  on  the 
nppxmA  of  the  armed  vfllain^ ;  and  havings 
cMaped  with  him  to  the  wood  he  lulled  him  to 
4eep  on  a  bank  near  the  road;  where  he 
watched  the  upproach  of  some  passengers  whom 
he  hoped  to  move  with  compassion }  that  he 
waited  not  long,  as  Durand  was  soon  after  sent 
hy  pnmdence  to  be  the  fortunate  instrument 
of  his  preservation:  Fargeon  added,  that  he 
then  returned  to  the  baron,  who  himself  had 
headed  the  villainous  troop,  and  found  it  not 
difficult  to  persuade  him,  that  he  had  with  h^ 
own  hands  strangled  the  child,  and  buried  him 
^eep  in  a  ditch«  Soon  after  these  occurrences 
he  had  married,  and  retired  to  Switzerland  with 
his  wi^,  where  he  had  lived,  with  an  upbraiding 
conscience,  ever  since,  upon  the  wages  of  ini- 
quity ;"«-*with  this  sole  consolation,  however, 
that  he  was  in  appearance  alone  guilty  of  mur- 
d&  {  he  had  lately  arrived  at  the  knowledge  of 
the  late  marquis's  decease,  and  of  the  succesfflon 
cf  the  baron,  which  awakened  in  his  mind  such 
remorse  for  the  share  taken  by  him  in  the  de- 
ceptdon,  that  he  had  almost  resolved  to  return 
to  France,  in  order  to  divulge  a  secret,  which 
oppressed  his  conscience ;  when  he  unexpectedly 
met  and  recollected  Durand,  to  whom  he  re- 


sohftefy,  conf^s^  the   whole^     My   ikkhAil 
4ppiestic  lost  no,  tipe  in  impArting  to  me  tlm 
qiomentous  jsecret :  I  h^  pot  yet  disclosed  toi 
Prevot  the  diicpyeiry  which  his  intelligence  had> 
ipade  to  me  of  your  family,  but;  had  ixnmiediately 
confided  it  to  X)ura»d^  whose  report  of  Fargepn't 
confession  added  a  strong  confirmation  of  cir*^ 
cumstances,  sufficiently   evident   before :    th^ 
secret  yet  remains  between  us  undivjulged  ;--* 
but  now  is  the  crisis  Cff  your  fate,  and  th» 
moment  is  arrived  for  you  to  assert  your  claim^tr 
—to  prove  your  existence, — to  epcpose  to  justice 
the  usurper  of  your  rights^— '^  ^'  and  the  mur- 
dejrer  of  my  mother  !'*  exclaimed  Albert;  ^'  littl«i 
did  I  conceive,  when  I  attended  the  funeral  of 
the  lamented  Marquis  de  Clairville,  that  X  wa« 
performing  an  act  of  duty,  ai^d  following  a 
parent  to  the  grave  !" 

Sleep  visited  npt  the  eyelids  of  Albert^  who 
parsed  the  remainder  of  the  night  in  revolyiiig 
the  wondrous  events  which  had  been  impart^ 
to  him :  abhorrence  of  Mpren?i's  crimes,  au^ 
meditated  revenge,  animated  every  &culty  of 
his  mind}-*-but,  in  the  midst  of  these  filial 
emotions,  the  seducing  form  of  Emma  would 
aometimes  glide  into  his  idqa^,  eqlightoniqg  the 
future  prospect  of  his  life  with  brightest  hop9» 
When  the  count  met  Albert  in  the  morning,  h« 
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^nd  him,  impdled  by  youthfld  ardour  and  die 
diirst  of  vengeance,  resolved  to  hasten  to 
CKurville  Castle,  and  to  challenge  the  assaanD 
of  his  mother.  The  count  endeavoured  to 
soothe  his  impetuosity,  by  representing  to  him 
Aat  the  judicature  of  France  would  do  him 
ample  justice ;  and  that  they  were  fbrtimately 
armed  with  evidence  sufficient  to  condemn  a 
traitor,  whose  atrocious  crimes  ought  to  be 
publicly  punished  by  the  exertion  of  those  laws 
which  he  had  violated.  He  proposed,  however, 
without  loss  of  time  to  accompany  him  to 
France,  and  to  take  immediate  measures  ior 
seizing  the  person  of  the  Baron  de  >  MorenzL— 
Albert  submitted  to  the  opinion  of  the  count, 
and  they  set  out  accordingly  the  next  morning, 
with  a  large  retinue,  among  whom  Durand, 
Fargeon,  and  Prevot  were  inqluded. 

We  will  leave  the  travellers  to  pursue  dieir 
journey,  while  we  return  to  the  Baron  de  Mo- 
renzi.  Du  Val,  ever  indefiitigable  in  a  cause 
wherein  his  own  advantage  was  concerned,  had 
resolved  to  make  use  of  the  first  opportuniQf 
which  should  ojflfer,  to  secure  the  lovely  Emma, 
in  the  absence  of  her  fiither :  for  this  purpose, 
he  arOse  at  break  of  day,  and  with  two  trus^ 
domestics,  in  whom  he  could  confide  the  basest 
designs,  took  his  secret  stand  behind  a  thidc 


^edge/ tliat'feuced  the  amall  garden  ojf  Bernard, 
wMb-an  intept/to,w^tcb  his  departuire  from  the 
cdttage^  apd  tot  s^^  the .  uoprotc^cted  victim 
:«bQm/b^'faad  d^ypted  >to  his  own  avarice  and 
|)ie^  liqen^ous  paasian  g£  Morenzi.  While  this 
Wfetck¥^  lurking  in  ambush,  some  peasants, 
§0^9t€fliafid  to  call  their  well-beloved  neighbour 
to  the  ^occupations  of  the  day,  having  r^eated 
their  umud  signal  to  no  purpose,  knockejd  at  the 
door 5  they  received  no  answer;  an  universal 
consternation  prevaUed  among  them  :^  after  con- 
;mlting  some  time,  they  agreed  to  force  the 
door;  which  having  ejected,  they  entered,  and 
found  to  their  astonishment  the  cottage  desert- 
ed. Du  Val  and  his  associates  had,  by  this  time, 
joined  in  the  search;  and,  having  no  difficulty  to 
account  for  the  flight  of  Bernard  and  his  daugh- 
ter,, hastened  to  the  castle  to  inform  the  baron 
of  a  circumstance  so  mortifying  to  his  passion. 
Moren^,  exasperated  with  rage  and  disappoint- 
ment, vowed  vengeance  oifthe  fugitives,  and 
ordering  a  carriage  to  be  got  ready,  threw  him- 
self into  it  with  Du  Val,  determined  to  over- 
take the  objects  of  his  fiiry :  although  well  con- 
vinced that  they  had  been  too  cautious .  to  at- 
tempt concealing  themselves  in  the  village,  be- 
fore his  departure  be  ordered,  that  every  cot- 
tage diiould  be  searched.    T|&ey  took  the  same 
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road  which  Bernard  hud  cfaoseii;  and  ^b^ 
pursued  the  wanderers  as  closely  as  the  illtt^ 
val  of  some  hours  would  admit.     WUle  Mo* 
renzi  was  engaged  ih  the  pursuit  of  this  venon- 
ble  old  man,  Bernard,  studiously  aaxioos  to 
protect  his  persecuted  daughter^  hmptAkmHj 
waited  the  approach  of  mwning,    when  die 
landlord  had  promised  him  a  carriage :  he  hid 
locked  the  door  of  his  daughter's  chamber^  m- 
tending  not  to  disturb  her  repose  untfl  the  mo- 
ment of  departure  should  arrive,  and  had  fe> 
turned  to  his  room  below ;  where,  anxiously  so- 
licitous for  the  return  of  day,  he  stood  at  a 
dow  contemplating  the  declining  moon :  he 
roused  from  his  reverie  by  the  entrance,  through 
the  door,  of  a  large  <log,  which,  jumping  up  td 
his  knees,  began  fawning  upon  him,  as  reed- 
lecting  an  old  acquaintance.     Bernard  soon 
called  to  his  remembrance  the  fidthfiil  creatore; 
when  his  master,  who  had  missed  his  favourite, 
traced  him  to  that  apartment,  and,  entering  iti 
discovered  to  the  astonished  Bernard  the  unex- 
pected form  of  Albert :  a  mutual  surprise  aad 
pleasure  made  them  exclaim  the  same  instant, 
^^  Is  it  possible.^*    An  explanation  soon  took 
place  on  each  side }  and  the  Coimt  de  Boumoo- 
ville  having  joined  them,  he  received  Bernard 
with  every  mark  'of  friendship  ami  coadescea- 


^  ld&  THE  oLEAinsnu  408 

sion.'  While  the  gobd  old  maii  waM  recounting 
the  occasi6n  of  his  flight,  and  the  designs  fermed 
by  Morenzi,  to  betray  the  innocence  of  Emma, 
the  rage  of  Alb^  rose  beyond  all  bounds ;  and 
he  soleriitily  vowed  that  the  monster  who  had 
thus  injured  him  by  complicated  viUany  should 
'  ftll  the  devoted  victim  of  his  avenging  arm.— 
••  But  where/'  said  he,  "  is  my  incomparable, 
Iny  glorious  Emma  ?  Let  me,  by  my  preseuGe* 
reassure  her  tender  apprehensions,  and  swear 
no  &tte  shall  separate  us  morei;  but  that  from 
this  moment  she  shall  find  in  her  devoted  Al- 
bert, the  protector  of  her  innocence,  the  cham- 
pion  of  her  honour,  the  avenger  of  her  wrongs!" 
At  that  instftnt  A  carriage  drove  furiously  into 
the  yard,  and  two  persons  alighted  froin  it,  in 
one  (if  whom,  as  it  was  nol^  day,  Albert  recog* 
tilled  Morenzi. — The  impulse  of  the  moment 
induced  him  to  ^llow  the  b^ron.  They  entered 
a  rdom  at  the  same  time.«— ^^  Villain,  traitor^ 
Usurper,"  exclaimed  Albert,  shutting  the  door, 
and  inatteritive  to  his  owU  unarmed  situiition> 
^*  defend  thyself,  if  thou  darest  encounter  the 
just  resentment  of  Heinry  de  Clairville,  whose 
mother's  blood  demands  the  justice  of  a  son's 
revenge,  from  a  son,  who  dalls  upon  thee  to  ex« 
{Mate  with  thy  life  thy  monstrous  crimes." 
The  coward  heart  of  Morenzi,  struck  with  the 
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horrors  of  all-conscious  guilt,  froze  in  his  bosom; 
iand  he  stood  fixed  in  mute  wonder  and  dismay. 
The  Count  de  Boumonville,  accompanied  by 
Bernard  and  his  attendants,  liad  joined,  by  this 
time,  the  unarmed  Albert,  who  might  have 
fallen  a  victim  to  the  baron's  resentment,  had 
not  a  sense  of  his  own  villany,  together  with  his 
astonishment  and  terror  at  the  s^t  of  the  in- 
jured son  of  Clairville,  arrested  the  trembling 
arm  of  MorenzL  The  cautious  friends  of  Al- 
bert almost  by  force  dragged  him  from  the 
roGOir  and  leaving  Du  Val  only  with  Morenzi, 
fkMened  the  door  upon  them,  which  was  guaided 
on  the  outside  by  the  count's  armed  retinue  to 
prevent  escape.  The  baron  had  caught  a 
view  of  Fargeon,  and  recollecting  in  him  the 
man  whom  he  had  employed  to  awatssinate  the 
young  Henry,  he  felt  a  strong  and  &tal  presage 
of  his  own  impending  £ite :  his  brain,  was  seiz^ed 
with  sudden  desperation  ;  he  snatched:  from  his 
pocket  a  loaded  pistol,  and  before  Du  Val  could 
wrest  the  weiqpon  from  his  hand,  he  lodged  its 
contents  in  his  own  head,  and  fell  thus  selfcon* 
victed,  the  devoted  sacrifice  of  his  conscious 
and  accumulated  crimes. 

Du  Val,  terrified,  flew  to  a  window,  and 
throwing  open  the  sash,  proclaimed  murder,  in 
a  voice  sq  audible  that  heinstantfy^  collected  to- 
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gether  a  concourse  of  persons,  who,  urged  by  cu- 
riosity, surrounded  the  house,  and  demanded 
admittance  into  the  room  from 'whence  the 
alarm  proceeded.  The  affrighted  landlord  fike- 
wise  peremptorily  claimed  liberty  to  enter  j 
which  being  granted  on  condition  diat  the  pri- 
soners should  not  be  sufiered  to  escape^  they 
rushed  into  the  room,  found  the  baron  lifeless^ 
and  Du  Val  leaning  over  his  dead  master,  with 
looks  expressive  of  horror  and  consternation; 
When  Albert  viewed  his  fallen  enemy,  he  stood 
for  some  moments  wrapt  in  silent  wonder-«-then 
exclaimed,  ^^  Chaste  shade  of  my  departed  mo^ 
&er,  be  uppwseA  !-^l%e  arm,  which  shed  tby 
guiltless  blood,  has  in  his  own  revenged  thee^ 
and  marksj  brjF  diis  dread  deed  of  justice,  the  un^ 
erring  hand  of  heavenly  retribution.^'  He  dieii 
quitted  die  apartment,  and  witlidrew  with  the 
Count  de  Boumonville,  who  had  given  ordec^ 
that  proper  attention  to  the  body  shoiddbe  paid: 
they  now  consulted  what  measure  they  should 
take  to  conceal  fix)m  Emma  a  catastitiphe  so^  fiui 
tal,  till  they  could  remove  her  from  this  faoratid 
dcene.  .      •  \  " 

Bernard  determined  to  go  to  his  daiiglfter'a 
chamber ;  ahd  undertook  with  cautious  teiider-* 
ness  to  unfold  to  ber  the  extraonfinat^  ciitdm«>^ 
stance,  thai  Albert  and  the  coteit  liad*  aliirhted 
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fiom  their  chaise  at  the  moment  of  Emma's  arri- 
VaL 

Harassed  by  the  violent  agit^ons  of  mind 
and  body  which  she  had  imdergone,  £n|ma  had 
enjoyed  for  some  time  the  most  refreshiiig  and 
profound  repose ;  firom  which  she  was  reused 
at  length  I^  confused  sounds  of  voices,  that 
proceeded  from  below:  she  started  up,  and  re- 
collecting all  at  once  her  perilous   situation, 
which  the  light  of  the  sun,  beaming  through  the 
curtains,  painted  in  strong  colours,  she  felt  her 
apprehensions  of  pursuit  renewed;   hastening 
therefore  tq  adjust  her  ^ress,  she  tied  on  her 
straw  bonnet,  with  an  intent  to  rejflfn  her  Either, 
when  he  suddenly  entered;  and  teaderihjr  in? 
quiring  after  her  hejUth,  he  fimnd  ber  so  ssfh 
prehaisive  of  danger.,  from  the  interval  of  time 
which  tliey  had  lost  ait  the  inn,  that  he  ventracd 
to  inferm  her  of  Albert's  arrivid,  aqd  of  his  vaitr 
flig  impatiently^  to  be  admitt^  into  her  pre? 
aence :  the  glowing  blush  of  mofnentifry  plear 
sore  af|imat)sd  her  lovely  cheek,  bnt  ifistand^ 
retreating,  was  succeeded  by  a  deadly  palenessr 
^  Ah,  my  fiither,''  said  she,  *^  how  sbaU  I  avoic) 
him  ?  We  must  meet  no  more.r**I  have  taught 
my  heart  to  renounce  each  fond  idea  which  it 
had  dared  to  form :  honour  demands  tike  saair 
fkfi :  let  i|s  fly  tbf  n  from  redoubled  danger/* 
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**  O  my  exalted  girl,"  interrupted  Bonard, 
while  tean  of  transport  glistened  in  his  eyes  ; 
"  well  dost  thou  deserve  the  bright  reward 
which  now  awaits  thy  courage  and  thy  virtue  i 
descend  with  me  into  the  garden,  where  thou 
mayest  guiltless  behold  again  the  worthy  Albert, 
thy  fiuthilii  lover,  and  thy  destined  husband. 
Let  me  le«d  thee  to  him }  he  shall  ,resoIve  thy 
timid  doubts,  and  banish  that  incredulity  which 
speaks  in  thy  countenance."— Emma  followed 
her  fiUiher,  in  silent  astonishment,  to  a  small 
ffhrubbciy  at  the  end  of  a  serpentine-walk,  whue 
Albert  waited  her  ^^roach,  when,  in  an  instant, 
she  beheld  him  at  her  feet.  "  Receive^"  said 
he,  with  a  look  of  nqiture,  "  the  heart,  the  hand 
of  AU>art,' or  rather  of  Henry  d«  ClairviUe,  the 
kwfiil  hear  of  that  usurped  castle  and  its  widfs 
domaina.  I  hail  thee  mistress  of  those  s^qred 
shades,  where  first  my  vows  of  constancy  and 
love  were  ofiered  in  the  attesting  ear  pf  heaven  i 
within  those  hallowed  walla  a  sdemn  peremony 
•hall  bind  oar  &itb.-*The  Baioo  de,  Moroizi  i? 
90. moTQ."  ,,  ,. 

"Alas,"  interrupted , Emmsg  in.a^tren^idomi 
VQtce,  **  has  Albert  iheu  dreDchet}  his  swon}  in 
bloodj— do  I  behold  »  murderer  ?"-T-"Nq»"rfr 
pUod  the  lover,  **  Morenzi  feUthe  vic^m  of  IMff 
conscience  and  of  heaven's  ^vei^ipg  jttd{;*n«o/^ 


1 


40S  TfiE  GLEANER*  H^.  1801 

Accept  k  giultless  hand,  a  constant  ^eart,  ^ 
IT  name  iinsullied." — ^The  Count  de  Bournon- 
ville  at  the  same  instant  readied  the  spot ;  when 
&e  young  lover  presented  to  him  the  ^r  object 
of  his  affections,  whom  he  saluted  with  respe^ 
wd  cordiality,  felicitating  them  both  on  th^ 
approaching  happiness. 

•  Events  so  exfraordinary  being  soon  circulated^ 
ihrough  the  adjacent  country,  they  were  re^ 
cdved  at  the  castle  of  Clairville  with^  dread  and^ 
wonder.  But  in  its  neighbourhood  wiA  mrffeigb^ 
cd  trins^ort  and  exulting  jby.  The  unlooked^ 
for  restoration  of  a  family  to  which  they  were 
Strongly  attached  by  every  tie  'of  aflfection,  gra^ 
titude^  and  fOial  duty,  broke  at  once  iKef  gaflii^ 
yoke^  ctf  that  oppressive  slavery  under  whidr 
^  tenants  I^d  groaned  during  the  short  re^ 
ctf'sm  tisurper,  dnd  promised  thetti  at  tihce  fr 
berty' and  happiness.' 

•  "The  approach  of  the  young  marquis  to  the 
mansion  6f  his  ancestors  being  announced,  he 
Was  met  wme  miles  from  die  castle  by  all  4iie 
peasantry,  who  welcomed  and  followed  him  wHft 
aeclamatiDtis  of  imfeign^  del^ht. 

•  The  return  of  Bernard  and  his  beauteous 
daughter,  who  were  universal^  belbired,  was 
iikeidse  hailed  \)y  theirrustic  neighbours,  wiA 
an  honest  simplicity  &f  heart,  to  whi<^  that  envy 
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h  imknawfiy  which  so  often  mingles  with  Ae  sen- 
timents of  those  born  in  the  tiuperior  ranks  of^ 
life ;  and  they  cordially  cotigratulated  Bernard^ 
on  the  rewai^s  which  awaited  bis^merits,  in  the' 
advancement  of  his  virtuous  daughter.  -     ' 

As  the  high  and  'venerable  turrets  of  his  na-' 
tive  castle  rose  to  the  view  of  Hemy,  emerging^ 
from  the  dxick  foliage  of  the  lofty  trees  by  which 
itiey  were  surrounded^  a  thousand  varied  emo^ 
tions  filled  his  noble  heart ;  tears  to  the  memory' 
6f  his  unfortunate  and  revered  parents  roQed" 
down  his  manly  cheek  J  while  gratitude  tor 
heaven,  for  the  restoration  of  t^ose  rights  *  tlilit 
empowered  hiih  to  difiuse  happiness  around  hito,' 
softened  his  fiHal  sorrow*  ^^  •       i 

'  Bernard  and  Emma  entered  fheir  litiie  diltii^4 
Kng  with  sensations  very  different  irom  thd$e 
widi  which  they  had  so  lately  quitted  it.  thef 
wafted  their  mutual  thanks*  to  tt^  Being,  wbosie 
mercy  had  preserved  them  from  the  machinations 
of  a  once  dreaded,  but  now  vanquished  ^nemy. 
The  prosperous  fortune  that  awaited  Emma, 
filed hesbos^m  witb:hiuiib)6 latitude;  but  the 
lowly  unambitious  mind  of  this  child  of  inno- 
cence, impenetrable  to  (Hide  and  vanity,  felt 
no  haughty  exultation  in  the  prospect  of  her  ap- 
proaching elevation  to  a  rank,  the  splendour  of 
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could  neither  dazzle  her  eyes,  nor  mis- 
lead her  judgment. 

The  Marquis  de  Clairyille  si^fiered  not  the 
object  of  hia  true  and  tried  aflfectiMi  to  remaiii 
long  in  her  humble  retreat ;  he  reminded  Ber- 
nard of  the  promise  which  he  had  given  him  of 
his  daughter's  hand. 

The  scruples  of  delicacy,  the  conft^  of  duty, 
and  the  claims  of  honour,  no  longer  could  be 
urged  as  obstacles  to  qppose  such  goierous 
wishes :  sufficiently  h^  Emma  proved  the  am- 
aaendtioiis  virtues  of;  her  heart ;  superior  theie* 
foKe  to  the  arts  1^  disguise  and  afiectrtiont  sh(B 
obeyed  her  &ther^s  summons  to  meet  her  noble 
lover  at  the  altar,  where  th^y  exdiai^ged  their 
nitfaal  vaws»  amd  w^e  cronnied  by  an  apprev^ 
11^.  Fir0yidenee  with  tJ^  refined  happiness^ 
wbkh  distqt^rQstfd  l^ve  and  irrqiroachable  ho« 
n<Mit  alone  can  merit. 

Tot  blessings  ever  wait  on  virtuous  deeds. 
And  though  a  late,  a  sure  reward  succeeds* 

C&nm 
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'— — Natoni  SMblimls  et  merr : 
Mfli  B^inU  Cmgiaiia  Mils  ec  fcUcitcr  madei. 

jPor  Mgb  «od  ardoit  »  hto  nature  TflBy 
It  breatbei  the  ipirit  of  |^  tragic  tcene, 
Aa4  dares  mccenliM. 

FiiAifcn. 


TpE  «cehery  of  this  phy  is  kid  in  Germany,  and 
the  actions  are  supposed  to  have  taken  plactf 
fo  the  early  part  of  the  sixteenth  century^ 
Maximiliim,  Count  de  Moor,  has  two  sons^ 
Charies  und  Francis ;  the  younger,  jealous  of 
is  brother's  seniority,  by  cowardly  and  ma* 
ous  insinuations,  endeavours  to  prgodice  lus 
fiither  ffgainst  Charles,  who  is  absent  at  Ltip^ 
;Eick;  he  succeeds— and  induces  him  to  write  a 
fetter  of  disinheritance  couched  in  the  most 
pinlpnd  And  forbidding  terms.  Driven  to  des« 
peratioi},  thp  hero  of  the  piece  becomes  the 
isaptain  pf  a  bjsuid  o£  robbers  in  the  forests  of 
Bohemia;  returns  in  disgrace  to  the  habitation 
pf  his  fiither  in  Pyanconia  (after  a  report  had 
been  industriously  communicated  of  his  death)* 
find  fMa  that  Amelia,  wlu>se  reciprocal  attach* 
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ment  had  been  attested  by  the  interchanging  erf 
rings,  proves  incoris(iant  ;^hat  letters  of  contri* 
lion  to  his  father  had  been  intercepted  by  Fran- 
cis, who,  at  that  time,  had  also  privately  impri- 
soned thedd  man  in  a  tower,  for  the  purpose 
of  starving  him  to  death,  that  he  might  antici- 
pate the  inheritance.  By  accident,  Charles  de 
Moor  discovers  that  his  father  is  yet  alive,  hav- 
ing been  secretly  supplied  with  food  by  a  servant; 
the  old  man  is  released ;  and,  as  a  punishment 
fcr  Frances,  he  is  made  to  supiply  his  pfatce  ^  but 
Charles,  impatient  of  the  appellatk)B  of  treachery 
and  weakness,  which  the  robbers  gmne  to  bai 
desertion  x}fthirm'md  his  lofve  to  Amelia  (with 
whom  the  tenderest  reconciliatibn  had  taken 
placelprevious  to  tibie  disengagement  from  tiieir 
conQeiQoh),  as  an  act  of  heroism  he  stabs  her, 
'and  delivers  himsdf  up  to  a  poor  wretched 
officer,  who  labours  by  the  day.fiir  the  bread  of 
eleven  "children^  that  he  might  enjoy' the  reward 
which. had  been  ofiered  for  the  head. of  Charles 
de  Moon 

Such  are  the  outlines  a£  this  play;  but  ra 
dramatic  compositicHis  we  g^ierally  look  for 
some  GREAT  character  as  aa  object  of  imitafioii; 
in  The  Robbers  we  are  disappointed : .  but  aa^ 
nature  guides  the  pencil  of  Sdiiller,  a,  more 
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■  I 

^nunated  u^d  fidtbi\d  portraiture  of  human  life 
may  be  expected,  thap  if  he  had  studied  under 
Ihe./cohi  tutorage  of. art:  no  single  character 
ig  m^TQaHty.  worthy  of  imitation; .thrcnighout.; 
there^ej^ery,  representation  of  pecfectioit  t$ 
unnatumU  as  being  the  representation  of  what 
does  not  exist;  it  is  this  consideration  which 
induces  me  to  admire  the  address  of  our  author 
T-though  I  suqpect  the  admiration  }»  aii^golar 
>-^in  making  Amdia  faU  in  love  with  her  Charles 
(whomjriie  imi^gines  to  beMead)  under  the.dist 
guise  <^  Count  de  Braundzeveity  reader  of 
semsihility  and  feeling  must  weep  over  the  weak- 
ness of  her  conduct^*-but  hushed  be  every  cen«* 
^ure  on  the  poet ;  let  him  rather  pour  a  §igh 
uppn  the  frailty  of  our  nature,  and'reluct^tly 
acknowledge,  that  this  trait  of  the  human  miiid 
is  just.  The  generality  of  modem  composers^ 
I  am  aware,  tamely  unwilling  to  sully  the 
purity  of  their  &VQurite  character,  would,  have 
issued  from  the  lips  of  Amelia  every  possible 
variety  of  contempt  and  abhorrence  on  thesui^ 
posed  stranger,  for  the  arrogant  apd  untimely 
intrusion  of  his  addresses  ;  huf.  here  the  genius 
of  Schiller,  from  an  acquaintance  with  ,  the 
aprings  of  human  passipns,  has  artfully  made 
her  Jove  for  Charles  the  very  cause  of  incon- 
stancy. '  \ 
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( ActL  nr^-^-AnisuA  aUfiey  after  her  CMfarm^ 
tiawwiih  the  stranger.) 

^  ^  You  are  in  tears  Amelia  i'-^^-thett  w»e 
his  words-««4uid  spoken  with  that  exprenlM— 
Ob)  it  summed  up  a  thousand  dear  reroeiB- 
brance&— scenes  of  past  deli^t<^-as  in  mjr  dqfs 
of  happiness-— my  golden  spring  of  Iove-*-haAf 
-—'tis  the  nightingale !  O^  such  wtui  thy  aMg, 
sweet  bird,  in  those  blest  da}r8---so  bloomed  the 
flowers-— and  when  I   lay  enraptured  on  hss 

neck Sure,  if  the  spirits  of  the  dead  hover 

around  the  living,  this  stranger  is  the  angd  of 
my  Charles — O  §aike  and  faithless  heart!  and 
dost  thou  seek  thus  artfully  to  vail  thy  perfidy? 
No,  no,  begone  for  ever  from  this*  breast  dM 
weak,  the  impious  wish.*-*Here,  in  tfcos  heart, 
where  Charles  lies  buried,  shall  never  hmnan 
being  fill  his  place-*— -and  yet  this  stranger ;  this 
unknown — 'tis  wonderful  my  thoughts  sbouid 
dwell  thus  strong,  thus  constantly  upon  him-^ 
as  'twere  my  Charles's  picture— his  features 
^eem  to  melt  into  the  very  image— of  my  only 
love  ^  You  are  in  tears  Anjielia  I'  Ha !  let  me 
flv." 

The  firmness  of  Amelia  is  withered  by  her 
extreme  susceptibility :  her  character  has  but 
little  of  the  heroine^  warm  and  passionate  io 
her  affections,  a  tale  of  sorrow  would  agitate 
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every^  Hbre  in  her^ftame;  equally  atdent  and 
implacable  in  her  resentment.  HtT  conversation 
with  Francis,  to  whose  malignity  she  attributes 
the  disheritance  of  her  lover,  is  a  fine  specimen 
liow  animated  is  language  when  dictated  by 
hatred  and  abhorrence. 

^  Fkakcisa  (Approaching.)  What  have  these 
poor  violets  done  to  oflend  you  ? 

♦*  Amelia.   (Starting.)  Is  it  you !  you  here ! 
whom  of  all  mankind  I  most  desire  to  see.^ 
'    **  FiKAMcis.    Me?  Is  it  possible!   me  of  all 
kiankind! 

**  Amelia.  You,  sir,  even  you— I  have 
hi}ngered-^I  have  thirsted  for  the  sight  of  you 
«— stay  I  conjure  you. — Here,  poisoner,  let  me 
enjoy  my  highest  pleasure— let  me  curse  thee 
io  thy  fiure. 

**  Fram^cis.  Why  am  I  thus  treated?  you 
wrong  me  child ; — go  to  the  fiither  who— 

**  Amelia.  Ttie  fiither — ^ha!  that  &ther,  who 
gives  his  son  the  bread  of  despair  tb  eat,  while 
he  pampers  himself  with  the  richest  delicacies ; 
who  gluts  his  palled  appetite  with  costly  wines, 
and  rests  his  palsiied  limbs  on  down,  while  his 
son— his  noble  son — the  paragon  of  all  that's 
worthy,  all  that's  amiable,  that's  great — ^wants 
the  bare  necessaries  of  life— shame  to  you,  mon- 
sters of  inhumanity,  unfeeling,  brutal  monsters! 
his  only  son ! 
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Francis.  I  thought  he  had  two  soda.  ^ 
AitfEUA*  Ay !  he  deserves  many  sons  such 
f^  you— ^yesy  when  stretched  <>n  the  bed  of 
dea^  he  shall  extend  his  feeble  hai^isy  and 
seek  to  grBsp  for  the  kst  time  his  injured,  nobU 
Charles,  let  him  feel  thy  icy  hand,  thou,  fiends 
and  shudder  at  the  touch! — O,  how  swipr— 

HOW  DELICIOUS  THE  CURSE  OF  A  DYING  FATHER  T' 

;  He  who  cap  read  this  passage  without  the 
stron j^t  emotions — without  feeling  his  blood 
run  cold  through  every  vein— -may  close  the 
book,  and  seek  amusement  in  a  mathematical 
proposition. 

.  In  the  character  of  Francis,  we  should  hope 
that^Sch^lLer  h^  created  a  monster  which  naturs 
would  have  been  ashamed  of;  such  foul  malevo- 
lence,  so  general  a  negation  of  whatever  is  good, 
such  a  consummation  of  atrocity,  could  only 
have  entered  into  the  composition  of  a  fiend 
JHis  soliloquies,  however,  very  frequently  remind 
us  of  Richard  Didce  of  Gloucester,  afterward 
Richard  IIL  In  the  first  act  he  says,  ^*  I  have 
a  heavy  debt  of  hatred  against  nature,  and  by 
my  soul!  I'll  make  it  good— why  was  that 
hideous  burden  of  deformity  h '  1  upon  me  alone; 
—of  all  my  race  on  me  alone? — Hell  and  dam* 
nation !  on  me  alone — as  if  she  had  formed  me 
only  of  the  scum,  the  very  refuse  of  her  stuff! 
she  damned  me  from  my  birth !  and  here  I  swear 
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eternal  enmity  against  her— I'll  blast  her  fiiirest 
works  :~what  are  to-  me  the  ties  of  kindred ! 
1*11  burst  those  trammels  of  affection — ^bonds  of 
the  soul — I  never  knew  your  force.  She 
denied  me  the  sweet  play  of  het  heart,  and  aQ 
its  persuasive  eloquence — what  must  its  place 
■Suj^ly?  Imperious  force — ^henceforth  be  that  the 
only  servant  of  my  wishes — and  all  shall  yield 
before  me."  Again,  in  Act  S  :  •*  Pardon  me, 
dame  Nature!  if  I  owe  you  a  grudge  for  the  form 
you  have'  given  me — complete  your  work  by 
stripping  me  of  every  vestige  of  humanity  I" 
So  in  Richard  III.  Glo'ster  says, 

I  tliat  am  ru&lj>  Btaup'd,  uid  want  ]att's  majes^j 
To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph ; 
I  that  am  curtail'd  of  thia  fair  proportion. 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dissembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unfiniah'd,  sent  before  my  time 
Into  thia  breathing  world,  tec     — 
...I    Since  1  cannot  prove  a  lover, 
X  am  determined  to  pnnre  a  villain. 

Again  in  Henry  VI.  Part  3,  Act  5,  scene  6, 
he  says. 

Then  since  the'hi^  ^^ns  have  shap'd  my  body  bo. 
Let  heD  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it. 

In  the  character  of  Richard,  courage  was  a 
VOL.  IV.  a^B 
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prominent  feature — Francis  is  the  veriest  oowand 
imaginable :  in  the  battle  of  Bosworth,  Richard 
fell  like  a  hero ;  Francis,  frightened  at  a  pistol- 
shot,  is  taken  like  a  poltroon.  The  dream  of 
Richard,  however,  on  the  eve  of  his  engagemeot 
with  the  Earl  of  Richmond,  when  the  ghosts  of 
all  that  he  had  murdered  came  to  his  tent,  pnh 
claims  the  horrors  of  a  guilty  coiisc;ence: 

_-,SofU^I  did  but  dream — 
O  coward  conscieacQ, — how  ^qet  thou  afflict  me ! 
The  lights  burn  blue— is  it  not  dead  midnight  f 
Cold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesh. 
What  do  I  fear  ?  myself? 

Schiller  has,  with  equal  success,  haunted  the 
dreams  of  Francis  with  the  black  catalc^e 
of  his  own  crimes ;  the  terrible  sublimity  of  the 
quotation  i^ill  ple^  my  excuse  for  transcr^iing 
it. 

**  Francis.  Nay,  Daniel— rl  must  tell  you — 
'tis  so  odd — ^you'll  laugh,  I  promise  you :— you 
must  know,  I  thought  I  had  been  feasting  like  a 
prince,  and  I  laid  me  down,  quite  happy,  on 
one  of  the  grassy  banks  of  the  garden — there  I 
fell  asleep,  and  Till  of  a  sudden — ^but  you'll 
laugh  when  I  tell  you.-r- 

"  Danjel;     All  of  a  sudden— what  ? 

^*  Francis.  All  of  a  sudden  I  was  awaked  by 
9,  glap  of  thundq:-r-I  got  upon  m^  feet,  and,  stag^ 


KO.  1 8] •  THE  GLEAKEft.  419 

gering,  looked  around  me — ^when  lo !  the  whole 
homoo  seemed  to  be  one  great  sheet  of  fire— - 
the  mountains,  towns,  and  forests  seemed  to 
melt  like  wax  in  a  furnace ;  and  then  a  dread« 
fy  tempest  arose,  which  drove  before  it  the 
faeavens,  the  earth,  and  the  ocean. 

^  Daioel.  Good  God  i  it  is  the  des^cripticm 
of  the  day  of  judgment. 

"  Francis.  Did  you  ever  hear  such  ridiculous 
stuff?  Then  I  saw  a  person  come  forward,  who 
held  in  his  right  hand  a  brazen  balance,  which 
stretched  Sn^m  east  to  west — he  cried  with  a 
Jioud  voice,  ^  Approach  ye  children  of  the  dust^ 
I  weigh  the  thoughts  of  the  heart.' 

^^  Dakiel.     God  have  mercy  upon  mei 

^^  Francis.  All  seemed  to  be  struck  wi& 
terror,  and  every  countenance  was  pale  as  ashes 
•—'twas  then  I  thought  I  heard  my  name  in  a 
dreadful  voice  that  issued  in  thunder  firom  the 
mountain — a  voice  that  :&oze  the  marrow  in  my 
bones  J  and  made  my  teeth  chatter  as  if  they  ha4 
been  of  iron. 

*^  Daniel.    O  may  God  forgive  jou ! 

"  Francis.  He  did  not.  forgive  me.— Be- 
hold, an  old  man  appeared,*  bent  to  the  ground 
with  sorrow — a   horrible    sights   for   he   had 

*  It  is  perhaps  unnecessary  to  say  that  this  figure  represents 
4iis  father,  whom  he  supposed  he  had  starved  to  death. 

2  £2 
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gnawed  away  one  half  of  his  arm  &om  hunger. 
I — ^None  coul4  bear  to  look  upon  him.^i^I  kne^ 
him  If— He  cut  off  oii^  of  his  grey  locks,  and 
threw  it  &otn  him— Then  I  heard  a  voice  issue 
^om  the  smoke  of  the  mountain  ;  ^  Merc^  and 
forgiveness  to  all  the  sinners  of  the  earth !  TnotJ 
QiihX  ART  ttJECTtn.* — (After  a  hng  pause.) 
Vfhy  don't  you  laugh?'* 

Can  any  thing  t%QteA  the  ghastly  horror  of 
this  dream  ?  and  the  idea  of  laughing  at  it— 4ie 
^dest  and  most  distempered  imagiqalioii  can* 
pot  conceive  a  parallel. 

I  should  swell  a  single  essay  too  mudi,  weie 
I  to  insert  the  whole  of  my  observatioiis  in  lix 
}n  the  next  number  I  shall  take  an  ojqpcMrtum^ 
ipf  pounding  them, 

Thy  Cabihey,  wL  i.  p.  8t^ 
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NaCLXXXII. 

TVre  it  no  thread  in  fluely  spun,  as  fliat  which 
weavat  Um  baaAl  of  |uilt. 

RoasEBf. 


The  principal  feature  in  this  play  is  rok^or  ;  and 
the  power  of  exciting  this  emotion  is,  andoubt* 
edly,  the  forte  of  Schiller:  that  energy  of  expres- 
eSon  which  thrills  through  every  vein,  that  wild- 
ness  of  fancy  which  startles  every  reader,  be  well 
knew  would  lead  along  the  most  intractable  at« 
tention,  and  wake  the  soundest  slumbers  of  a 
Btoic :  he  weH  knew  that  a  tale  of  terror  would 
work  its  way  into  the  soul  that  was  inaccessible 
to  sorrow ;  be  well  knew  that  the  heart  must 
possess  a  refinement  of  feeling,  and  delicacy  of 
sentiment,  somewhat  above  the  common  portion 
oif  humanity,  before  it  can  sympathise  with  the 
anguish  of  disappointed  love,  and  vibrate  with 
eVery  palpitation  of  a  woman's  breast.  But 
man,  in  every  gradation  of  character,  and  every 
variety  of  condition,  from  the  depths  of  barba- 
rity to  the  very  summit  of  civilization,  from  a 
state  of  stupidity  to  sensibility  itself,  would  feel 
affrighted  at  the  daring  councils  of  a  desperate 
banditti,  and  shudder  at  the  foul  and  unqualified 
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malignity  of  such  a  fiend  as  Francis.  The  ter^^ 
ror  of"  Sir  Bertrand,"  and  the  achievementB  of 
the  "  Old  English  Baron/'  will  remain^  whai  the 
languishments  of  unhappy  passion,  and  the  soft 
9ig^  which  swell  the  imagery  of  poetic  fiction, 
shall  have  faded  away  "  like  a  sunbeam  in  the 
day  of  the  gloomy  storm.'* 

The  characters  of  thia  play,  if  they  are  un^ 
common,  are  consistent.  I  have  already  ven- 
tured a  vindication  of  Schiller,  in  representing 
Amelia  as  inconstant  to  Charles ;  as  it  appears 
to  me,  in  such  circumstances,  a  weakness  by  no 
means  unnatural ;  and  I  have  given  my  reasons 
for  the  opinion.  Cowardice  and  villany  are 
generally  concomitants :  there  are  but  two 
cowards  in  the  piece,  Francis  and  Speigelbei|;» 
and  they  are  both  villains ;  perhaps,  I  cannot 
reverse  the  proposition,  and  say — ^there  are  but 
two  villains — ^yet,  among  the  robbers,  almost  all 
the  other  characters  have  some  solitary  spark  of 
generosity  or  grandeur,  which  beams  through 
the  thick  cloud  of  vice,  and  flashes  admiration 
on  the  moralist  himself.  When  the  band  are 
sleeping  on  the  ground,  and  Speigelberg  is 
tempting  Razman  to  the  assassmation  of  their 
captain,  Switzer  gets  up  secretiy :  ^^  Ha!  villain 
—I  have  not  forgot  the  Bohemian  forest— when 
you  screamed  like  a  pitiful  scoundrel,  that  the 


enemy  was  upon  us — 'twas  then  I  swore  it  by 
my  soul — ^have  at  your  heart,  you  murderer." — 
Moor  shortly  afterwards  entering,  he  runs  to 
meet  him,  "  Welcome,  captain !  I  have  been  ^ 
little  choleric  in  your  absence  (shews  him  the 
dead*  body).  Be  you  judge  betweeh  me  and 
this  man — he  wanted  to  murder  you, — ^to  stab 
you  in  the  back. 

**  Moor.  Avenging  power !  thy  hand  is  here! 
Was  it  not  he  whose  syren  song  seduced  us  ?  * 
Here  consecrate  this  sword  to  the  avenging 
Crod,  whose  ways  are  incomprehensible. — S wit- 
her !  'twas  not  thy  hand  that  did  this  deed  ? 

^  SwrrzER.  Zounds !  but  it  was  my  hand,  and 
may  I  be  cursed  if  I  think  it  the  worst  action  of 
my  life.  (Throws  dmvn  the  sword  upon  the 
body^  and  goes  out  in  a  passion./'  Mark  the  re- 
flection of  Moor — ^^  (Moor  very  thoughtfully) 
I  see  it  plain!  Father  of  heaven!  I  know  it. 
The  dry  leaves  fall  around — the  autumn  of  my 
days  is  come ! — take  him  out  of  my  sight.**  t 

But  a  service,  though  not  of  such  importance, 

*  Spelgelbergy  under  the  expectation  of  being  proclaimed 
captain,  was  the  first  who  proposed  to  his  companions  and 
Moor,  that  they  should  form  themselves  into  a  band  of  rob- 
bers ;  he  had  a  grudge  against  Moor,  in  consequence  of  the 
disappointment. . 

f  In  the  above  passage,  a  reader  of  Ossian  may  recognise 
» language  of"  the  times  of  old." 
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wliicb  discovered  a  more  atiMable  aqd  tender 
trait  of  character,  is  remarkable,  when  Moor  $£• 
ter  the  rescue  of  Roller,  fiuigued  with  %htiog, 
throws  himself  on  the  ground-— ^^  I  must  lest 
here— my  joints  are  shook  asunder; — my  tongue 
deaves  to  my  mouth— dry  as  a  potsherd.*'* 

*  *  To  excite  thirst,  is  an  effect  of  wounds.  When  Hotspur 
gives  Henry  IV.  an  account  of  th^  engagement  between  Mor- 
tkner  aiid' Glendbwer,  he  says, 

l!1irfe  times  tbey  breatb*d,  and  three  times  did  they  driok. 
Upon  •greenpeBty  of  swift  SeTern't  flood. 

I  must  now  beg  the  reader's  indulgence,  whilst  I  offin*  so 
explanatory  critique  ou  a  passage  in  Shakspeare,  whidi  cer- 
tainly is  irrelevant  to  the  subject ;  but  I  may  not  have  an  op- 
pbrtunity  even  so  good  as  the  present,  at  any  other  time.  In 
the  first  part  of  Heniy  IV.  (Act  L  S.  3),  speaking  of 
**  DAMNED  Gi^endower/'  he  culls  him  the  *'  great  magi- 
cian." Profuse  as  are  the  commentators  on  Shakspeare, 
I  iiave  seen  no  one  who  has  endeavoured  to  assign  any  reason 
for  the  application  of  this  term ;  it  seems  to  be  this :  after  the 
capture  of  Mortimer,  in  1401-,  Glendower  still  continuing  his 
depredations  on  the  country  bordering  on  Wales,  the  king 
marched  against  him,  two  several  times,  and  returned  witliout 
any  success,  from  the  superior  address  of  Glendower,  in  retir- 
ing among  the  mountains  of  Snowden,  where  he  waa  inaooe** 
sible.  Tlius  disappointed,  Henry  was  preparing,  a  third  time, 
to  ravage  the  country,  when  the  weather  becoming  suddenly 
very  stormy,  he  was  obliged  to  desist  &om  the  undertaking : 

Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made  iMad 
Against  my  power ;  thrice  from  the  hanks  of  Wj» 
And  saody-bottomed  Severn,  have  I  sent 
Him  bootlcu  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

From  this  circumstance,  the  English  anny  imagiiMd  thtl 
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Svitser^  seeing  the  situation  of  his  master, 
although  equally  tired  and  weakened  himself, 
sileBtly  steals  out,  and  after  a  time  returns: 
^'  Captain,  here,-drink  !-i-water  cool  and  fi-edi  as- 
ice."— Thia  trying  attention  displays  a  dispo- 
sition so  a&ctionate  and  kind,  diat  we  cannot 
but  admire  it. 

the  Welch  chieftain  had  made  a  contract  with  the  Deril,  t> 
diaiipate  the  cloud  which  threatened  to  orerwhehn  hia  coun-' 
try, 

Shakapeare  might  poiAihly  have  put  the  words  "  ORXAT 
MAGICIAN — DAMNED  Glendowbr,"  iflto  the  mouth  of  Hen> 
ry,  ignorant  that  such  a  story  waa  in  circulation.  No  otia 
knew  better  than  himself^  how  to  describe  the  manners  and 
■iq>efstitioiu  that  mark  the  earlier  atagei  of  society ;  he  knew 
that  erery  event  which  is  extraordinary— peculiarly  either 
fortunate  or  unfortunate— ts  then  attributed  to  the  supematu' 
ntl  agency  of  good  or  evil  genii,  and  that  tempests  are  taaa 
particularly  considered  as  being  under  their  direction.  To 
this  day,  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  the  vulgar  entertain  a 
notion,  that  the  "  spirit  of  the  mountain"  shrieks  a  prognostic 
of  every  itorm.  Tliat  auch  wasthe  opinion  formerly,  may  be 
collectsd  from  various  passages  in  Ossian :  in  "  Conlath  and 
Cuthona,"  when  Toacar  describes  his  flight  with  tbe  tatter, 
to  his  IHend  Pereuth,  he  says,  "  The  night  was  stormy.  From 
tbeir  htDs  the  groaning  oaks  came  down.  The  sea  darkly 
tumbled  against  the  blast,  llie  roaring  waves  climbed  against 
the  rocks,  llie  lightning  came  often,  and  sbowed  the  blasted 
.fern.  Fereuth,  I  saw  the  ghost  that  embroiled  the  night.  Si- 
lent he  stood  on  yonder  bank.  His  robe  of  mttt  flew  on  the 
wind.  I  could  behold  his  tears.  Ani^ed  man  he  teemed  and  ' 
full  of  thought!"  The  exquisite  beauty  of  this  passage  will 
have  dready  pleaded  my  excuse  for  transcribing  it,  and  I  will 
mtA  iM^bea  my  digression  by  any  apology. 


4aft  rak  gleansk  iso.  I8ft 

I  have  already  shewa  the  similitiide  b^ween 
the  character  of  Francis  and  that  of  Richard  IIL ; 
and  I  cannot  help  observing  that  the  character 
of  Glo'ster,  in  King  Lear,  strongly  resembles^ 
that  of  old  Moor,  in  credulity  and  weakness; 
each  parent  suffers  the  younger  son  to-chill  die 
warmth  of  his  affection  for  the  elder. — Charles 
is  banished  from  his  father's  house,  and  disin- 
herited. Edgar^ — Poor  Tom — Poor  Turlygoodi 
•*  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree,  escaped  the 
hunt,'*  and  to  avoid  being  seized  for  the  sake  of 
a  reward  which  was  offered  by  proclamation. 


Bethought 


To  take  the  basest  and  the  poorest  shape. 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought  near  to  beast. 

The  outcast  child,  in  both  instances,  becomes 
the  saviour  of  his  father :  Moor  is  rescued  firom 
the  jaws  of  a  dungeon  by  the  injured,  yet  for- 
giving Charles ;  and  the  hand  of  Edgar,  in  dis- 
guise, prevents  the  leap  of  Glo'ster  down  the 
dizzy  cliff  of  Dover ;  the  vices  too  of  Francis 
and  the  bastard  Edmund,  bring  to  each  the  pu- 
nishment of  death. 

J  am  ignorant  whether  »Schiller  was  acquainted 
with  the  writings  of  Shakspeare ;-— a  circum- 
stance highly  probable;^  and  there  are  undoubt-* 
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edly  many  passages,  as  well  as  characters,  iit 
the  one,  which  remind  us  of  the  othei::  I  do 
not  mention  it  as  a  truth  in  the  least  deroga* 
tory  from  the  merit  of  Schiller,  £>r  it  certainly 
is  not;  and  if  the  language  and  imagery  of  Os- 
sijui  be  occasionally  interwoven,  no  reader  will 
risk  his  reputation  as  a  man  of  taste,  by  cen- 
suring the  imitation.  ^^  Oh  were  this  my 
Charles's  hand!  But  he  is  gone! — He  is  in  the 
narrow  house  I  he  sleeps  the  sleep  o£  death !— • 
he  cannot  hear  the  voice  of  my  complaint — I 
must  die  amidst  the  strangers — no  son  have  I 
to  close  my  eyes!"  Thus  Cuthullin,  after  his 
defeat,  laments  the  loss  of  his  heroes,  and  the 
probability  of  his  dying  among  strangers: 
•*  Pale,  silent,  low  on  their  bloody  beds,  are 
they  who  were  my  friends !  O  spirit  of  the  lately 
dead,  meet  Cuthullin  on  his  heath !  Speak  to 
bim  on  the  wind,  when  the  rustling  tree  of  Tu- 
ra's  cave  resounds.  There,  far  remote,  I  shall 
Jie  unknown.  No  bard  shall  hear  of  me.  No 
grey  stone  shall  rise  to  my  renown."  * 

The  incidents  of  this  tragedy  are  striking, 
but  not  confused ;  no  labyrinth  of  plot  to  be- 
wilder—to imprison  the  imagination :  at  one 
tiipe  it  is  suffered  to  frolic  amid  the  luxuriance 
of  description — ^now  it  glows  with  admiration  on 

*  Fingali.  book  3. 
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the  excellendi^s  of  Charles — and  ncm-^tnch  ^ 
pauses  on  his  fkultsl  now  it  shrinks  with  horror 
from  the  unprincipled  atrocities  of  the  gang-^ 
and  now  it  is  sufi^ed  to  languish  on  the  pale, 
trembling  bosom  of  Amelia. 

The  Robbers  has  been  censured,  as  a  {mto* 
duction  baneful  to  society.  The  rigour  of  the 
Germanic  institution  prohibited  the  exhibition 
of  it,  and,  under  pain  of  imprisonment,  the  au< 
thor  was  forbidden  the  use  of  his  pen.  As  a 
most  elegant  and  ample  vindication,  however,  of 
the  general  principles  it  contains,  is  given  in 
the  preface,  I  shall  content  myself  with  particu- 
larizing some  few  passages,  at  once  fraught  with 
humanity  and  goodness. 

After  the  fi>rmidable  and  tremendous  rescue 
of  Roller  from  the  hands  of  the  executioner, 
the  conversation  in  the  second  act,  between 
Moor  and  Schufterle,  proclaim  bow  abhorrent 
WCTe  the  feelings  of  the  former,  from  the  m<m- 
strous  barbarity  of  the  latter» 

"  SwiTZER.  Schufterle,  can  yOu  tell  bow  many 
were  killed  ? 

"  ^CHUFTERLE.     Eighty-thr^c,  they  say-^the 
steeple  crushed  sixty  of  them  to  deatlt. 
'  **  Moor.     (In  a  very  seriom  tofie.)     Roller, 
you  were  dearly  bought !   • 

"  Schufterle.  Pah,  pah !  wliat  signifies  all 
that  ?  indeed,  if  they  had  been  men — ^but  they 
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were  mire  babies  m  leading-string— mere  bant* 
Ungs^-or  old  mother  Shiptons,  their  iiurfte^-^ 
and  perhaps  a  few  poor  atomies  that  had  ndt 
strength  to  crawl  to  their  doors— all  that  had 
any  soul  or  spirit  in  them  were  at  the  show-^ 
^twas  the  mere  scum,  the  dregs  that  stayed  at 
home. 

**  Moor.  Poor  wretches!  the  old— the  de- 
crepit*-^and  the  infants ! 

^*  ScHHFTERtE.  Ay — Dcvil  bum  'em !  a  few 
sick  wretches  too — women  in  labour,  perhaps, 
or  just  at  the  down-lyings — ^Ha!  ha!  in  passing 
one  of  these  little  barracks,  I  heard  sofnelhing 
squalling-^I  peeped  in,  and  What  do  you  think 
it  was  ?  a  child— a  stout  little  rogue,  that  lay 
oh  the  floor  beneath  the  table,  and  the  fire  just 
catching  it ! — Poor  little  fellow,  said  I,  you  are 
starving  for  cold  there — and  so  I  chucked  him 
into  the  fire ! 

**  Moor.  Did  you  so,  Schufterle  ?  May  that 
fire  consume  your  body  and  soul,  to  all  eternity! 
Out  of  my  sight,  you  monster !  never  to  be 
seen  in  my  troop  again  !*' 

I  have  already  been  too  liberal  in  quotation ; 

for  this  reason  I  must  satisfy  myself,  however 

unwillingly,  with  only  referring  my  readers  to 

;  a  very  fin^  soliloqby  of  Moor,  in  the  fourth  act, 

when  the  robbers  are  all  asleep ;  it  reminds  us 


"1 
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e£  that  celebrated  one  in  Cato  on  tiie  same 
occasion.  ^^A  long,  long  night!  on  which  no 
morrow  e'er  shall  dawn. — (Holding  a  pistol  to 
his  forehead.) — This  little  tube  unites  eternity 
to  time !  This  awful  key  will  shut  the  prisoo^ 
door  of  life,  and  open  up  the  regions  of  foturi^. 
Tell  me!  Oh  tell!  to  what  unknown^  what 
stranger  coasts  thou  shalt  conduct-  me !  The 
soul  recoils  within  herself,  and  shrinks  witb 
terror  from  that  dreadful  thought.*'-— 
Thus  Cato;    . 


Why  shrinks  tlie  soni 
Back  on  herself  and  startles  at  deslructioD  ? 

Through  what  variety  of  untried  being. 
Through  ivhat  new  scenes  and  changes  must  we  pass? 
The  wide,  th'  unbounded4)ro8pect  lies  before  me^ 
iPut  shadows,  clouds,  and  darkness  rest  upon  k.* 

The  reasonings  of  the  two  heroes,  however, 
lead  to  opposite  determinations :  Cato  fidls  upon 
his  sword,  whilst  Moor  throws  away  his  pistol, 
^  And  shall  I  then  rush  to  death,  through  slavish 
dread  of  living  here  in  torment — ^No^I  will 
bear  it  all.  My  pride  shall  conquer  sufferance 
—let  my  destiny  be  accomplished/* 

*  The  reader  will  thank  me  for  referring  him  to  a  speedi  sf 
Claudio^  in  Measure  for  Measure,  on  the  same  subject,  which  ia 
sublimity  very  &r  exceeds  them  both :  *^  Ah,  but  to  die,  ac.** 
jLcl5.«ceBe  1. 
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Hiis  principle  of  fatalism  pervades  the  play, 

iind  we  cannot  help  compassionating  the  man, 

who  ^^  considers  himself  as  bound  to  guilt,  by 

Otters  which  he  has  the  constant  wish  but  not 

the  strength  to  break.^t 

Moor's  delirious  kind  of  melancholy,  in  the 
third  act)  where  he  laments,  that  innocence  is 
0OW  an  alien  from  his  bosom,  is  excessively 
interesting  and  tender, 

**  Moor.  There  was  a  time  when  I  could 
not  go  to  sleep  if  I  had  forgot  my  prayers. — 

*'  Grimm.  Have  you  lost  your  senses  f  what ! 
yet  a  school^boy  l-~*twere  fit  indeed  sucU 
thoughts  should  vex  you ! 

**  Moor*  (Resting  his  head  on  Grimm^s 
bosom.)  Brother!  Brother! 

<*  Grimm.  Come,  be  not  a  child;  I  beg  it  o€ 
you. 

**  Moor.  A  child !  O  that  I  were  a  child  once 
more — Oh  that  I  could  return  once  more  into 
the  womb  that  bare  me !  that  I  hung  an  infant 
.on  the  breast!  that  I  were  born  a  beggar — ^the 
meanest  hind — a  peasant  of  the  field !  I  woul4 
toil  till  the  sweat  of  blood  dropt  from  my  brow 
to  purchasfe  the  luxury  of  one  sound  sleep — the 
jrapture  of  one  single  tear  !*' 

His  parental  advice  to  Kozinski,  who  wished 

t  Preface  to  «  The  Robbers,'* 
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to  initiate  himself  into  the  band  of  robbers, 
abounds  with  tenderness  and  humanity;  and  his 
last  parting  scene  with  Switzer  and  Kozinski  k 
io  exquisitely  afiecting,  that  insensibility  hersdf 
must  retire  and  weep. 

To  apologise  for  those  frequent  violations  of 
the  grand  unities  both  of  time  and  place,  whidi 
are  observable,  may  not  be  an  easy  task ;  from 
Franconia  to  the  frontiers  of  Saxony — Snm 
Leipzie  to  Bohemia,  with  the  rapidity  of  itn^- 
nation:  Doctor  Johnson,  in  his  preface  to 
Shakspeare,  which,  for  harmony  of  dictioii,  for 
justice  of  remark,  and  elevation  of  thought,  may 
be  coetemal  with  his  author,  defends  that  poet 
ii'om  the  iblminating  censures  of  criticism,  on 
the  principle  that  no  ^^  representation  is  mistakdi 
for  reality.  He  that  can  take  the  stage  at  one 
time  for  the  palace  of  the  Ptolemies,  may  take 
it  in  half  an  hour  for  the  promontory  of  Actiom. 
Delusion,  if  delusion  be  adinitted,  has  no 
certain  limitation:  if  the  spectator  can  beonde 
persuaded  that  his  <^d  acquaintance  are  Alex* 
itnder  and  CsDsar,  that  a  room  iSuminated  with 
candles,  is  the  plain  of  Pharsalia,  or  the  banks 
of  Granicus,  he  is  in  a  state  of  elevation  above 
the  reach  of  reason  or  of  truth,  and,  from  the 
.fadgbts.  of  emp3rrean  poetry,  may  despise  the 
circumscriptions  of  terrestrial  nature/* 
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Dr^  Aikin,  in  the  Manchester  Philosophical 
Transactions,  vol.  iv.  part  1,  has  ably  and  ele* 
gantly  combated  this  reasoning — ^when  two  such 
gladiators  enter  on  the  campus,  the  spectator! 
must  keep  an  awfid  distance :  Dr.  A.  contends 
that  we  experience' a  real  delusion,  but  acknow- 
ledges that  a  violation  of  what  are  termed  ^'  the 
unities  of  time  and  place  is  perhaps  the  leasfr 
iiyurious  of  any  j  for  we  find  by  experience,** 
says  he,  ^^  that  the  mind  possesses  the  &culty  of 
accommodating  itself  to  sudden  changes  in 
these  particulars."  It  appears  to  me  that  it  H 
only  real  delusion  which  can  authorise  thi^ 
violation*  If  the  first  scene  of  a  play  were  laid 
in  Athens,  and  the  last  in  Sicily,  the  audience 
would  be  starded  at  so  sudden  and  preternatural 
a  removal,  did  not  reason  slumber,  and  imagina^ 
tion  soar.  We  bow  to  the  sway  of  fancy  in 
tome  instances^  why  not  in  the  present  ?  under 
her  wanton  reign,  vegetation  luxuriates  amid 
the  cheerless  snows  of  Lapland,  and  the  beamif 
pf  an  Indian  sun  freeze  the  plains  of  Hindostaa 
—hills  and  vallies,  trees  and  lawns,  ^'  live  in 
description,  and  look  green  in  song.*'--^A  cold 
and  wintery  scene,  painted  on  cao vaas,  will  chill 
Us  for  a  moment  in  the.  height  of  summer,  and 
the  well*told  stwy  of  a  gboit  wili^  Jf^oflk  fte 

VOL.  IV.  a  ^ 
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midnight  shades  with  spectres,  ghastly  ind 
fearful- 
It  must  be  acknowledged,  if  the  sanction  of 
iMithority  may  be  pleaded  in  &vour  of  Schiller, 
:diat  OUT  own  immortal  Shakspeare  will  prove  an 
jeloquent  advocate :  our  passions  are  appealed  to 
by  each  of  these  two  writers ;  and  the  youthful 
genius  of  both  bounds,  with  scorn,  over  the  con- 
tracted circle  which  the  cold  hand  of  art,  with  a 
presumptuous  magic,  has  imperiously  waved  for 
its  con&iement.  Taste  will  preserve  the  beauties 
of  Schiller — whilst  candour  **will  drop  a  tear 
over  his  faults,  and  blot  them  out  for  ever!" 
,  it  would  not  be  doing  justice  to  the  translattH', 
were  we  net  to  acknowledge  the  spirit  he  has 
displayed  and  the  energy  he  has  exerted ;  sotas 
^w  inaccuracies  may  be  discovered,  but  too 
iucoqsiderable  to  be  noticed.  Let  us  hope, 
therefore,  that  the  productions  of  a  Schille^vill 
not  be  confined  to  the  forests  ef  Bohemia,  if  the 
translator  of"  The  Kobbers"  be  in  existence 
The  Casimit,  rol.  itb  ifr 

The  foUowmg  scene  from  this  powerfuHy-written  p]^ 
lo^ther  with  the  attendant  renuirks,  are  taken  fhmi  an  esaaj 
in  my  "  Literary  Houn"  on  the  Eveaifig  and  Nigfat  Soeneri 
of  the  Poets,  as  mingletl  or  coDtraMed  with  pathetic  emotion 

The  pangs  of  remorse  and  df^air,  as  contrasted  with  IM 
MUinie  and  iplendid  repose  of  a  setting  sun,  ue  no  whl^ 
so  adinirably  diavn  u  ia-  Ute  Robbers  of  SchiUar,  a  dnoi 
3 
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that  does  honour  to  Germany,  and  to  tnodem  gentuB.  Moor, 
the  principal  character,  and  captain  of  a  band  of  ferocious  ban- 
ditti, gifled  by  nature  With  every  amiable,  every  generout 
propensity,  ia  plunged  into  a  state  of  absolute  misanthropy 
and  despair,  through  the  villany  of  his  nearest  relatives, 
'fhus  situated,  he  embraces  the  idea  of  fttalism,  and  conceives 
himself  destined  to  pour  upon  others  the  vengeance  of  an  irri- 
.  tated  God;  he  indulges,  therefore,  a  gloomy  and  terrible  de- 
light in  the  execution  of  what  he  deems  his  dreadful  mission ; 

.  believing,  however,  that  for  the  punishment  of  hii  own  sins  he 
is  thus  condemned  to  act  a  part  that  shall  blast  his  name  with 
in&my,  and  consign  his  soul  to  hell.  From  such  a  character 
the  most  excruciatiag  remorse  might  be  expected;  and  the  art 
.of  the  poet  is  in  no  portion  of  the  piece  more  exquisitely  dis> 
played  than  in  the  following  scene,  where  the  employment  of 

'  evening  imagery  will  readily  be  acknowledged,  by  every  critic, 
powerfiilly  to  heighten  the  effect.  An  engagement  has  jost 
taken  place  between  the  Bohemian  dragoons  and  the  bfuiditti, 
in  which  the  latter  proved  victorious. 

"  Scene,  Thk  Bancs  of  the  Danube. 
"  The  Robbers  ttatumed  on  a  height,  while  their  horses  are 
graitTig  on  the  declivity  bflotu. 
"Moor.    I  must  rest  here.     (He  ihroms  himself  on  the 
ground.)     My  joints  are  shook  asunder ; — my  tongue  cleaves 
to  my  mouth— dry  as  a' potsherd — I  wouldbegofsome  of  you 
to  fetch  me  a  little  water  in  the  hollow  of  your  hand  from 
yonder  brook,  but  you  are  all  weary  to  death.     (  While  he  h 
speaking,  Suttxer  goes  out  unperc-^ived  to  fetch  him  tome  xeater.J 
"  Gkimm.    How  glorious,  how  majestic,  yonder  setting  sun. 
"  Moor.     fLosi  in  contempUition.J     'Tis  thus  the  hero 
Gdls ;— 'tia  thua  be  dies,— in  god-like  majesty ! 
**  Grimm.     The  sight  afiects  you,  sir, 
"  Moor.    When  I  was  jret  a  boy, — a  mere  child, — it  was 
my  favourite  thought,  my  .wish  to  live  like  hiin  !    f  Pointing  to 
themn.)   Like  him  to  die.  (Suppressing  kis  anguish.)  'Titm 
■o  idle  thou^t,  a  boy's  conceit ! — 
Sf2 
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^  Grimm.    It  was  to. 

**  MooB*  (Pulling  his  hat  over  his  qfU.J  There  wbs  a 
time^-^I^eave  me,  my  firiends,—- alcme^—- 

*' Grimm.  M<x>r!  Moor!  'Sdeatfa!  How  his  conntgnanor 
changes! — 

**  Rasmak.  Zounds!  what  is  the  matter  with  him?— & 
heUl? 

*<  Moor*    There  was  a  time,  when  I  could  not  go  to  sleeps  ^ 
if  I  had  forgotten  my  prayers!— » 

**  Grimm.  Have  you  lost  your  senses  ?  What,  yet  a  school- 
boy !  *Twere  fit  indeed  such  thoughts  should  vex  you ! 

**  Moor.  (Resting  his  head  on  Grimm* s  bosom*  J  Brother! 
Brother! 

**  Grimm.    Come,  come — be  not  a  child^  I  beg  it  of  you«— 

**  Moor.    A  child!  Oh  thati  were  a  child  oncemorei 

^*  Grimm.  Fy,  fy !  Cheer  up  that  cloudy  brow!  look  yon- 
der, what  a  landsciqpe!  what  a  lovely  evening  1 

**  Moor.  Ay,  my  friend !  that  scene  so  noble!— this  world 
90  beautiful!, 

**  Gjiimm.    Why,  that's  talking  like  a  man. 

**  Moor.    This  earth  so  grand! 

«' Grimm.  Well  said!    That's  what  I  like ! 

"  Moor.  And  I  so  hideous  in  this  world  of  beauty— 4md  I 
a  monster  on  this  magnificent  earth — the  prodigal  son  I 

**  Grimm.    (AJectionatd^.J    Moor !  Moor  I 

**  Moor.  My  innocence!  O  my  innocence !— See  how 
all  nature  expands  at  the  sweet  breath  of  spring. — O  God! 
that  this  paradiie-*this  heaven — should  be  a  hell  to  me  S— 
When  all  is  happiness — all  in  the  sweet  spirit  of  peace— the 
wdrld  one  fimiily*— and  its  Father  there  above !— ivHio  is  not 
my  Father ! — I  alone  the  outcast— the  prodigal  son !— Of  all 
the  children  of  his  mercy,  I  alone  rejected.  (Siarting  hack 
toith  harrar.J  The  companion  of  murderers— of  viperous 
fiends — bound  down,  enchained  to  guOt  and  horrorl 

**  Rasmak.  'Tis  inconceivable  1  I  never  saw  him  tkoi 
moved  before.  ^ 

<<  Moor.    (IViih  great  enuOian^J    Oh!  that  I  could  r#> 
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tara  once  more  into  the  womb  that  bare  me  t  tint  I  hung  m 
inftnton  tbebreoBtl  that  I  were  bom  a  beggar — tbeneBocst 
bind— a  peannt  <rf'  tfie  field !  I  would  tml  till  the  sweat  of 
blood  dn^  from  my  brow,  to  purchase  the  luxury  of  ono 
■ound  ileep,  the  rapture  of  ft  niigle  tear! 

"Grimm.  fTo  the  rea.)  Peace,  O  peace!— the  pa- 
mxfmt  will  soon  be  over. 

"  Moon.  There  was  in  time  when  I  conld  weep  with  ease. 
O  days  of  bliss! — ^Mansion  of  ray  (fathers  I  O  valea  so  green, 
BO  b«iutiful !  scenes  of  my  infant  years,  enjoyed  by  fond  en' 
tbusiasm !  will  you  no  more  return  *  n»  more  exhale  yoor 
sweets  to  cool  this  burning  bosom ! — Oh  never,  never  shall 
they  retum-^io  more  refresh  this  bosom  irith  the  breath  oS 
peace.    They  are  gone !  gone  for  ever."  * 

There  cannot  be  a  nobler  subject  for  a  picture  than  the 
preceding  scene.  The  figure  of  Moor,  agitated  by  remorse, 
yet  characterised  by  a  wild  and  terrible  grandeur,  surrounded 
by  a  set  of  banditti  savage  as  the  beasts  of  the  desert,  and  who 
ifre  stationed  on  a  ru^ed  cliff  contemplating  the  beauty  of 
the  setting  sun,  and  the  landscqw  tinted  by  its  beams ;  the 
DauiUw  rolling  at  their  feet,  and  their  horses  grazing  on  its 
verdant  banks! — The  pwicll  of  Salvator  Rosa  could  alone  da 
justice  to  the  conception  of  the  poetf 

•  ScMnnH  Robbm,  p.  TS,  cd».  of  ITia. 
+  Ut«W7llMn,vgl.ii.N«.M. 
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No.  CLXXXIIl. 


Fandamentum  est  omnium  Tirtotum  pietas  in  parentea. 

Cicero  pro  Plaicc. 


Piety  towards  parents  is  the  foundation  of  all  Tirtncs. 


Of  the  virtues  which  are  adapted  to  the  ca- 
pacity and  practice  of  a  young  man,  the  love- 
liest is,  perhaps,  filial  piety.  It  is  at  once 
his  ornament,  his  interest,  his  honour,  and  his 
pride.  Good  men  will  esteem  it  the  brightest 
jewel  in  his  conduct,  and  the  wise  will  regard 
it  as  the  best  proof  of  his  virtue  and  prudence. 
A  youth,  who  is  obedient  to  his  parents,  will 
gain  credit  for  a  good  disposition  ;  for  if  he 
were  not  well  disposed,  he  would  be  unruly 
and  headstrong,  instead  of  submitting  to  the 
restraints  of  parental  authority.  He  will  have 
credit  also  for  morality  and  goodness  of  heart ; 
for  he  that  listens  willingly  to  the  lessons  of 
age,  and  suffers  his  youthful  passions  to  be  re- 
gulated by  the  admonitions  of  paiental  expe- 
rience, can  hardly  be  immoral :  nor  can  he 
who  repays  the  care  and  tenderness  of  a  parent 
with  affection  and  reverence,  possess  other  than 
^  heart  capable  of  gratitude,  of  benevolence, 
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and  of  love.  In  the  performance,  therefore,  of 
the  direct  duties  of  filial  piety,  are  centred 
some  of  the  most  amiable  virtues  of  humanity ; 
and  in  the  turn  of  mind  necessary  to  feel  and 
practise  it  in  its  fullest  extent,  are  contained 
the  seeds  of  the  noblest,  the  most  useful,  and 
the  most  sacred  virtues.  It  is  for  this  reason, 
that  the  moralists  of  all  ages  have  held  out 
temporal  advantages,  and  the  blessings  of  the 
present  life,  as  the  reward  of  those  who  obeyed 
the  commands  of  their  parents,  and  observed 
the  precepts  of  their  lips.  And  that  the  holy 
writers  have  made  use  of  the  same  argumentl 
that  the  express  commandment  of  religion  on 
this  subject  promises  length  of  days  to  those 
who  honour  father  and  mother,  are  circura- 
stances,  which  it  is,  I  trust,  superfluous  here  to 
state.  Why  present  and  immediate  advantages 
sliould  be  the  result  of  the  practice  of  this  duty^ 
I  have  already  hinted;  and  farther  reasons  may 
be  discovered  for  the  assertion,  by  considering 
how  many  good  qualities  are  united  in  this  one 
virtue.  Gratitude,  sensibility,  and  honour,  a  fear 
of  God,  and  a  respect  for  men,  are  essential 
and  component  parts  of  a  4utiful  character  j 
and  as  iin  the  youth  they  produce  humility, 
submission,  and  love,  so  in  the  man  will  they 
^ect  to  self-government,  equanimity,  and  jus« 
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tice ;  and,  by  confinning  him  in  the  early  prac- 
tice of  moral  duties,  emure  him  the  happineat 
of  well-regulated  passions,  and  well-tempered 
dispositions. 

In  illustration  of  this  duty,  I  shall  present 
a  few  observations  on  the  character  of  .£neas, 
in  which  the  finest  and  most  prominent  trait  is 
ifiLiAL  piETT.  It  was,  indeed,  his  distinguishing 
virtue,  his  well*grounded  title  to  the  qpithet 
PIUS.  In  the  course  of  that  admirable  poem, 
of  which  he  is  the  hero,  we  admire  this  quality 
in  him  on  a  thousand  interesting  occasicms,  and 
under  the  most  trying  circumstances.  In  the 
fiital  night  when  Troy  was  stormed,  ^ineaSj 
with  patriot  courage,  rushed  forth  to  arms,  sum* 
moned  his  companions,  and  exerted  himself  to 
stop  the  progress  of  the  destroying  Greeks :  he  is 
unsuccessful,  however,  and  is  at  last  eye-witness 
to  the  murder  of  the  aged  Priam.  At  this  si^ 
he  is  struck  with  horror,  and  recolleetiiig  his 
own  aged  fiUlier  returns,  terrified,  to  protect  him» 
^^  At  me  tum  primum,"  &c.  says  he,  in  his  d^ 
scription  of  that  dreadful  affiur;  or»  as  Mr. 
Dryden  has  tri^slated  it. 

Then,  not  before,  I  felt  my  curdled  blood 
Congeal  with  fear;  my  hair  with  horror  stood; 
My  firther's  image  filPd  my  pidui  mind, 
L«t  e^tal  yeafs  might  equal  finmna  Cud. 
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In  his  ratom  he  is  commanded  by  Venus  to 
leave  the  dty.  He  proposes,  therefore,  to  his 
fitther  to  accompany  him,  which  Anchises  re- 
fuses, on  the  ground  of  his  extreme  age,  his 
inability  to  support  the  hardships  of  exile,  and 
his  determinaticm  not  to  survive  the  fate  of  his 
eountry.  The  son  urges  his  proposal ;  and,  find* 
ing  his  father  obstinately  resolute,  determines 
again  to  mix  in  the  tumult,  and  hazard  his  own 
life,  rather  than  seek  a  place  of  safety  for  him<* 
m1^  while  his  parent  was  left  behind.  ^*  Rursus 
in  arma  feror,"  &c. 

Urg'd  by  despair,  again  I  go  to  try 

The  &te  of  arms,  resolv'd  in  fight  to  die. 

What  hope  remains,  but  what  my  death  mutt  gire  ? 

Can  I  without  so  dear  a  father  live  ? 

You  term  it  prudence  what  I  baseness  call: 

Could  such  a  word  from  such  a  parent  fall  i 

Encouraged,  however,  by  a  celestial  omen, 
Anchises,  at  last,  determines  to  go  with  his  son, 
who  addresses  him,  ^*  £rgo  age,  care  pater,'' 
&c. 

Htile,  my  dear  fittber  (*tit  no  time  to  wait). 
And  loadmy  shoolders  with  a  willing  fireigbt. 
Whatever  be&Us,  your  life  shall  be  my  care; 
One  death,  or  one  deUv'nmee,  we  wiH  share. 


He  then  takes  up  his  &ther,  and  carries  him^r 
9m  the  icene  of  siaa^tti  and  death,  to  the 


^ 
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safe  retreat  of  a  neighbouring  mountain:  ^^Sric- 
cedoque  oneri,**  &c. 

Then  on  my  bending  backj^ 


The  welcome  load  of  my  dear  father  take* 

What  a  sublime  picture  is  this  !  what  a  great, 
what  an  uncommon  display  of  filial  afiection ! 
Who  is  there,  that  reads  without  rapture  these 
delightful  passages  ?  who  is  there,  that  is  not  in 
love  with  thie  character  of  this  dutiful  son — this 
truly  magnanimous  hero  ?  Scouring  the  streets 
of  Troy  in  quest  of  the  invading  Greeks,  he 
was  like  a  lion,  undaunted,  determined.  Npw 
he  is  all  alarm  ;  he  starts  at  every  sound,  and 
shrinks  fi-om  every  shadow.  Why  ?  Hear  his 
own  account :  "  Et  me  quem  dudum,"  &c 

If  who,  so  bold  and  dauntless  just  before. 
The  Grecian  d^rts,  and  shocks  of  lances  bore. 
At  every  shadow  now  am  seiz'd  with  fear. 
Not  for  myself,  but  for  the  charge  I  bear. 

How  great  must  have  been  the  influence  rf 
tliose  principles  of  gratitude  and  afiection  to- 
wards a  father,  that  could  thus  change  the  hero 
into  a  coward,  and  palsy  the  hianwith  vain 
terrors,  and  womanish  fears,  who  but  a  moment 
before  had  roctt  Jbhe  Ijtostiflie  foe  in  arms,  with 
tiie  calmest  intrepidity,  and  most  resolute  cou^ 
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rage !  It  is  not  foreign  to  my  purpose  to  remark, 
that  iEneas  demands  our  admiration  equally  in 
the  characters  of  a  father  and  a  husband,  be- 
cause I  have  asserted  that  filial  love  is  the  root 
of  other  virtues — the  source  of  general  duties. 
With  his  father,  he  took  also  his  son  and  his 
wifeirom  the  ruins  of  Troy,  but,  by  an  accident, 
the  latter  was  lost  in  the  hurry  of  their  flight. 
When  :Mnta8  had  safely  deposited  hiR  father, 
he  missed  his  beloved  Creiisa,  and  felt,  in  its 
fullest  force,  all  the  bittered  grief  of  a  widowed 
husband :  ^^  Ascanium,  Anchisenque,"  &c. 

Stupg  with  my  loss,  and  raving  with  despair. 

Abandoning  my  now  forgotten  care. 

Of  counsel,  comfort,  and  of  hope  bereft, 

My  sire,  my  son,  my  coun try  ~  gods  I  left. 

In  shining  armour  once  again  I  sheath 

My  ^bs,  not  feeling  wounds,  nor  fearing  death. 

Careless  of  danger,  and  rendered  wild  by  the 
Joss  of  her  who  was  his  "better  half,"  he  rushes 
again  into  the  flames  of  the  city,  again  risks  his 
own  life  for  the  recovery  of  his  wife  j  till,  at  last, 
having  been  miraculously  informed  of  her  fate, 
he  returns  disconsolate  to  his  parent.  Then— 
«  Cessi,"  &c.  ^ 

I  yield  to  fete,  unwillingly  retire. 
And)  loaded,  up  the  hill  convey  my  sire. 


^ 
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We  trace  the  filial  piety  of  our  hero^  not  obIIj 
in  these  acts  of  affection  and  duty  towards  fcu 
fitther,  but  also  in  his  obedience  to  him,  and  his 
regard  for  his  admonitions.  Althoo^h  he  vii 
the  leader  and  chief  of  the  exiled  Trojans,  who 
were  seeking  another  country  on  the  shores  of 
Helena,  yet  we  do  not  see  him  acting  widi 
the  self-will  and  authority  of  the  first  m  cooi- 
mand,  but  consulting  and  regarding,  on  all  oc- 
casions, the  advice  of  Anchises.  Such  conduct, 
had  he  been  dependent  on  his  &ther,  or  had 
absolutely  needed  his  counsel,  would  have  been 
less  meritorious ;  but,  in  the  situation  of  Mioeas^ 
was  a  proof  of  the  highest  respect,  and  most 
dutiful  deference.  I  cannot  pass  over,  without 
notice,  their  affecting  meeting  in  the  Elysian 
groves,  whither  ^neas  had  been  admonished 
to  penetrate  by  the  repeated  appearance  of  his 
father's  ghost.  In  obedience  to  his  conimajids, 
and  to  obtain  his  farther  advice,  the  hero,  coo- 
ducted  by  the  Sibyl,  arrives  at  last  in  those  de- 
lightful fields,  where  the  good  are  fabled  to 
resort.     His  father  sees  him  first,  and  cries  out, 

Venisti  tandem,  tuaque  expectata  parent! 
Vicit  iter  durum  pietas ! 

O  long  expected  to  my  dear  embrace. 
Once  more  'tb  giy'n  me  to  behold  thy  ftce! 
The  love  and  pious  duty  which  you  pay 
Have  passed  the  perils  of  so  hard  a  way*'' 
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Mr.  Dryden,  in  his  translation,  seems  to  have 
had  in  particular  view,  the  illustrating  of  this 
gresrt  virtue  in  JSneas,  when  he  called  him  in 
so  bold  a  %ure  the  filial  duty,  an  expression 
which,  though  not  warranted  by  the  original,  is 
at  once  beautiful  and  appropriate : 

To  this  THE  FILIAL  DUTY  Uius  reofies : 
Your  sacrefd  ghost  before  my  sleeping  eyes 
Appeared,  and  often  urg'd  this  painful  enterprise. 
But  reach  your  hand,  oh  parent  shade,  nor  shua 
The  dear  embraces  of  your  longing  son! 

The  limits  of  my  paper  will  not  permit  me  to 
enlarge  on  this  occasion,  though  the  subject 
and  the  example  are  capable  of  a  much  better 
and  more  extensive  elucidation :  I  canno^  how- 
ever leave  the  ^neid  without  remarking,  that 
Virgil  evidently  put  the  highest  value  on  this 
duty,  and  makes  it  a  prominent  feature  in  all 
his  good  characters.  I  am  particularly  struck 
with  that  exquisite  passage,  where  he  makes 
Nisus  deliver  as  his  concluding  and  strongest 
reason,  why  he  was  unwilling  to  take  with  him 
his  friend  Euryalus  on  a  dangerous  enterprise, 
that  if  any  accident  should  happen  to  him,  i^ 
would  be  the.  most  terrible  affliction  to  his 
mother.  This  was  a  great  proof  of  the  filial 
love  of  Nisus  himself  though  his  concern,  in 
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ibis  case,  was  not  for  his  own,  but  for  the  mo- 
ther of  his  firiend :   *  Neu  matri,"  &c. 

O  let  not  me  the  widow's  tears  renew ; 
Nor  let  a  mother's  curse  my  name  pursue ; 
Thy  pious  parent,  who,  for  love  of  thee. 
Forsook  the  coasts  of  friendly  Sicily, 
Her  age  committing  to  the  seas  and  wind. 
When  cv*ry  weary  matron  stayed  behind. 

The  Stlph,  No.  25,  January  16, 1796r 
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Tone  hoc  faciet,  tabnlat  dabit,  atqad 

Vi  le^at  orabic : inTciiietqae 

Nil  libi  legataniy  pneter  plorare,  suisqae. 

HoRATi 

iBcgs  him  to  read  the  will  aloud,  ' 
When,  ah  I  no  legacy  appears 
To  him  and  his,  save  fmitlcn  tean. 


Hassan  B£N- Aioub,  a  rich  citizen  of  Balsora, « 
widower,  and  without  children,  saw  himself 
attacked  by  an  incurable  disorder,  and  his  end 
approaching.  One  day,  as  some  fiiends  were 
with  him,  he  owned  he  had  sent  for  the  cadi> 
to  make  his  will.  Agib,  one  of  them,  made 
him  many  tender  reproaches  for  so  premature  a 
resolution  j  "  but,  however,"  added  he, "  I  see, 
my  dear  Hassan,  the  motive  which  makes  you  act 
thus ;  you  think  you  cannot  too  soon  consider 
what  may  become  of  those  great  riches,  after 
your  decease,  which  heaven  has  given  you ; 
you  are  afraid  lest  they  should  fall  into  hands 
undeserving  of  them,  and  the  criminal  use  they 
make  of  them  should  be  imputed  to  you.  Wise 
Hassan  !  I  have  nothing  to  add  in  such  a  case. 
I  will  go  myself  for  the  officer  you  wish,  and 
will  bring  him  here  immediately.''    Agib  went 
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out,  wiping  his  eyes  that  did  not  ciy,  and,  in  less 
than  half  an  hour,  came  back  with  the  cadi. 
The  sick  man  drawing  a  sealed  packet  from 
under  his  bolster,  said  to  the  magistrate,  *^^  Light 
of  the  law !  these  are  the  last  requests  of  a 
d3dng  man ;  I  deposit  them  in  your  pure  hands, 
which  the  gold  of  corruption  has  never  dared 
to  sully.  As  soon  as  the  angel  of  death  shall 
have  disengaged  my  soul  from  prison,  have  the 
goodness  to  open  this  testament  in  the  presence 
of  my  rehtions  and  friends;  but  above  all,  in  the 
presence  of  my  good  friend  Agib." 

Hassan  died  a  few  days  afterwards :  scarce 
were  his  lips  closed,  when  Agib  hastened  to 
conduct  to  the  cadi,  all  those  whom  the  defunct 
had  desired  might  attend.  The  mnssulman 
judge,  after  he  had  shewn  the  seal  whole  and 
entire,  broke  it  himself,  and  gave  the  testament 
open  to  his  secretary  to  read,  who  with  a  loud 
voice,  read  as  follows : — 

"  In  the  name  of  a  just  and  mercifhl  God, 
before  I  quit  the  caravansera  of  this  world, 
where  I  have  passed  a  bad  and  short  nig^t,  I, 
Hassan,  son  of  Aioub,  son  of  Abdallc,  leave 
here  this  writing,  by  which  I  dispose  of  tiiose 
pretended  goods  which  I  shall  not  carry  wiA 
me.  I  threatened  my  nephews,  Daoud  and 
Achmet,  that  I  would  make  them  repent  of 
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their  conduct,  which  has  sometimes  displeased 
me ;  a&d  I  will  keep  my  word  with  them,  quite 
otherwise  iksn  they  expect.  They  are  young 
and  a  little  giddy ;  but  were  they  more  to,  they 
are  the  sons  of  a  brother  who  loved  me,  and 
tlie  grand-children  of  my  &ther.  I  bequeath 
them,  then,  all  the  fortune  which  my  &ther  left 
me,  and  that  which  through  Providence  I  have 
added  by  my  care  and  economy :  if  they  abuse 
'  my  benefaction,  the  sin  be  on  their  own  heads. 
I  leave  them,  I  say,  all  I  possess ;  on  condition, 
however,  that  they  faithfully  pay  the  under- 
specified  legacies.  I  bequeath  nothing  in  fiivoiir 
of  poor  dervises;  nothing  even  in  favour  of  hos- 
pitals :  my  hands,  thank  heaven,  were  always 
open  to  pay  indigence  the  tnbute  they  owed;  but 
in  dying  I  keep  them  shut ;  it  is  for  my  heirs  to 
open  theirs.  What  merit  should  I  have,  to  give 
to  tjrod  what  he  is  going  to  tske  firom  me? 
With  what  eye  does  he  see  these  posthumous 
charities,  which  flatter  the  pride  of  the  testator, 
and  cost  his  avarice  nothing? 
.  ^^  I  will,  to  count  from  the  day  of  my  decease, 
that  all  my  slaves,  without  exception,  enjoy 
absdUitely  and  for  ever  their  liberty.  They  de- 
serve it  so  much  the  more,  because  they  do  not 
desire  it ;  but  since  they  are  afraid  of  losing  me, 
:  I  bequeath  to  those  among  them,  whom  age  or 

VOL.  IV.  2  G 
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infirmities  render  unable  to  work,  an  annui^ 
in  proportion  to  their  wants  $  but  noi»  under 
fifty  pieces  of  gold.  With  r^ard  to  the  others, 
I  love  them  too  well  to  expose  their  virtnes  to 
the  dangers  of  idleness.  They  will  live  as  honest 
citizens  by  the  trades  I  have  had  them  tanght; 
and  I  content  myself  with  a  legacy  to  each  of 
them,  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  pieces  of  gdd, 
which  they  will  employ  in  forming  their  little 
estalEdishments. 

^^  I  bequeath  to  the  emir  Mansour,  my  Arabaan 
horse,  with  his  authenticated  pedigree,  and  hit 
ftuTiiture  ornamented  with  pearls  of  Baharem. 

^'  I  leave  to  the  Molla  Sahdi,  my  gold  writing- 
stand  ;  and  to  the  Iman  his  brother,  an  ancient 
Alcoran,  written  with  gold  letters  <m  tUdL 
vellum;  the  same,  as  it  is  said,  which  the  cal^ 
Qmar  read  on  the  Fridays,  to  the  fidthfid  as- 
sembled in  the  great  mosque. 

*^  This  book  excepted,  I  leave  to  the  philoso- 
pher Amrou  all  the  library  which  he  had  the 
trouble  to  collect  for  me  himsdf.  I  know  be 
loves  books,  and  that  it  will  be  more  easy  for 
him  to  make  good  ones,  than  buy  tiiem.  I 
leave  him  mine ;  but,  on  this  express  conditiMi 
that  first  of  all  he  accepts  a  purse  of  a  thousand 
pieces  of  gold,  which  for  twenty  years  I  have 
been  endeavouring  invaiatomakehim  receive: 
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if  he  refuses  still  this  last  mark  of  my  friendship, 
I  renounce  him  for  my  friend  from  this  moment ; 
and  I  intreat  our  common  friends  to  revenge 
my  insulted  memory,  by  ceasing  to  visit  so  un« 
reasonable  a  philosopher. 

*^  I  shall  have  less  trouble,  I  believe,  to  make 
my  good  friend  Agib  accept  a  legacy.  What 
do  I  not  owe  this  dear  Agib  ?  He  attached 
himself  to  me  almost  in  spite  of  myself,  as  soon 
as  he  saw  I  was  old  and  infirm ;  and  he  never 
quits  me  one  moment  from  the  time  I  was  given 
over.  It  was  him  who  made  me  see  a  thousand 
perfections,  I,  nor  any  o{  my  friends,  imagined 
I  possessed.  It  is  him  who  observed  with  a 
severe  eye  aU  the  giddy  tricks  of  my  nephews, 
and  who  gave  me  an  account  of  them,  rather 
more  than  true.  But  what  shall  I  leave  such  a 
zealous  and  officious  friend  ?  A  good  counsel 
that  I  hope  he  will  profit  by.  *  Choose  better 
your  dupes,  my  dear  Agib,  and  never  act  your 
part  of  fiiend,  but  to  one,  who  to  his  riches 
adds  vanity  and  weakness ;  you  will  find  a  bun* 
dred  of  this  sort ! ' 

^^Done  at  Balsora  in  the  S2tfd  year  of  the 
H^ra,  the  9th  day  of  the  moon  Regeb. 

^^  Hassan  Ben-Aioub,  Servant  of  God.'^ 

tsi  Bbb,  toL  Til.  p.  2S9,  Feb.  15, 1792. 
SOS 
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SuBE  'tis  a  voice  divine  that  wakes  yon  Btringa^ 
And  calls  the  power  of  music  from  her  cell ; 

Bids  her  unlock  her  most  melodious  springs. 
And  make  each  tone  with  choicest  sweetness  swell! 

Hark!  m  yon  distant  note,  what  softness  dwrila! 

Attention,  breathless,  sits  to  catch  the  soand^ 
While  Fancy's  hand  unbinds  her  secret  spells. 

And  all  her  airy  visions  float  around. 

Come,  ye  whose  breasts  the  tyrant  sorrows  Ofm, 
Around  this  breathing  harp,  obedient,  throng ; 

Here  all  your  woes  shall  meet  an  answering  tone. 
And  hear  the  plaint  that  doth  to  each  belong. 

Solemn  and  slow  yon  munh'ring  cadence  roDs, 

'Till  on  th'  attentive  ear  it  dies  away ; 
To  your  fond  griefs  resj^nsive ;  ye,  whose  souls. 

O'er  friends  just  lost,  affection's  tribute  pay. 

But  hark !  in  regular  progression  move. 
Yon  silver  sounds,  and  mingle  as  they  fidl ; 

Do  they  not  wake  thy  trembling  nerves,  O  Lovel 
And  into  wanner  life  thy  feelings  call? 


j^gain  it  sounds ;  but,  shrill  and  swift,  the  tones 
In  wild  disorder  strike  upon  the  ear ; 

Pale  Frenzy  listens — kindred  Wildness  owns. 
And  starts  appall'd  the  well-known  sounds  to 

Lo !  e'en  the  gay,  the  giddy,  and  the  vain. 
In  deep  delight  the  vocal  wires  attend ; 

Silent  tjtiey  catch  the  ever-varying  strain. 
And  pleas'd  the  vacant  toib  ^mi 
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So  when  the  lute  on  Memnon's  statue  hung, 
At  day's  first  riuog,  strains  luelodioiis  pour*d, 

UDtouch'd  by  mortal  hands ;  the  gath'ring  throng 
In  silent  wonder  listen'd,  and  ndor'd. 

But  oh  J  moat  welcome  to  soft  Fancy's  ear, 
Is  the  wild  cadence  of  theae  trembling  strings  t 

At  the  sweet  lound,  she  calls  her  spirits  near. 
And  waves,  in  smiling  joy,  her  painted  wings. 

Sometimes  she  whispers,  that  the  melting  straina 
Sprung  flroiB  the  angelic  choir,  in  bright  array. 

Bearing  on  radiant  clouds,  to  yon  bright  sphere, 
A  soul  just  parted  from  its  mould'ring  clay : 

And  oft  at  eve,  her  bright  cre^ve  eye 

Sees  to  the  wind  their  silken  pinions  stream. 

While  on  the  quiv'ring  trees  soft  braexes  sigh. 
And  through  the  leaves  disclose  the  moon's  pale  beam. 

O  breathing  instrumeat !  be  ever  near, 
When  to  the  pensive  muse  my  vows  I  pay ; 

Thou  inspiration  on  thy  wires  canst  bear. 
And  bid  each  feeling  own  thy  potent  sway. 

Then  oft  from  busy  crowds,  o'e^oy'd,  I'll  steal 
To  where  my  band  has  rais'd  thy  tuneful  shrine ; 

Hisre  from  thy  varying  tones  I'll  learn  to  feel, 
And,  sweet  inspirer,  own  no  aid  but  thme. 

Tu  CunR,  «ti.  IIU  p.  1S8, 
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No.  CLXXXV. 

Saia  et  loHtidiiiei  respondent. 


Each  rock,  eneli  Une  leccti  replies 


The  poetical  inscription,  as  it  has  been  exem- 
plified by  eminent  writers,  both  ancient  and 
modem,  may  be  considered  as  a  distinct  spedes 
of  poetical  composition.  We  may  therefore,  in 
ascertaining  its  merits,  consider  the  specific 
principle  on  which  it  is  founded ;  and  estimate 
its  execution  in  particular  instances,  according 
ta  their  consistency  with  the  prevailing  piin- 
ciple. 

The  design  of  the  poetical  inscription  is,  to 
inform  the  reader,  or  call  his  attention  to  what, 
it  is  supposed,  he  would  not  otherwise  have 
known  or  attended  to ;  and  to  excite  in  hia,  as 
flowing  from  the  incident,  object,  or  &ct  sug* 
gested,  some  suitable  sentiment  or  reflection. 
The  things  suggested  to  our  observation  may 
either  be  past  or  present.  The  epitaph,  for  ex* 
ample,  is  a  monumental  inscription  suggesting 
past  events ;  and  suggesting,  in  particular,  with 
some  feelings  of  sorrow,  the  respectfid  or  aflfec* 
tionate  remembrance  of  the  dead. 
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The  monitory)  rural,  and  moral  inscription, 
which  we  are  now  considering,  may  also  regard "" 
paat  events ;  but  is  chiefly,  or  very  often,  con* 
nected  with  present  objects.  It  is  very  often 
intended  to  excite  some  particular  feeling,  and 
corresponding  reflection,  by  fixing  omr  atten- 
tion on  those  circumstances  in  the  scenes  that 
have  a  natural  tendency  to  excite  such  feeling 
or  reflection. 

But  heue  it  ma;y  be  asked,  "  Why  point  out 
circumstances  that  are  themselves  obvious  ?  If 
a  limdscape  has  a  natural  tendency  to  excite> 
certain  thoughts  and  sentiments,  these  will 
arise  widiout  the  intruding  aid  of  the  monitory 
inscription." — ^We  may  observe,  however,  in 
reply,  that  such  thoughts  and  sentiments  will:, 
not  always  arise,  even  though  the  sceneiy  be 
well  fitted  for  exciting  them.  The  interesting 
tints  and  features  of  a  landscape  do  not  present 
thcfnselves,  even  to  persons  of  taste  and  expe* 
rtence,  on  a  cursory  view.  Nor  have  even  such 
persons  inconsiderable  enjoyment  in  perceiving, 
if  they  are  themselves  touched  by  real  excel- 
lence, that  their  feelings  are  in  unison  with  those 
of  the  artisL  We  will  however  aUow,  that  the 
particular  beauties  of  a  fine  field  or  country, 
considered  as  unconyiected  with  one  anothc^v 
may  attract  the  notice  of  the  susceptible  or 
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intelligent  passenger ;  yet  he  msLy  not  disceni 
their  general  effect  in  combination  with  one 
another ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  he  recognises 
all  tliat  excellence,  the  same  instant  it  is  duly 
suggested.  He  may  pronounce  the  tree,  die 
rock,  or  the  meadow,  considered  eren  detach- 
edly  from  one  another,  uncommonly  beaotifid ; 
but  he  cannot  at  once  discern,  or  receive  plea* 
sure  from  their  effects,  in  union,  and  blended 
in  one  assembkge.  An  inscription,  therefore, 
ascertaining  either  directly  or  indirecdy  the 
character  of  a  landscape,  whether  it  be  gi^  or 
solemn,  soft  or  melancholy,  terrible  or  tranquil, 
and  awakening  correspondent  reflections,  his 
surdy,  when  {nroperly  executed,  a  very  pleasing 
effect. ' 

An  inscription,  however,  can  scarcely  be  im* 
jMX>perly  executed  ^  if  the  writer  give  due  atten« 
tion  to  the  three  captivating  graces,  the  graces 
of  perspicuity,  brevity,  and  simplicity ;  and  i£, 
at  the  same  time,  he  express  himself  in  a  man- 
ner suitable  to  his  subject  It  is  indeed /olv 
vious,  as  the  design  of  an  inscription  is  second- 
ary, for  the  reader  is  supposed  to  be  chiefy 
occupied  in  contemplating  the  things  around 
him,  that  it  must  be  so  clear,  as  to  occasion  no 
trouble  in  conceiving  it;  so  short,  as  not  to 
engage  too  much    attention  ;    ai^d  that  the 
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thought  it  conveys  must  seem  so  natural,  and 
80  much' the  result  of  the  object  itself,  that  the 
reader  shall  have  the  great  enjoyment  of  almost 
anticipating  the  reflection,  or  of  being  surprised 
at  his  not  having  done  so.  Tlie  particulars  in 
the  descriptive  part  cannot  with  propriety  be 
very  numerous  i  nor  will  the  poet  indulge  his 
fincy,  in  presenting  any  more  images  than 
vfaat  are  necessary  for  presenting  the  sentiment. 
Not  mora  too  than  one  reflection,  and  that  also 
rather  hinted  than  formally  or  fiilly  espressedi. 
<m^t  ever  to  have  admission  into  ^e  truly 
simple  and  interesting  inscription.  Is  it  necefr- 
■ary  to  add,  that  as  it  neither  expresses,  n<nr 
mtends  to  excite,  any  viol^it  passion,  it  afibcti 
DO  irr^fular  or  very  figurative  language  i  Tbe 
diction,  idiile  perfectly  correct,  is  not  ponrttted 
to  be  ostentatious.  Without  the  labour  of  in* 
version,  the  pomp  of  epithet,  and  glare  of  ima^ 
gery,  it  must  aim  at  no  other  excellence  tbaa 
easily  and  plainly  to  convey  the  intended  seiw 
timent.  Several  of  these  particulars  are  wdl 
Ulustrated  in  Shenstone's  inscription  on  a  gotluc 
alcove: 

O  ye  that  bathe  in  courtly  bliw, 
Or  toil  in  fortune's  giddy  iphere, 
•  Do  not  too  rashly  deem  amiss 

Of  bim  d»t  bides  contented  bem 
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Nor  yet  disdain  the  russet  stole. 
Which  o'er  each  careless  limb  he  flinga; 

Nor  yet  deride  the  beechen  bowl 
In  which  he  quafl&  the  limpid  springs. 

So  may  he  pardon  fraud  and  strife. 

If  such  in  courtly  haunts  he  see : 
For  faults  there  be  in  busy  life. 

From  which  these  peaceful  glens  are  finee. 

.1 

Though  this  inscriptioii  be  wnple  and  pen- 
sive, both  in  sentiment  and  expression,  yetj  to 
a^  reader  of  verj  accurate  taste,  it  may  seem  to 
be  somewhat  redundant.  Is  it  not  toodiffiisc^ 
both>in  sentiment  and  detail  of  circumstances  i 

The  inscriptions,  indeed,  of  most  modem 
writers  transgress  agarast  tlbe  canon  of  brevitjr ; 
and  are,  in  this  respect,  not  only  difierent  from, 
but  iaferior  to,  many  of  those  that  remain  from 
antiquity.  May  I  also  be  permitted  to  say, 
that  they  are  sometimes  too  numerous?  Or 
shall  I  be  held  guilty  of  sacrilegious  disrespect 
lor  the  elegant  and  gentle  divinity  (Crural  taste, 
ihonld  such  a  divinity  be  allowed  to  have  at 
least  a  poetical.* existence,  if  I  venture  to  hint, 
that  they  are  too  numerous  even  at  the  Lea- 
sowes  ?  Without  agreeing  with  Wheatley  in  his 
dislike  to,  or  at  least  in  his  no  great  love  of 
inscriptions,  I  tnust  however  admit,  that  they 
ought  to  be  used  only  on  very  striking  occa- 


sions,  and  ought  not  to  obtrude  too  frequently 
on  the  thoughtful  solitude  of  the  rural  walk. 

Though  the  embellishments  of  imagery,  and 
studied  ornaments  of  expression,  be  inconsistent 
with  the  simplicity  or  with  the  plainness  of  in- 
scriptive writing,  yet  the  general  plan  or  design 
of  the  poetical  inscription  may  derive  some 
romantic  beauty  from  the  direct,  and  very  often 
from  the  indirect,  delineations  of  fanciftd  inge- 
nuity. If,  for  instance,  a  hermitage  be  pointed 
out  to  us,  we  think  of  the  hermit,  and  of  his 
devotion^  character ;  so  that  if  the  inscriptioa 
be  invented  as  his  prayer,  or  address,  either  to 
a  tutelary  being,  or  any  of  the  surrounding 
oligects,  it  conveys  to  us  a  very  interesting  view 
of  his  situation  and  temper.  Father  Francis'a 
prayer,  by  West,  has  suggested  the  remark, 
rather  than  furnished  the  illustration: 

• 

.Ne  gay  attire,  ne  maible  hall, 
Ne  arched  roof,  ne  pictured  wall,  &c 
Ne  power,  ne  such  like  idle  fancies. 
Sweet  Agnes!  grant  to  Father  Francis,  &€• 

^  In  like  manner  grotesque  scenery,  with  rocks, 
woods,  and  streams,  mi^,  to  poetical  imagina^ 
tions,  like  those  of  Stfienstone  and  Akenside^ 
^gg6^9  not  improperly,  the  notions  of  Dryads, 
Naids,  or  Fairies : 
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Here,  in  cool  grot  or  vaouj  cell. 
We  rural  Ays  and  fiuriea  dwells  &e. 

In  the  inscription  on  a  statue  of  Time,  by 
Poseidippus,  the  personified  divini^  is  repre- 
sented as  answering  the  questions  of  a  pas* 
sender : 

TU  iriit¥  0  irXx^rn;  J   x«  r«  X« 

«*  The  Maker  whence?"-"  From  Siqron."-**  What  his  name?** 

"  Lyrippus. "— "  Who  art  thou  ?"-»<*  All-conquering  Time." 

'*  Why  on  thy  tiptoe  rab'd?  *'— "I  always  run," 

«*  TTiy  feet  are  wmg'd?  •'— **My  qpeed  is  like  the  wind.^ 

<«  Why  in  thy  hand  a  razor?  "_«I  mflict 

Wounds  sharper  than  a  sword."— ^*  A  bushy  lock 

Upon  thy  forehead  waves? " — ^'^That  those  who  meet. 

May  seize  me." — "But,  behind,  thy  head  is  bald? " 

<*  In  vain  would  he,  who  lets  me  pass,  recall 

Or  stay  me.    Stranger !  in  the  public  view. 

For  thy  behoof,  thus  ftshion'dy  was  I  placed.'* 

It  was  observed)  that  the  monitory  or  rural 
inscription,  though  chiefiy  intended  for  the  pre- 
sent objects,  might  sometimes,  however,  have  a 
reference  to  past  events.  If  any  part  of  a 
landscape  has  been  the  scene  of  some&mous 
action,  the  mention  of  it  may  not  only  afford 
amusement,  but  excite  very  proper  reflectioiis. 
Of  this  kind  is  Akenside's  spirited  yet  mlemn 
inscription  for  a  pillar  at  Runnymede : 
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O  stranger,  stay  thee,  and  the  scene 
Around  contemplate  well.    This  is  the  place 
Where  England's  ancient  barons,  clad  in  arms. 
And  stem  with  conquest,  from  their  Qrrant  king. 
Then  rendered  tame,  did  challenge  and  seciu^ 
The  charter  of  thy  freedom,  &c« 

Persons  of  unquestioned  taste  hav^  some- 
times, with  singular  felicity  of  application,  em* 
ployed  as  inscriptions,  passages  selected  from 
classical  authors.  At  Hagley,  after  walking 
through  shady  recesses,  and  lofty  groves,  where 
the  view  is  a  good  deal  confined,  and  where 
the  sentiments  excited  are  pensive,  or  even 
tinged  with  melancholy,  you  are  carried  up 
gradually,  and  almost  imperceptibly^  to  an  emi* 
nencCf  You  emerge  from  the  shade  into  dear 
and  open  sunshine.  Instead  of  a  very  limited 
view,  you  have  before  you  a  wide  and  extensive 
prospect.  As  far  as  the  eye  can  extend,  you 
see  a  cultivated  and  populous  country ;  woods, 
corn-fields,  meadows,  towns,  churches,  and  even 
palaces,  are  scattered  in  gay  and  luxuriant  pro- 
fusion before  you.  The  whole  is  bounded,  and 
sometimes  diversified,  by  distant  and  lofty  moun* 
tains.  In  contemplating  this  gorgeous  land- 
scape,  the  mind  is  elated,  and  feels  exultation. 
But  while  you  are  gazing  with  astonishn^ent  at 
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the  magnificent  prospect,  an  inscription  attracts 
your  notice }  and  you  read  from  Milton, 

These  are  thy  glorious  works.  Parent  of  good  1 
All-mightj !  thine  this  amversai  firame. 
Thus  wond'rous  fSgtir! 

When  the  mood  subsides,  the  mood  almost 
of  ecstasy,  into  which  a  heart  even  of  ordinary 
sensibility  is  apt  to  be  thrown  upon  such  an 
occasion,  it  is  impossible  not  to  think  of  Lyt- 
telton,  the  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  pious 
Lyttelton ;  we  tread  as  it  were  on  consecrated 
ground ;  we  think  of  the  intercourse  which  he 
might  have  held  in  these  sacred  recesses,  with 
enlightened  and  congenial  spirits ;  and  we  re* 
gard  him  in  our  secret  thoughts  with  reverential 
esteem. 

The  Philamthrope,  No.  Si. 


irO.  IM.  TBE  OLBARXIU  469 


NaCLXXXVI. 

Permittet  Ipilt  expendere  miiniiiibiit,  quid 
Conveniat  nobis,  rebnsqne  sit  utile  nostris. 

JVTEWAL. 

Still  raise  for  good  tlie  supplicating  Toice, 

But  leave  to  Hea^'a  tlie  meastre  and  the  choice. 

JoBJrsoy. 


OsKEiDAN,  of  Damascus,  was  a  heretic  of  the 
sect  of  Kadir,  who  believe  in  the  freedom  of 
the  human  will,  and  that  good  works  are  essen« 
tial  to  the  attainment  of  future  happiness.   Ye* 
nerable  for  age  and  integrity,  he  was  drawing 
high  to  death.     By-  the  slow  yet  progressive^ 
and  perceptible  decay  of  his  vital  powers,  he 
felt  his  dissolution  approaching.    Affected,  but 
not  weakly  affected,  with  the  prospect  of  bid- 
ding adieu  for  ever  to  all  earthly  enjoyments, 
he  retired  into  a  lonely  grove  by  the  margin  of 
the  river  Abana ;  and  considering  himself  as 
soon  about  to  appear  in  the  presence  of  Allah 
and  his  holy  prophet,    he  pondered  the  past 
events  of  his  life.    Solemn  silence  prevailed ; 
the  stream  flowed  gently,  and  without  any  noise; 
the  shade  from  surrounding  poplars  became  no 
jglopmy,  as  to  seen)  preternatural;  veneration 
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and  awe  seized  the  soul  of  Osreidan :  **  Holjr 
Allah!*'  he  exclaimed,  "before  whom  I  am 
soon  to  appear,  let  my  departure  be  tranquil, 
and  may  thy  favour  receive  me  !  '* 

A  sudden  light  beamed  around  him.  It  flowed 
from  the  snow-white  raiment  and  shining  tresses 
of  a  spirit  that,  in  the  form  of  a  man,  addressed 
him.  "  Be  of  good  cheer !  '*  said  the  gentle 
visitant.  "I  am  thy  genius,  the  gdardian  of 
thy  life,  the  witness,  and,  as  far  as  was  given 
me,  and  as  far  as  the  freedom  of  thy  will  per- 
mitted, the  director  of  all  thy  actions.  I  have 
heard  thy  sincere  eflusion ;  and  am  commis- 
sioned, in  consideration  of  thine  integrity,  of 
thy  piety,  and  of  thy  mercy,  to  animate  at  thy 
parting  houry  and  instruct  thy  devotion.  Lift 
up  thy*  soul  to  the  Ruler  and  Creator  of  all 
things;  and  pour  out  the  tribute  of  thanks- 
giving for  all  that  has  ever  befallen  thee.*' 

"  Alas  ! "  said  Osreidan,  "  my  heart  recoib 
from  tliat  awful  office.  I  have  never  hitherto, 
from  servile  fear,  nor  will  I  now,  at  the  dose  c£ 
life,  disguise  the  thoughts  of  my  soul.  I  will 
not  f^ign  a  gratitude  I  cannot  feel,  nor  appear 
before  my  judge  and  his  holy  prophet  with 
ase  prostration,  and  the  homage  of  lying  lips. 
I  will  thank  him  for  the  good  he  has  rendered 
me ;  for  the  cup  of  prosperity  which  I  have 
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held;  for  the  robe  of  honour  which  I  haye 
worn;  and  these  hoary  locks  of  revered  old 
age ;  but  I  cannot  thank  him  for  evil.*' 

The  genius,  with  a  smile  of  softness,  replied, 
^* No  real  evil  hath'ever  befallen  thee.**  "  How !  *' 
answered  Osreidan,  with  surprise  bordering  on 
indignation;  "when  my  son,  my  only  child» 
the  youthful  and  bold  Albazan,  whose  stature 
was  like  mount  Taurus,  and  whose  &me  saluted 
me  like  the  breath  of  Arabian  odour ;   when 
Albazan  perished,  did  I  not  feel  as  a  father, 
and  did  I  feel  no  pain  ?  **    "  Wouldst  thou  not 
rather,**  said  the  genius,  "that  thy  son,  un- 
seduced  by  corruption,  and  'tmassailed  by  dis- 
grace^  should  have  died  in  the  morning  of  life, 
extolled  and  lamented,  than  that  he  should  have 
suffered,  in  the  noon-tide  of  his  age,  the  in- 
famy and  punishment  due  to  enormous  guilt  ?  *' 
"Would   Albazan,*'     exclaimed    the    father, 
**  would  Albazan  have  stooped  to  guilt  ?   His 
soul  was  pure  as  -the  empyreal  sky ;  and  as  the 
brilliant  stars  that  diversify  its  expanse,  were  his 
numerous  and  splendid  virtues.*' 

**TeIl  me  wj^at  thou  beholdest,"  said  the 
friend  of  Osreidan. — He  saw,  in  the  spirit  of 
vision,  a  young  man  of  prepossessing  appear- 
ance. By  the  rapidity  and  intuition  of  the 
preternatural  mood,  he  saw  him  ascending 
vol..  rv%  2  H 
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the  he^hts  t^  honour,  diversified  as  tjiey  seemed 
with  groves,  temples,  triumphant  arches,  and 
obelisks  inscribed  with  everlasting  characters. 
He  saw  him  assailed  by  a  troop  of  temptations. 
The  phantoms  were  of  different  shapes,  and 
their  appearances  shifting.  They  displayed  to 
the  sprightly  but  devoted  youth,  cozened  by 
magic  spells,  the  pomp  of  illustrious  attendance, 
the  glare  of  the  gorgeous  banquet,  the  domes 
of  the  lofty  palace,  the  seduction  of  smiling 
^maids ;  they  siubdued  and  ^slaved  him.  For, 
deviating  from  his  upward  course,  he  followed 
his  gay  enticers,  and  descended  imperceptibly 
into  the  mazes  of  error.  The  winding  path  was 
bordered  with  shrubs  and  flowers ;  and  was  fire- 
quently  darkened  or  overshadowed  with  fia^ 
grant  groves.  Ever  and  anon  he  partook  of 
the  delicious  fruit  that  from  the  neighbouriiq; 
branches  enticed  him ;  but,  instead  of  refi'esli- 
ing,  they  made  him  weak,  and,  nevertheless, 
promoted  unquenchable  thirst.  He  then  drank 
of  a  meandering  stream  that  crept  gently  be- 
side him ;  but  the  muddy  stream  of  corruption, 
instead  of  relieving,  fevered,  or  rendered  him 
still  more  latiguid.  He  looked  up  with  a 
sigh  to  the  mountain  of  honour  ;  but  he  had 
strayed  so  far  around,  that  in  his  languor  he 
could  not  think  of  leturning ;  and  the  side  now 
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exposed  to  hh  view  was  a  rugged  and  utisur- 
mountable  precipice.  Faint  and  hojpeless,  he 
reftired  for  respite  into  an  adjoining  tent,  gar- 
fiished  with  flaunting  banners,  glittering  with 
the  unreal  appearance  of  gold  and  precious 
stones.  He  knew  not,  alas !  the  recess  and  the 
retirement  of  falsehood.  Reclining  on  silken 
couches  of  vain  enjoyment,  he  drew  around 
him  curtains  embroidered  with  various  colours, 
the  curtains  of  self-deceit ;  and  was  lulled  to 
frepose  by  the  tinkling  cymbal  of  folly.  Short 
were  the  slumbers  of  his  witless  rest.  He  was 
Awaked  by  the  croaking  of  in&my,  a  large  and 
pt>etematural  raven,  whose  braying  noise  shooli: 
the  rocks  and  groves;  and  was  devoured  by 
to  enormous  crocodile,  that  had  watched  him 
its  he  entered  the  maze,  and  had  lurked  by  the 
tioiseless  stream. 

**  Thou  beholdest,"  continued  the  genius, 
^*  the  lot  of  thy  lamented  son,  had  not  the  angel 
of  death,  by  the  shaft  of  sudden  and  unexpected 
distemper,  prevented  his  guilty  shame.  Stupified 
by  dissipation,  and  ensnared  by  falsehood,  he 
would  not  have  been  roused  from  his  vicious 
indulgence,  but  by  the  peal  of  infamy,  and  the 
grijpe  of  destruction.  Sorrow  for  his  crimes, 
Itnd  his  sufferings,  would  have  blasted  the 
strength  of  his  father's  mind,  and  rendered 
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liim  incapable  of  virtuous  exertion.    Be  thankp 
fill  for  the  death  of  thy  son ! '' 

The  agied  cheek  of  Osreidan  was  bathed  in  a 
^ood  of  tears.  He  wept  bitterly ;  and,  for  a 
apace,  the  anguish  of  his  grief  was  silent  At 
length,  in  interrupted  accents,  "  Why  did  I 
ever  exist  f  Or  why  was  I  hailed  with  the  name 
pf  ^ther  ?  But  the  will  of  AUah  be  done !  He^ 
whose  arm  is  almighty,  and  whos^  blessednesi 
is  unimpaired,  can  never  injure,  nor,  without  a 
cause,  afflict  the  least  of  his  creatures.  The 
jvill  of  Allah  be  don?.'* 

The  countenance  of  ^  the  genius  was  fer  a 
moment  bedimmed,  and  his  visage  seemed  in> 
distinct.  But  his  form  remained,  and,  in  at 
instant,  recovered  its  brightness.  His  eye  was 
rekindled  with  the  purest  intelligence,  and  the 
amile  that  played  on  his  lip  was  of  the  kindest 
benignity.  He  had  withdrawn  from  Osreidan, 
and  had  left  his  assumed  appearance  behind 
him.  With  a  celerity  transcending  all  human 
conception,  he  had  arisen  to  the  si^phire 
throne^  and  had  presented  himself  before  the 
Ancient  of  Days*  He  had  then  returned} 
re-animated  his  appearance,  and,  resuming  his 
speech  in  tones  of  soft  consolation,  ^^I  am 
permitted,''  he  said,  '^as  the  recompense  of 
thy  humility,  of  thy  just,  rational,  and  meek 
f esignation^  to  reveal  a  part,  so  &r  at  least  as 
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thou  art  ^bte  to  understand^  of  an  awful  m3rstery4 
Thy  son  was  called  into  existence  for  the  clis^ 
charge  of  important  functions;  and  to  share,  in 
process  of  time,  and  after  various  changes,  the 
supremest  happiness  that  man  can  enjoy, — ^the 
happiness  arising  from  his  powers  and  virtues. 
Some  part  of  his  office  he  has  already  performed, 
for  he  has  afforded  exercise  to  those  virtues  of 
thine,  which  by  having  been  proved,  and  by 
having  received  their  proper  exercise,  shall  in 
the  sequel  exalt  thy  nature.     Having  done  so, 
and  not  having  sufficient  powers  to  oppose  the 
perils  that  must,  as  thy  son,  have  assailed  him, 
he  has  been  called,  in  consideration  of  the  merit 
he  had  already  acquired,  and  by  the  mercy  of 
heaven,  to  the  trials  of  a  new  condition.    He 
is  exposed  again  to  temptations ;  but,  aided  by 
the  counsels  and  by  the  habits  of  early  life, 
though  he  is  at  present  tmconscious  of  the 
sources  from  which  his  assistance  flows,  he  has 
power  to  oppose  them.     He  will  thus  acquire 
still  higher  endowments;   and  be  enabled  to 
combat  even  fiercer  temptations,  fiercer  and 
more  seducing  than  those  which  the  vision  sha- 
dowed.   Renovation  of  life,  the  reinstated  me- 
mory of  past  events,  renewal  and  increase  of 
affection,  in  ways  too  mysterious  for  human 
conception,  shall,  in  another  state,be  the  portior 
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of  both  &ther  and  son.  For^  to  intelligeat 
beings,  death  is  not  the  clo^e,  but  the  oieans  of 
awful  and  important  variety  in  their. mode  of 
existence." 

^^But,"  said  Osreidan,  emboldened  by  tbe 
condescension  of  his.  cdlestjal  frienil^  ^^  coukt 
not  this  have  been  accomplishied  witliou^tbe 
smallest  intermixture  of  evil  ?  **    *'  What  pro- 
portion/' answered  the  genius,  ^  whut .  pipfpot- 
tton  can  you  establish  between  an  iiistaatfof 
time  and  a  million  of  ages  ?  What  propprtipii 
can  you  establish  between  the  sioallest  drop,  of 
dew  that  hangs  on  the  point  of  the  finest  needle, 
employed   by  the  maidens  of  Casimir  in  the 
needle-work  of  their  queen,  and  the  waters  o£ 
the  mighty  deep?   Far  less  the  proportion  of 
the  jpresent  life^  to  the  duration  of  future  exist- 
ence.   Thy  sufferings  will  vanish  firom  thy  re-; 
membrance,  as  the  white  vapour  on  the  breasfe 
of  the  sky  dispersed  by  the  blazing  sun.     Coi>> 
mder  too^  that  if  the  suffering  thou  accountest 
painful,  transient  as  it  must  seem,  shall  become- 
the  means  of  securing,  exalting,  and  improving 
the  relish  of  thy  future  enjoyments,  as  the 
spices  of  Java  improve  the  feast  of  the  CaUpb, 
what  thou  pronouncest  suffering  is  no  longer  to 
be  accounted  evil." 
The  genius  disappeared.    All  remembrance 
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of  the  &cts  and  sayings  that  occurred  in  his 
visitation,  was  instantly  effaced  from  the  mind 
of  Osreidan.  He  seemed  to  have  had  a  vision, 
but  could  not  tell  what  it  was ;  yet  its  parting 
gleam  had  been  bright  and  delightfiil.  He  felt 
its  benign  effects;  for  the  remaining  days  of  his 
life  were  soothed  with  complacency,^  with  good 
will  to  mankind,  consolation,  and  peace. 

The  writing  of  the  vision  was  afterwards  re- 
vealed to  the  hermit  of  Carmel,  who  was  aiso  a 
Kadirite ;  and  by  him  set  forth  in  a  l^ok  for 
the  consolation  and  hope  of  the  faith&I* 

TtfS  PHUAliTHROFt,  N0.S4. 


LA  PARTENZA, 
From  HrrAVMiM, 


At  length  the  parting  hourii  come! 

Sweet  maid  a  long  farevell] 
How  shall  I  bear  the  cruel  doom. 

Remote  from  thee  to  dwell! 
Unbless'd  will  then  my  hours  appear, 

From  murm'ring?  never  free; 
But  Flavia,  who  can  tell,  if  e'er 

Thou'It  deign  to  think  on  me. 

When  through  the  pleasing  acenei  I  p 
Where  oft  with  thee  I've  stray'd, 

111  trace  thy  footsteps  on  the  grata. 
To  find  tile  print  they  made: 
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TbeB,  fimdfy  seated  by  thy  tide, 

FU  think  I'm  stiU  with  thee; 
Bat  ah!  perhaps  the  hours  will  glid^ 

And  thou  not  think  on  me. 

111  tell  the  flin^  aodcs  my  paiDt 

Though  fruitless  it  must  prove; 
And  hid  them  tell  me,  but  in  mUf 

Where  roves  my  absent  lore. 
From  mom  to  night  alone  I'D  stray. 

And  tidings  ask  of  thee ; 
But  ah !  perhaps  from  day  to  day 

Thou'lt  never  thii^  on  met. 

Oft  will  I  view  the  pleasant  vgo^ 

By  me  so  much  bdor'd, 
Where  all  my  cares  were  quite  ibrgot. 

Because  with  thee  I  rov'd: 
And  each  memorial  that  I  find. 

Will  sadly  pleasing  be; 
But  ah !  who  knows,  if,  nynqph  "nHn^l^ 

Thou'lt  ever  think  on  me. 

Here  by  that  fountain  will  I  stray. 

Where  onpe  thy  wrath  I  mov*d. 
And  where  thy  hand,  with  sweet  dehy^ 

The  pledge  of  pardon  prov'd. 
Here  (shall  I  cry)  on  hope  I  fed, 

And  here  I  sigh'd  with  thee : 
But  ah !  who  knows,  thou  much-IoVd  niaid» 

If  e'er  thou'lt  think  on  me. 

Unnumber'd  suitors  soon  will  crowd 

• 

Thenr.  amorous  vows  to  pay. 
And  at  thy  feet  the  rich  and  proud 
Will  wealth  and  splendour  lay; 
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Ah  me !  who  kmnrt,  if  then  m;  fiui 

From  loren  nerer  free. 
Who  kiKnn,  alai,  nreet  maid,  if  t'ex 

Tbon  then  wilt  think  on  me. 

Dhl  think  vpon  my  udent  love ; 

Think  im  thii  md -adieu; 
Think,  that  thjr  beauty'i  power  I  prove, 

Aad  am  for  ever  true ; 
That,  though  »  prey  to  fell  deapair, 

I  atill  ■hall  doat  on  thee ; 
Oh!  think.— but  fthl  who  knows  if  e'er 

Thou'lt  deign  to  think  on  me^ 

Tu  C*«um,  io\.  iii.  p.  99 
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Farewell  Arnna  !—"  Still,"  in  Fancy'f  emf, 
Ai  in  the  ereniDg  ^ind  thy  mortotirs  swell, 
Th*  entbasiast  of  tbe  lyre,*  fi%a  wmUderM  hue. 
Seems  yet  to  strike  his  Tisionary  shelly 
Of  power  to  call  forth  Pity*s  tenderest  tear. 
Or  wake  wild  Frenzy,  from  hef  hideous  cell  I 


^  HAUGHTOKy  Jan.  1,  17^. 

Sir, 

Authentic  anecdotes  of  men  of  genius  and 
learning  must  always  be  acceptable  to  the 
friends  of  literature.  The  following  letters 
contain  several  particulars  relative  to  the  life 
and  writings  of  the  admired  Collins,  not  to  be 
found  in  the  narratives  of  Langhome  or  John- 
son. I  have  met  with  them  among  the  papers 
of  a  much-respected  and  ingenious  friend  *  de- 
ceased, who  had  intended  to  give  to  the  public 
a  complete  edition  of  the  works  of  Collins,  and 
an  improved  and  more  satisfactory  account  of 
his  life  and  writings  than  has  hitherto  appeared. 
He  was  prevented  by  the  stroke  of  that  ruthless 
power,   which    neither  genius  nor  virtue  can 

♦  Collins. 

t  WiUiam  HTiners,  A.  B.  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford. 
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escape.     I  will  thank  you  to  give  them  circula- 
tion and  permanency  among  your  essays. 

I  am,  &c. 

W.  B. 

•  *'I  often  saw  Coffins  in  London  in  1750. 
This  was  before  his  illness.  He  then  told  me' 
of  his  intended  history  of  the  Revival  of  Learn- 
ing, and  proposed  a  scheme  of  a  review,  to  be 
called  the  Clarendon  Review,  and  to  be  printed 
at  theUniversitypreas, under  the  conduct  and  au- 
thority  of  the  University.  About  Easter, the  next' 
year,  I  was  in  London ;  when,  being  given  over, 
and  supposed  to  be  dying,  he  desired  to  see  me, 
that  he  might  take  his  last  leave  of  me :  but  he 
grew  better,  and  in  the  summer  he  sent  me  a 
letter  on  some  private  business,  which  I  haye 
now  by  me,  dated  Chichester,  June  9,  1751,^ 
written  in  a  fine  hand,  and  without  the  least* 
symptom  of  a  disordered  or  debilitated  under-; 
standing.  In  1754,  he  came  to  Oxford  for 
change  of  air  and  amusement,  where  he  stayed  a 
month ;  I  saw  him  frequently,  but  he  was  so 
weak  and  low,  that  he  could  not  bear  conver- 
sation. Once  he  walked  from  his  lodgingsi 
opposite  Christ-church,  to  Trinity-college,  but 
supported  by  his  servant.  The  same  year,  in 
September,  I  and  my  brother  visited  him  at 
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Chichester,  where  he  lived  in  the  cadiednl 
cloisters,  with  his  sister.  The  first  day  he  was 
in  high  spirits  at  intervals,  but  exerted  himself 
so  much,  that  he  could  not  see  us  the  second. 
Here  he  diiewed  us  an  Ode  to  Mr.  John  Home, 
on  his  leaving  England  for  Scotland,  in  tbt 
octave  stanza,  very  long,  and  beginning. 

Home,  thou  return'it  firom  Thames ! 

^^  I  remember  there  was  a  beautiful  descrip- 
tion of  the  spectre  of  a  man  drowned  in  the 
night,  or  in  the  language  of  the  old  Scotch 
superstitions — seized  by  the  angry  spirit  of  the 
waters,  appearing  to  his  wife  with  pale  Uoe 
cheek,  &c.  Mr.  Home  has  no  copy  of  it.  He 
also  shewed  us  another  ode,  of  two  or  three 
£>ur-lined  stanzas,  called  the  Bell  of  Arragoa ; 
on  a  tradition  that,  anciently,  just  before  a  king 
bf  Spain  died,  the  great  bell  of  the  cathedral  of 
Sarragossa,  in  Arragon,  tolled  spontaneously. 
It  began  thus : 

The  hell  of  Arragoiiy  they  say. 
Spontaneous  speaks  the  fatal  day,  Sec 

Soon  afterwards  were  these  lines  :-— 

Whatever  dark  aerial  power, 
Conunissioa'd,  haunts  the  gloom  j  tower » 
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^  The  last  stanza  consisted  of  a  moral  transi* 
tion  to  his  own  death  and  knell,  which  he 
called  ^  some  simpler  bell."  I  have  seen  all  hit 
Odes  already  published  in  his  own  hand-writing; 
they  had  the  marks  of  repeated  correction ;  he 
vas  perpetually  changing  his  epithets.  I  had 
lately  his  first  manuscript  of  the  Ode  on  tht 
Death  of  Colonel  Ross,  with  many  interlinear 
tions  and  alterations.  The  lady  to  whom  this 
Ode  is  addressed  was  Miss  Elizabeth  Goddard^ 
who  then  lived  at  or  near  Harting,  in  Sussex. 
In  the  first  stanza,  my  manuscript  has  ••sunk  in 
grief,'*  for  "  stained  with  blood/'  The  fourth 
stanza  stood  thus ; 

Ey^n  now,  regardless  of  his  doom, 
Applauding  honour  haunta  liis  tomb. 

With  shadowy  trophies  crown'd : 
While  freedom's  form  beside  her  roves,  > 

Majestic,  through  the  twilight  groves. 

And  calls  her  heroes  round. 

^^  The  sixth  stanza  had  ^^  untaught''  in  the  first 
line,instead  of  "unknown."  The  present  seventh 
and  eighth  stanzas  were  not  in  the  manuscript. 
In  the  present  ninth  stanza,  instead  of,  ^^  If  weak 
to  soothe  so  sojft  a  heart/'  the  reading  was,  •*  If 
drawn  by  all  a  lover's  art."  Many  variations  I 
have  forgotten.  Dr.  Warton,  my  brother,  has 
a  few  ;fi'agment$  of  some  other  odes,  but  too 
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loose  and  imperfect  for  publicaticm,  yet  con« 
iaining  traces  of  high  imagery.  In  the  Ode 
to  Pity,  the  idea  of  a  Temple  of  ISty,  rf  itB 
^tuation,  construction,  and  giwipes  of  painting 
with  which  its  waUs  were  decorated,  was  bor- 
rowed from  a  poem,  now '  lost,  entitled  the 
Temple  of  Pity,  written  by  my  l^other^  wbfle 
he  and  Collins  were  scho^&iknrs  at  Winchester 
College.  He  died  ^t  Chichester,  and  was  buried 
in  St  Andrew's  Church,  in  that  city,  by  the 
|lev.  Mr.  Shenton,  on  the  fifteenth  of  June,  in 
17594  A  monument  has  been  erected  to  his 
memory  in  that  church  by  his  rister,  now  living 
at  Chichester, 

^^  The  monument  above-mentioned,  which  is 
on  the  south  wall,  next  to  th^  chancel  of  Saint 
Andrew's  church,  at  Chichester,  denotes  that 
William  Collins  died  June  12,  1759,*  aged  39. 

^^  Our  poet's  baptism  is  thus  entered  in  the 
parish  register  of  St.  Peter's  the  Great,  at  Chi- 
chester :.  ^  William,  the  son  of  William  Collins, 
then  mayor  of  the  city  of  Chichester,  and  Eliza- 
beth, his  wife,  was  baptised  the  1st  of  January, 
1721*2,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Peter  tiie  Great, 
alias  Subdeanery.' 

f  Dr^  S.  Johnson  erroneously  says,  he  died  1756>. 
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<^  In  illostrtttiQO  of  what  Dt.  JohnsoD  has  re- 
lated)  that  during  hi3  last  malady  he  was  a 
great  reader  of  the  Bible,  I  am  favoured  with 
the  following  anecdote  from  the*  Rev.  Mr.  Shen^ 
ton,  vicar  of  SU  Andrew3,  at  Chichester,  by 
whom  QoOii^B  wa3  buried.  ^Walking  in  my 
Yicarial  garden  one  Sunday  evening,  during 
Collins'  last  illAe$s,  I  heard  a  female  (the 
servant  I  su{^pose)  reading  the  Bible  in  his 
chamber.  Mr.  Collins  had  been  accustomed 
to  rave  much,  and  make  great  moanings ;  but 
while  she  was  reading,  or  rather  attempting  to 
read,  hO  was  Apt  only  silent  but  attentive  like* 
wise,  correcting  her  mistakes,  which  indeed 
were  very  frequeilt,  through  the  whole  of  the 
twenty-seventh  chapter  of  Genesis/  I  have  just 
been  informed,  firom  undoubted  authority,  that 
Collins  had  finished  a  Preliminary  Dissertaticm 
to  be  prefixed  to  his  history  of ,  the  Restoration 
of  Learning,  and  that  it  was  written  with  great 
judgment,  precision,  and  knowledge  of  the 
subject. 

^  T.  W." 

''  Sir, 
^*  As  you  express  a  wish  to  know  every  par. 
ticular  (however  trifling)  relating  to  Mr.  William 
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Collins,  I  will  endeavour,  so  &r  as  can  be  done 
by  a  letter,  to  satisfy  you. 

*^  There  are  many  little  anecdotes,  which  teB 
Well  enough  in  conversation,  but  would  be  tire- 
tome  for  you  to  read,  or  me  to  write ;  so  I  shaD 
pass  them  over*  I  had  formerly  several  scraps 
of  his  poetry,  which  were  suddenly  written  on 
particular  occasions;  these  I  lent  among  our 
acquaintance,  who  were  never  civil  enough  to 
return  them ;  and  being  then  engaged  in  exten- 
five  business,  I  forgot  to  ask  for  them,  and  they 
are  lost ;  all  I  have  remaining  of  his  are  aboid 
twenty  lines,  which  would  require  a  little  hi^ 
tory  to  be  understood,  being  written  on  trifling 
subjects.  I  have  a  few  of  his  letters,  the  sub- 
jects of  which  are  chiefly  on  business;  but  I 
think  there  are  in  diem  some  flights  whidi 
strongly  mark  his  character,  for  which  reason  I 
preserved  them.  There  are  so  few  of  his  inti- 
mates now  living,  that  I  beKeve  I  am  the  only 
one  who  can  give  a  true  account  of  his  fiunily 
and  connections.  The  principal  part  of  what  I 
write  is  from  my  own  knowledge,  or  what  I 
have  heard  from  his  nearest  relations.  His 
father  was  not  the  manu&cturer  of  hats,  but 
the  vender.  He  lived  in  a  genteel  style  at 
Chichester,  and  I  think  flHed  the  oflSce  of 
mayor  more  than  once ;  he  wa^  pompous  in 
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omnners^  but  at  kb  death  left  his  affiora  rather 
embarrassed*  Colonel  Martyn,  his  wife's  bro- 
ther^  greatly  a^tod  his  fiunily ;  and  supported 
Mr.  William  Collins  at  the  university,  where 
lie  stood  for  a  fellowshq^  yrhich,  to  his  great 
mortification)  he  losti>  and  which  was  his  reason 
fi>r  quittii^  that  place;  at  least^  tliat  was  his 
preterit.  B^t  he  had  other  wasons,  He  was 
in  ari::ears  to  his  bookaeOert  his  tailor,  and  other 
tradesmen ;  but^  X  believCf  a  de^e  to  partake 
of  the  gaiety  and  dissipation  of  London  was  his 
principal  motive.  Colonel  Martyn  was  at  this 
time  with  his  regiment;  and  Mr.  Payne,  a  near 
relation,  had  the  mam^ment  of  the  Collins's 
affiurs,  and  had,  likewise^  a  commission  to  supply 
the  Collins's  with  small  sums  of  money*  The 
Colonel  was  the  more  paring  in  this  order, 
having  suffered  considerably  by  Alderman  CoU 
lins,  who  had  formerly  been  his  agent,  and,  for^ 
getting  that  his  wife's  brother's  cash  was  not 
his  ovra,  had  applied  it  to  his  own  use.  Wlien 
Mr.  William  Collins  came  from  the  university, 
he  called  on  his  cousin  Payne,  gaily  dressed, 
and  with  a  feather  in  his  hat)  at  which  his  rela- 
tion expressed  surprise^  and  told  him  his  ap- 
pearance was  by  no  means  that  of  a  young  man 
who  had  not  a  sipgle  guinea  to  call  his  own. 
This  gave  him  great  ofibncei  but,  remembering 
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his  soie  dependance  for  subsistence  was '  in  the 
power  of  Mr.  Payne,  he  concealed  his  resent- 
ment;* yet  could  not  refrain  speaking  freely 
behind  his  back,  and  saying  he  thought  him  a 
d — ^n'd  dull  fellow ;  though  this  indeed  was  an 
epithet  he  was  pleased  to  bestow  on  every  one 
who  did  not  think  as  he  would  have  them.  His 
frequent  demands  for  a  supply  obliged  Mr. 
Payne  to  tell  him,  he  must  pursue  some  other 
line  of  life,  for  he  \vas  sure  O^nel  Martyn 
would  be  displeased  with  him  for  having  done 
io  much.  This  resource  beii^  stopped,  forced 
him  to  set  about  some  work,  of  which  his  His- 
tory of  the  Revival  of  Learning  was  the  first, 
and  for  which  he  printed  proposals  (one  of 
which  I  have),  and  took  the  first  subscription 
money  from  many  of  his  particular  friends. 
The  book  was  begun,  but  soon  stodd  stilL  Both 
DrI  Johnson  and  Mr.  Langhome  are  mistaken 
when  they  say  the  Translation  of  Aristotle  was 
neve§  begun ;  I  know  to  the  contrary,  for  some 
progress  was  made  in  both,  but  most  in  the 
latter.  From  the  freedom  subsisting  between 
us,  we  took  the  liberty  of  sajring  any  thing  to 
each  other:  I  one  day  reproached  him  widi 
idleness;  wh^n,  to  convince  me  that  my  censure 
was  unjust,  he  shewed  me  many  sheets  of  his 
Translation  of  Aristotle,  which  he  said  he  had 
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iiillf  employed  himself  aboat,  ta  prevent  him 
jfrom  calling  on  any  of  his  £riends  so  firequentlj 
M  he  used  to  do.  Soon  after  this,  he  engaged 
with  Mr.  Manby,  a  bookseller  on  Ludgate-hili, 
to  furnish  him  with  some  fives  fi»r  the  Bior 
gn^hia  Britamuca,  which  M^by  was  theai 
piiblishingr^  He  shewed  me  90iqe  pf  the  lives 
in  embryo^  but  I  do  not  reeoUect  that  any  of* 
tfam  came  to  maturity.  To  raise  a  present 
subsistence,  he  set  about  writing  his  Odesj  and, 
having  a  geiieral  invitation  to  my  home^  he 
frequently  passed  whole  da3rs  there,  whicl^  b/s 
employed  in  writing  them,  and  as  frfqueotiy 
bwning  what  he  had  writteni,  after  reading 
them  to  me.  Matny  of  them  whidi  pleased  me 
I  struggled  to  preserve,  but  without  efiect  ^  fqr, 
pt«tending  he  would  alter  them,  he  got  them 
from  me  and  thrust  them  into  the  fire.  He  w^ 
an  acceptable  companion  every  where ;  and 
among  die  gentlemen  who  loved  him  for  his  ge- 
nius, I  may  reckon.  Drs.  Armstrong^  Barrow- 
by,  and  Hill ;  and  Messrs^  Quin,  Garrick,  and 
Foote,  who  frequently  took  his  opinion  on  their 
pieces,  before  they  were  seen  by  the  public. 
He  .waa  particularly  notictd  by  the  geniuses 
who  freque^d  the  Bedford  and  Slaughter's 
Coflfee-houses.  From  his  knowledge  of  Garrick, 
he  had  the  liberty  of  the  scenes  and  green-room. 
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